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Chapter One


Tessa:

“So, what can I help you with today, Miss Carter?”

I shift in my seat, fingers tapping against the fabric of my skirt as I fight the rising tide of nerves. I can do this. I’ve known him for three years now, and he’s not as intimidating as he seems—at least, I tell myself that. But the pounding of my heart says otherwise.

And he sure does look intimidating. At six-three, he’s almost a foot taller than I am, and he has the kind of broad shoulders that wouldn’t look out of place on a linebacker - built for strength, for dominance, for taking control and never letting go. 

Even the sprinkling of silver at the temples in his otherwise dark head of hair adds to his formidable aura—making him look even more striking, more dangerous. He’s the kind of man who commands attention, the kind whose reputation precedes him. A hardass who doesn’t take shit from anyone and makes sure you know it.

He’s the kind of man who can make a girl like me burn just with a glance, even while he’s scaring me half to death. And I can’t help but wonder if that’s exactly what makes him so irresistible.

“Gabriel...” I start, but his brow arches, a hint of disapproval. I swallow, my words stalling. “I mean, Mr. Blackwood. I really appreciate you taking the time to see me today. I know you must be very busy.”

As if to prove me right, the phone on his desk starts ringing. His intensely blue gaze slips from my face down to his cell, taking note of who is trying to contact him before pressing a button to make the ring tone stop.

I’m not sure if coming to see him unannounced at his office was the right thing to do. He’s an incredibly important businessman, running his own consulting firm, and I am no doubt distracting him from his work. Plus, here, in his domain and wearing a tailored suit that must have cost more than the house I grew up in, he seems even more imposing than usual.

Which only leaves me feeling more flustered than ever around him.

“I am,” he replies, his deep, sultry voice sending a little shiver down my spine. “But I always have time for you, Miss Carter. You should know that by now.”

His eyes are back on me, and there’s an intensity behind his gaze that makes me swallow hard. It’s almost too much, like standing directly under a spotlight and being examined in minute detail. It makes my heart race, and I’m pretty sure the room is growing hotter by the second.

“Tessa,” I manage to say. “You can call me Tessa, remember?” After all, I’ve been to his home plenty of times over the last few years, and he’s always called me by my first name.

“Miss Carter,” he says, a small smile playing around his lips, letting me know that he’s enjoying having the upper hand in this exchange. “If you are here in my office, we will keep the formalities. Now, is something wrong? You’ve never come to see me before. Is it something to do with Chloe?”

I quickly shake my head, although a wave of guilt washes over me at the mention of my best friend. His daughter. She would kill me if she ever found out I was here, and while I would never usually keep things from her, I really need his help right now.

“Oh no. Chloe is fine, as far as I know. I got a call from her just last night, actually. It sounds like she’s having a great time in New York. I mean, she was just made to work in fashion, don’t you think?”

An amused smile tugs at the corners of his lips, and he gives a brisk nod of his head. “I agree. So, why are you here? If you keep stalling much longer, I might actually start getting worried.”

I laugh softly, having a tough time believing that of Gabe. He’s the kind of person who always seems calm and in control. Completely unflappable. Pretty much the exact opposite of me at this moment.

“I have this work issue, Mr. Blackwood,” I begin, my face growing hot as I try to figure out the easiest way to ask him for help.

His eyes never leave my face, and for someone who fidgets as much as I do, he seems eerily still as he waits for me to continue.

I take a deep breath, wiping my clammy hands on my skirt and knowing I can’t keep putting this off. He might be the only man who can help me, and I have to find a way to ask him.

“You know I’m a ghostwriter, yes?”

His response is a barely imperceptible nod, so I continue.

“Well, I’ve been commissioned to write a book. A romance book. But there are some elements that I might have trouble writing because of a lack of... experience. I think you might have the kind of experience needed, if you wouldn’t mind taking a little time to answer some questions for me. Not now, obviously, but whenever you are free.”

Gabe tilts his head to the side, watching me with a mixture of confusion and amusement, like he’s not entirely sure how serious I am right now. “And what sort of experience would this be, Miss Carter?”

I’m pretty sure my face must be red as a tomato by now. “Well, um, it’s a bdsm romance, and I know literally zero about that.”

He chuckles, the sound vibrating through his chest and reverberating through the room. It’s a warm, rich sound, and despite my embarrassment, I find myself wanting to hear more of it. “You think I could help you with this? What on earth made you think that?”

It takes me a moment to respond. To be honest, the idea seemed like a good one when I first came up with it. Now, though, I’m not so sure.

“I heard a rumor that you are a Dom,” I say, deciding to keep my answer simple. God knows I’m feeling awkward enough just saying the words. I don’t want to make things worse by rambling on about it.

His eyebrows shoot up towards his neat hairline, and for the first time in the few years I’ve known him, he looks surprised. “And where exactly did you hear that rumor?”

I give him a sheepish smile. “A friend told me, and I know she would prefer me not to tell you her name. But she went to a local munch, and said she saw you there, too. And if you don’t mind me saying, you don’t give the impression of being submissive, so we had to assume you are a Dom.”

He simply nods. I expect him to question me about the friend who saw him, but I’m relieved when he lets it go.

“You want me to answer some questions for you?”

“Y... yes please,” I stammer nervously. “I wouldn’t normally ask. But my client is offering good money for this, and I’m a month behind on my rent, so I really need to do this. And I need it to be good.”

Something in his expression softens, and he regards me carefully.

“Has it occurred to you that you would learn a lot more by experiencing the lifestyle for yourself, rather than just asking questions about it?”

My mouth opens and closes several times, but no words come out. I know my eyes are wide as saucers, and I’m sure the blush on my face has darkened a few shades.

“You can’t be suggesting...”

“What if I am?” he asks, his unshakeable gaze holding my own.

My heart is pounding against my ribs, and my skin tingles all over. The way he’s looking at me, so confident, so intense, it does things to me. Things I’ve never felt before but that aren’t entirely unpleasant.

“How about we make a deal? It’s Friday now. If you stay with me this weekend, now through to Monday morning, I will train you to be the best submissive a dominant could ever ask for. I will expect you to obey me completely, but in return, you would get enough knowledge and experience to write your client’s book in spectacular detail.”

My jaw drops. This is not how I expected this conversation to go. I came here prepared to beg and plead for a few minutes of his time. The last thing I expected was for him to offer something like this.

“You’re kidding, right?”

“I’m not,” he says, his gaze steady on mine. “If you’re willing to let me teach you, that is.”

I don’t know what to say. My stomach is churning, and my palms are sweating. The thought of submitting to a man like Gabriel Blackwood has me equal parts terrified and aroused.

“What would you do to me?”

He laughs, but there is no humor in his eyes. He looks hungry, and it has me shifting uncomfortably in my seat.

“You would be mine for the next few days. You would submit to my every command, no matter what that entails. Do you think you could handle that, Miss Carter?”

The challenge is obvious. It’s there in the set of his jaw, the intensity of his gaze, the way his fingers are drumming lightly on the surface of his desk.

I can’t tell whether he’s daring me to accept his offer or if he’s waiting for me to refuse it. Either way, the air between us is charged, and it makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

“Yes,” I whisper, unable to believe that the word actually left my mouth.

“Good girl,” he says, and the praise hits me like a shockwave, warming me from the inside out. “Let’s get started. No time like the present. Now, take off your clothes and show me what’s mine for the duration of this weekend.”

I blink in surprise, not quite believing the words that are coming out of his mouth. Surely, he doesn’t expect me to start here and now? In his office, in the middle of the day, where anybody could come in.

“Don’t make me repeat myself, Tessa. Strip. Now.”

He’s not playing around. That much is clear from the hardness of his voice. And I can’t deny that his stern tone creates a heat deep in the pit of my stomach. As much as it scares me to do this, the idea of being under his complete control arouses me more than I ever thought possible.

So I rise from my chair and start opening the buttons on my shirt with trembling fingers.


Chapter Two


Gabe:

Tessa stands before me, completely bare, her skin flushed with nerves and arousal. I’ve pictured this moment ever since the first time I met her when she was eighteen. When my daughter bought her new college friend home to meet me. I’ve imagined her like this so many times - naked, vulnerable, mine. But the reality? It’s even better than I ever let myself hope for.

She bites her lip, and her hands twitch at her sides, as if she’s considering covering herself, but she doesn’t. Brave girl. Her hands remain where they are, though I can see the effort it takes to keep them there. She wants to obey. Wants to be good for me. And fuck if that doesn’t make me harder than I already am.

“You have a beautiful body.” I rise from my chair, deliberately slow, letting my eyes roam over every delicious inch of her. “Soft, feminine. Everything a man could want in a submissive.”

Her throat works as she swallows. “Th... thank you.”

Such sweet hesitation. Such easy obedience. I step closer, and she still doesn’t cover herself. I brush my fingers over her shoulder, trailing them down the length of her spine as I circle her, watching how she reacts to my touch.

A shiver racks her body. Her breath stutters, her skin flushing under my fingers.

So fucking responsive.

I know I could make her beg with barely any effort at all. And I will. But not yet. Right now, I want to take my time, savor this moment - this first taste of the control I’ve been waiting so damn long to take.

“Do you know what a safe word is, Tessa?” I rest my palm on the small of her back, feeling the warmth of her skin. She’s burning up for me already.

She sucks in a shaky breath. “It’s a word that a submissive uses when she needs the scene to stop, isn’t it?”

“Correct.” I slide my hand up, my fingers teasing the edge of her hair. “And as my sub, you will have the right to use your safe word whenever you need. If I do anything that is too much physically, mentally, or emotionally, you will say the word ‘red,’ and I will stop immediately. Is that understood, pet?”

Her lips part, and for a moment, I wonder if she’s even capable of speech right now. Then...

“Yes, Mr. Blackwood.”

That name, falling from her lips in that sweet little voice, is enough to make my cock throb. But I want more.

“And another thing,” I murmur, stepping around to face her. Her breathing is uneven, her pupils dilated. She’s flustered, aroused, needy, and I love the sight of her like this. “From here on out, you will not address me as anything other than Sir for the rest of our weekend. Do you understand?”

She hesitates for only a second before nodding. “Yes, Sir.”

I step even closer, forcing her to tilt her head back to meet my gaze. I can feel the heat radiating from her, see the way her lips part slightly as she looks up at me.

“Such a good girl,” I murmur, running my knuckles lightly down the side of her cheek. Her skin is soft, warm, perfect. “I think you are going to be a very good pet.”

A blush spreads across her cheeks, and she ducks her head, biting her lip. I grin. That little reaction - that shy, pleased response - is just as intoxicating as her nakedness.

“Now, let’s begin, Tessa. Come with me.”

I take her hand in mine, her small fingers trembling slightly against my palm. I lead her to my desk and turn her to face it. Her back brushes against my chest, and I press against her just enough that she can feel the heat of my body, the solid weight of my presence.

“Bend over the desk and spread your legs, pet. Then bring your hands behind your back and clasp them there.”

She tenses, her breathing growing rapid. A single, delicious moment of hesitation.

“But... why?”

I chuckle darkly. I love that soft little tremor in her voice - uncertainty tinged with curiosity.

Gripping her hair, I tug her head to the side so I can bring my lips to her ear.

“Because you agreed to submit to my will for the weekend, pet,” I tell her, doing nothing to hide the growl in my voice. “And I still have an hour or so of work to do before I can leave. During that time, I want my pretty submissive on display for me, so that my time at work is much more enjoyable than it might have been otherwise. Is that too much to ask, Tessa?”

I dip my head lower, brushing my lips against the delicate skin of her throat. Her gasp is music to my ears.

“Answer me,” I demand, dragging my teeth lightly over her pulse point.

“No, Sir,” she gasps. “No, of course not.”

“Good girl.”

I use my grip on her hair to press her forward, bending her over the desk. A sharp inhale escapes her lips as her bare skin meets the cool surface. I release her hair, trailing my hand down between her shoulder blades, pressing just enough to keep her in place.

“Do you remember the rest of my instructions, pet?” I ask, my voice firm, testing her.

She hesitates, her body stiff, and I know she’s panicking - trying to remember. I give her a few seconds, watching her fight through the haze of nerves and arousal.

Then, her hands move behind her back, her legs shifting apart.

“Yes, Sir.” Her voice is small, breathy, but so fucking eager to please.

“That’s a good girl. You are slowly learning, pet.”

Pride swells in my chest. I knew she would take to this. Knew she had a submissive side just waiting for the right man to coax it out.

I settle back into my chair, the leather creaking beneath me. From this angle, I have an unrestricted view of her. The round curves of her ass, the way her thighs tremble slightly as she holds herself open for me. And, of course, of her pretty pink pussy. I exhale slowly, drinking in the sight.

A little whimper leaves her lips.

“Are you embarrassed, pet?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“You will get used to it.” I let my voice drop lower, more commanding. “You will be spending a lot of time naked in my presence this weekend, Tessa. I am looking forward to it. You have such a pretty little pussy.”

I trail my fingertips along the inside of her thigh, teasing, never quite touching where she wants me most. A moan slips from her lips, and I smirk. So needy. So easy.

But I’m not going to make it easy for her.

I withdraw my hand completely, and the desperate little sound she makes has my cock twitching.

“Who does your pretty pussy belong to this weekend, Tessa?”

Her voice is barely more than a whisper. “Y-you, Sir.”

“That’s right, pet. Mine to touch, to tease, and to taste. Nobody else is allowed to touch it. Nobody.”

Her moan is a beautiful thing.

“Look at how wet you are, Tessa,” I say, trying to ignore the way my dick throbs painfully in my pants. “I think you like the idea of my mouth on your aching pussy, making you come so hard you can’t even remember your own name. Have you ever had a man go down on you before, pet?”

Tessa hesitates, and for a moment, I wonder what I’ll do if she says yes. The idea of any other man touching any part of her body makes a quiet rage simmer within me.

“N... no,” she eventually replies, and relief rushes through me. “Nobody has ever done that to me.”

“Good. I will be the first, then. And I can’t wait to find out how loud I can make you scream while I devour your sweet little cunt.”

She lets out a moan that tests the extent of my willpower in a way that nothing ever has done before. Fuck. I briefly consider sliding my dick inside the welcoming heat of her pussy and conducting my work like that for the rest of the day, but I decide against it. The first time I feel her slick, tight walls gripping my shaft, I want to be fully focused on her. So I push the thought aside and focus on what I need to do. Because the sooner I am finished with work, the sooner I’ll be able to take her home and play with her properly.

“Now, as much as I would like to start playing with you right now, I’ve got a phone call I need to make before the end of the day. I expect you to stay in this exact position, pet. Because I want only the prettiest of views for my entertainment while I work, and I can assure you, I can’t remember the last time I saw something as pretty as you bent over my desk like this.”

Tessa lets out a little whining sound, and I can hear her ragged breaths as she does her best to remain in position for me. Keeping my eyes on her, I reach for my cell phone and dial the number of my client. It’s going to be hard to concentrate when I’ve got a pretty submissive putting on such a tempting display for me, and while most of my blood is collecting in the lower half of my body, making me painfully hard.

A male voice pulls me out of my thoughts, and once again, I force myself to focus on the task at hand.

“Mr. Langford,” I say. “I thought I would just check in with you before the weekend. I trust you received the revised strategy proposal my team sent over this morning?”

“Ah, yes, Mr. Blackwood. I did, and I appreciate the quick turnaround. I have to admit, though, I have some concerns about the implementation timeline. A six-month rollout feels a bit aggressive for a project of this scale.”

As I listen to him speak, I can’t resist reaching out to Tessa, trailing my fingertips idly along her thigh, enjoying the feel of her soft skin under my touch. I could definitely get used to this.

“Mmhmm. I expected you might have some concerns about the implementation timeline. Given the scope of your expansion, a six-month rollout would be more aggressive, but it’s achievable with the right structural adjustments.”

Despite being the one to have made the call in the first place, I’m already bored with my client. I don’t want to have to deal with his concerns right now. If he could see the tempting little morsel laid out in front of me, he’d understand that I have much better things to do than to listen to him.

But I do my best to remain patient, even as I tease Tessa. I bring my fingertips higher up her thigh, almost touching that sweet little honey pot between her legs and enjoying the way she holds her breath in anticipation, before moving my fingers lower again.

My responses to Mr. Langford’s concerns are polite and reassuring, and I’m grateful for the fact that I know my work inside and out. Well enough that most of my attention can be on Tessa while dealing with clients.

As I bring my hand higher up her thigh again, I pause close enough to her pussy that I can feel the sticky wetness on her skin. It makes my cock pulse in my pants, and I want to press my fingers into that pretty little hole to find out just how wet and tight it really is. But I can’t trust Tessa not to moan, so I will have to wait for a more appropriate time before I allow myself that little treat.

To my surprise, my pet spreads her legs wider, giving me an even better view of the heaven that waits for me between her thighs. A slow grin spreads across my lips. All this time I thought she was such a sweet girl, but it turns out she has a wanton side to her, too. A side that I can’t wait to explore.

“Yes, I understand your hesitation,” I continue, struggling to keep my voice calm and unaffected. “It’s a bold move, but with the projected growth figures we’ve compiled, I stand by my recommendation. If we delay too much, you risk losing momentum to competitors already eyeing that market.”

I pull my hand away from her as I listen to my client, barely paying attention to him anymore. If I don’t stop touching her now, then I’m not going to be able to resist the urge to finger fuck her little pussy until I find out what she sounds like when she screams with pleasure.

But then Tessa does something that sounds almost as sexy as I imagine she will sound when I make her come for me. She lets out a little whining noise that is both desperate and needy, and fuck if it doesn’t make me almost blow my load in my pants.

“Just a moment, Mr. Langford,” I say, my voice sounding strained even to my own ears.

I don’t even wait for a reply from him before pulling my phone away from my ear and rising from my chair. I lean over Tessa’s back, letting her feel the weight of me over her.

“Behave, pet,” I growl.

A shiver runs down her spine. “I’m sorry, Sir,” she whispers softly.

It takes all my willpower to move away from her again, and I take a few steps to stand in front of my window, finishing the call to my client as quickly as possible. When I finally hang up, I turn back to Tessa, taking a moment to admire her pretty form before stepping closer and sliding a hand between her stomach and the desk. I help her into a standing position, pressing myself against her back so she can feel how hard I am for her right now. And judging by the moan that escapes her pretty little lips, I think she likes knowing the effect she’s having on me.

“It’s a shame you couldn’t obey my commands to stay still and be quiet, pet. If you’d done that, you would have been rewarded with my mouth on your pussy, easing that ache I know is driving you crazy right now.”

Her only response is a soft whimper.

“Now I’m going to be forced to ignore that pretty little cunt while I have you pleasure me instead. Such a shame. So crawl under my desk, pet. It’s time for me to put your mouth to good use.”

And for the first time since she walked into my office today, she obeys without the slightest hint of hesitation.


Chapter Three


Tessa:

I can feel his eyes on me as I crawl towards his desk, and my heart is hammering inside my chest. As much as I want to do this, to experience all the things he promised, a part of me can’t quite believe I’m actually here, willingly crawling naked underneath my best friend’s dad’s desk.

I feel exposed.

Exposed, vulnerable and excited.

Once I’m under his desk, I turn around to face Gabe, who is once again seated in his chair. He is watching me with a heat in his gaze, and it makes me tremble. It’s like his eyes are touching me everywhere, and I can’t help wondering what he’s thinking about as he looks at me.

“You have the perfect lips for sucking cock, Tessa. Soft, plump, and made for fucking,” he says, the gravel in his voice making it deeper than usual.

He reaches out, the pad of his thumb tracing my lower lip gently, and unable to resist the urge, I part my lips, letting the tip of his thumb slip into my mouth.

A low growl leaves his throat, the sound sending a shiver through me. His icy blue eyes are locked onto mine, and the intensity of his gaze has me trembling.

“Such a good girl. I can imagine you are a very good little cocksucker. Tell me, pet, how many dicks have you sucked before mine?”

His question causes a rush of heat to flood my face, and I look away, embarrassed.

But Gabe isn’t going to allow that. He grips my chin tight enough that I can’t pull away, but not so tight that it hurts, and he tilts my head back up.

“If you are mine, there will be no secrets, pet. There will also be no judgement. Something tells me you are quite inexperienced, and I want to know if I’m right.”

My tongue darts out to wet my lips, and my heart pounds. What if Gabe decides it’s too much work to train a submissive who has never even had sex before? I’ll be left with nobody to help me with the book I need to write. And, even worse than that, the weekend will be over before it’s even begun, and I’ll miss out on so many experiences with him that I’ve been dreaming about for so long.

“I haven’t ever done that before,” I say, my voice so small that I’m surprised he can even hear me.

A low groan rumbles through him, and a grin spreads across his plump lips. “So, you’ve never had a man eat your pussy, and you’ve never sucked a cock before? Would I be right in assuming that you are still a virgin, pet?”

His grip on my chin remains tight, making it impossible to drop my head and hide behind my long hair as I’d like to. 

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper, embarrassment causing a lump to form in my throat. “You’re right.”

He leans forward, his face so close to mine now that his breath brushes against my skin. The intensity of his gaze is almost too much to bear, and a part of me wants to shrink away, to hide from him and his piercing blue eyes. But instead, I find myself mesmerized by him, suddenly unwilling to look away even if I could.

“Fuck,” he hisses. “A beautiful, willing little submissive, and a virgin. This is going to be so much fun, pet.”

Before I can respond, his mouth crashes into mine. He kisses me hungrily, devouring me, and all I can do is surrender.

When his tongue glides across the seam of my lips, seeking entrance, I part them without a second thought, and a small moan escapes my lips as his tongue delves into my mouth.

One large hand cups the side of my face, his other tangling in my long hair, and his fingers tighten in the strands, tugging just hard enough to have my scalp tingling. The pain is slight, but the way he controls the kiss, holding me in place so he can have his fill, has pleasure blooming deep inside me, and I can’t hold back the moan that rumbles up my throat.

“You are going to be so much fun to play with, pet,” he whispers against my lips. “But first, it’s time for you to learn how to please a man with your mouth.”

Gabe straightens up again and pulls his chair under the desk, trapping me beneath it between his powerful, thick thighs. I’m so close to him now that I can see the outline of his dick through his trousers, and a rush of heat burns through my veins.

“Take out my cock, Tessa,” he commands in a firm voice that makes my stomach flutter.

I reach up with shaking hands and undo his belt buckle, the rasp of the leather as I slide it through the loops almost deafening in the silence. Then, with slightly more confidence, I unbutton and unzip his pants, taking a deep breath as I prepare myself for the sight of his erection.

As I free his cock from his boxer briefs, my breath catches in my throat. I knew he was big. I could feel that when it was pressed up against my back just now, but I wasn’t expecting him to be this big. He’s long and thick, and my pussy clenches just thinking about what it would feel like inside me. His erection is just as intimidating as the rest of him, but I’m so desperate for him, it’s easy to ignore the tiny flicker of fear at the thought I might choke on his huge cock.

“Here are the rules, Tessa, because if you hadn’t worked it out by now, with me, there are always rules. While I am dealing with a couple of emails, you may worship my cock with your hands, lips and tongue, but you will not take it into your mouth yet. I just want you to become...” his lips curl up into a wicked smirk before he continues speaking again, “acquainted with it.”

I swallow hard and lick my lips, my gaze dropping back down to the impressive shaft in front of me.

“Once I’m finished with work, then I will teach you how to suck my dick like a pleasing little slut. Is that understood, pet?”

“Yes, Sir,” I reply without a second’s hesitation.

I’m nervous. So fucking nervous.

I’ve never done anything like this before.

Not once.

But even the thought of being allowed to touch him in such an intimate way has my pulse racing, and my panties are drenched.

The sound of typing fills the air, and it’s all too obvious Gabe is focused on work now, leaving me alone to get acquainted with his cock, as he’d put it. I tremble slightly as I reach up and wrap one small hand around his thick shaft, whimpering quietly when I find my fingers don’t quite reach around him. His flesh is hot and heavy in my hand, the surface rippled with veins. The tip is an angry red color, with a clear bead of moisture oozing from the slit, and my mouth waters.

Somehow, it eases my nerves to know he isn’t paying attention to what I’m doing. It gives me the confidence to explore. So I begin stroking him slowly, marveling at the feel of his rigid flesh in my grasp. The motion frees the drop of precum from the slit, and as it begins its long descent down Gabe’s shaft, I can’t resist leaning in to capture it with my tongue. A soft moan escapes me as his musky flavor fills my senses, and I trail my tongue all the way up to the tip, searching for more of his salty essence.

Gabe lets out a quiet grunt, and I can’t help but hope it’s a sound of approval. That he’s enjoying my attention just as much as I’m enjoying giving it.

I swirl my tongue around the head while my hand keeps up a steady rhythm, pumping his shaft in a firm grip, and I’m pleased when more precum begins leaking from the tip. I lap it up eagerly, craving the taste of him.

Using my free hand, I reach up tentatively to cup his balls, massaging them gently. I can’t believe how heavy and full they feel, and as I wonder how much cum he might be about to feed me once he’s finished with his emails, a rush of heat floods through my veins.

This time, Gabe’s sound of pleasure is unmistakable as his low moan fills my ears. Oh god. I want to make him moan like that again. I keep up the gentle massage of his heavy sac and release my hold on his shaft. While soft whimpers keep spilling from my lips, I brush kisses up and down his hard length, worshipping him with the reverence of my gentle touch.

Each time my lips graze his skin, his cock pulses, as if it craves more of my attention, and I’m all too happy to oblige. I alternate between kissing and licking his flesh until his entire length is covered in my saliva, so that when I bring my hand back up to stroke him, the wetness lets me glide along his shaft easily.

My own breathing grows shallow as I focus all my attention on Gabe. On pleasing him. On making him moan. On drawing those soft, satisfied grunts from his lips. With every moment that passes, the ache between my thighs grows more intense, and the desire to part my lips and take him into my mouth becomes almost unbearable.

I’m so focused on worshipping his throbbing erection that it takes me a long time to realize that he’s no longer typing. When I lift my gaze to his face, I find his attention is solely on me, and there is a dark, smoldering look in his eyes that makes my pussy quiver with pure arousal.

“Did you enjoy that, pet?” he asks, his voice gruff.

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper, dropping my gaze.

He chuckles low, and the sound makes me tremble.

“Did it make your pussy wet, Tessa? Did pleasuring me with your hands and lips get you all worked up, pet?”

His words make heat flood my cheeks.

“Yes, Sir.”

“And would you like to take my dick into that hot, wet mouth of yours and suck it until I come down your throat, pet?”

My pussy clenches at the filthy words, and I’m unable to hold back a small whimper.

“Please, Sir.”

“Please what, pet?” he growls. “Use your words properly and tell me what you want.”

“Please can I suck your cock now, Sir?” I say with no hesitation, even though I’ve never said anything like that before and the words feel strange on my lips.

A satisfied smile spreads across his face, and he nods. “Go ahead, pet. Show me what else you can do with that eager little mouth of yours. I know it’s your first time, but damn, you seem to have a talent for this.”

His praise fills me with pride, and I’m desperate to show him that his praise is deserved.

I lean in, brushing my lips over the velvety head, and then, finally, I part my lips and take him into my mouth. His taste, the scent of his masculine musk, the heat of his throbbing shaft; it’s all almost too much, and my eyes flutter closed as I focus on the sensation of him filling my mouth.

Gabe slides his hand into my hair, fisting the long strands, but he doesn’t make a move to push me down onto his cock. He just holds onto me while allowing me to get used to the feel of his heavy length resting on my tongue.

Slowly, I begin sliding my lips up and down, taking him as deep as I can without choking, which isn’t very far.

“Fuck,” he hisses, tightening his hold on my hair. “Look at me, pet. Let me see your gorgeous eyes while you suck me.”

With a moan, I force my eyes open and meet his gaze, feeling my cheeks flush at the intensity of his expression.

“Good girl,” he says in a gruff voice. “I can already tell you are going to be a very pleasing little pet for me. Just look at you, getting all worked up from sucking my dick.”

I moan around him, my entire body heating at his words. He’s right. The ache between my thighs has intensified to an almost painful level, and I can feel my juices coating the insides of my thighs.

“Do you wish you could come, pet?” he asks, and the low, raspy tone of his voice sends a shiver through me. “Is that pretty little cunt wet for me?”

My heart is hammering inside my chest now, and my only response is a muffled moan as I take him deeper into my mouth.

“Don’t worry, Tessa. I promise, soon enough, you will be coming so hard and so often that you’ll be begging me to stop,” he growls. “But not yet. For now, you are being punished for not being quiet enough while I was on my call. I’m afraid you’ll have to wait a while for your own orgasm.”

His words have me whimpering with need, and as I suck him hungrily, his hips begin rocking forward, pushing his thick shaft a little further into my mouth.

“I love seeing those plump, pink lips stretched around my dick,” he groans. “You were made to suck cock, pet. Your mouth was meant for taking dick.”

He grips the hair at the back of my head with his other hand, using his hold to tilt my head back and allow him better access. The motion allows him to slide his dick even deeper into my throat, and I panic for a second, worried that I might gag.

“Don’t fight it, pet,” he says in a soothing voice. “Just relax and take it. That’s a good girl. Such a good girl.”

I try to focus on the sound of his voice as his dick hits the back of my throat, but I can’t. All I can think about is his taste, his heat, and the way his thickness is stretching my lips.

“Such a perfect little cock slut. Look at how much you love having me stuff your throat.”

He groans as he slides in and out of my mouth, his hands holding me firmly in place. I can’t deny it. I do love this. I’m desperate to feel him come, and I suck him with an eagerness that surprises even me.

“You’re going to swallow every last drop, aren’t you, pet?” he asks, his voice a gravelly growl.

My only response is another moan as I take him deeper still.

“Fuck,” he hisses, and I can tell from his strained voice that he’s close.

His hands tighten in my hair, and he pumps his hips a few times, his shaft slipping between my lips, his dick hitting the back of my throat again and again. Then, with a long, low groan, his release begins, and I feel his warm cum fill my mouth.

I can’t describe the pleasure that overwhelms me at that moment.

There is nothing like it.

The taste of him, the way he fills my mouth, his grunts and groans.

It’s fucking amazing.

I swallow his seed as fast as I can, and once he’s finished and released his hold on me, I begin licking his cock clean without having to be told. My tongue seeks out any drops of his cum that might have escaped, and when I’m certain his dick is spotless, I give the tip a final kiss before moving back into a kneeling position beneath his desk.

When I look up at him, his gaze is heated, as if he’s sizing me up.

“Well, fuck,” he says in a satisfied tone. “You, pet, are going to be very fun to train. You are a natural, and it’s going to be so satisfying to watch you transform into the perfect little submissive for me.”

As he speaks, a blush spreads across my cheeks, and my stomach flutters. It’s hard to believe this is the man I’ve hung out with several times over the years while visiting his daughter. My friend. He’s always been serious, but there is something so hot about his dominant personality.

He makes me feel things I’ve never felt before.

Things that excite me and scare me all at once.

I don’t know how, but he’s already managed to awaken something inside me, something dark and sinful. And, judging by the look on his face, I’m going to be discovering a whole new side of myself this weekend.

Gabe slides his chair back and gestures for me to crawl out from my position under his desk.

“Put your clothes on, Tessa. It’s time for us to go back to my home for the weekend. And then your real training will begin.”

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper, a tremble coursing through me.

He helps me up and leads me over to where I’d discarded my clothing, and as he waits for me to get dressed, his icy gaze never leaves me.

I don’t think I’ve ever been quite so nervous about anything in my life.

But, somehow, I can’t wait to find out what comes next.

I have a feeling it’s going to be an experience like no other.


Chapter Four


Tessa:

“This will be your bedroom for the weekend,” Gabe says as he leads me into the spare room of his home. I’ve slept here a handful of times in the past, but there is a heavy feeling of disappointment in the pit of my stomach as I come to realize I won’t be staying in his bedroom with him.

“Okay,” I say in a small voice. “Thank you, Sir.”

He takes a step closer, invading my space in the most delicious way with his intoxicating scent and imposing frame, and places a finger beneath my chin, tilting my head back.

“What’s wrong, Tessa? I thought you’d be happy to have some privacy. Some of the things you’re going to experience this weekend might be intense, and you might find yourself needing some time alone to process your feelings.”

I swallow down my dismay, and force my lips to curve into a smile. “It’s a lovely room, Sir. I’m very grateful to get to stay here for the weekend.”

He eyes me for a few long moments, his gaze piercing. My heart flutters wildly in my chest, and I find myself holding my breath as I wait for him to say something.

After a long silence, he simply nods his head. “Very well, pet. I will let you have a little bit of time alone as I have a couple of things I need to attend to. Settle in and relax. I’ll let you know when I expect your attention.”

Gabe winks at me and turns to leave.

“Wait,” I call out, and he pauses, looking over his shoulder at me with one brow arched. “Sorry, Sir, but when can I go back to my apartment to grab the things I’ll need for this weekend?”

He chuckles and shakes his head. “There will be no need for that. I’ll provide everything you need. Besides, it’s not like your clothes will have much of a chance to get dirty, seeing as you are not permitted to wear them inside this house.”

I gasp in shock, but when I don’t say anything in response, Gabe continues talking. “So make sure you’re naked when I next see you, pet. Or I might have to punish you.”

He leaves the room and closes the door behind him, and I let out a soft moan. Oh god, he is driving me wild with all his demands. The very idea of being naked the whole time I’m in his presence has me trembling with excitement.

So I start peeling off my clothes with an eagerness that is both surprising and embarrassing. Once I’m naked, I place my clothes on the chair in the corner of the room, and then turn back to the bed.

I lie down on my back, letting my legs fall open, and my hands wander down the front of my body. The mere thought of Gabe, and all the wicked things he might have planned for the weekend, has a fire burning low in my belly.

One hand drifts down between my thighs, and as soon as my fingers brush against the slick heat of my pussy, I let out a quiet moan.

I’m soaking wet.

I slide two fingers between my folds, gathering my juices, and bring them up to tease my clit.

My mind flashes back to Gabe’s office, to the way he’d looked at me, and all the wicked promises he’d made, and a wave of pleasure surges through me, making my nipples stiffen into hard, aching peaks.

I circle the sensitive nub, rubbing and pinching, and I’m so focused on the sensation that I don’t even hear the door opening.

“What are you doing, pet?” Gabe growls, and when my eyes snap open and land on his face, it’s all too obvious I’ve fucked up in a big way.

“I’m sorry, Sir,” I whimper. “I... I thought it would be okay...”

My voice trails off as the realization that this definitely is not okay hits me like a truck.

Gabe stalks towards the bed, his jaw fixed in a firm line, and picks me up easily, throwing my naked body over his shoulder. I try to wriggle my way down his body, but he wraps an arm tightly around my thighs and slaps my ass hard with his other hand.

“You’ve lost the privilege of getting a room to yourself, Tessa. Apparently, I can’t trust you not to touch what’s mine when you’re left alone.”

He quickly walks down the hallway towards his bedroom, a room I’ve never seen before despite the number of times I’ve been to this house, and he settles me down on my feet again.

My heart is racing as I look up at him, taking in the sight of his imposing frame. The look on his face is a mix of stern and hungry, and the combination makes my stomach flip.

“I’m sorry, Sir. I was just so needy, and I... I didn’t think I would get in trouble for touching myself.”

Gabe starts walking towards me, backing me up until my back hits the wall. He places one hand either side of my head, boxing me in, and the intensity of his stare makes my pussy quiver.

“I told you that your pretty little pussy belongs to me this weekend, pet. And I thought I made it clear that nobody but myself is allowed to touch it. Did I not make that clear?”

His voice is low and gruff, dangerous, and while I should probably be at least a little scared, his strict, dominant personality, and the sheer possessiveness that means even I’m not allowed to touch my own pussy, has a shiver of desire racing down my spine.

“I’m sorry, Sir,” I whisper. “I misunderstood. I thought you meant other people couldn’t touch it, Sir.”

He arches a brow, and there’s a slight twitch at the corner of his lips, as if he’s trying not to smile.

“I meant nobody but me. Nobody.”

Gabe brings one hand to cup my cheek almost tenderly for a moment, then his hand is gliding down my body, caressing every dip and curve on the way down. Little whimpers spill continuously from my lips, and his gentle touch sends sparks of pleasure dancing across my skin.

His hand pauses for a moment when he reaches my mound, and I wonder if he’s giving me a chance to use my safe word before he crosses this line. But I have no intention of using it. My entire body is aching for him to keep going, for him to finally touch me in the way I’ve been craving ever since he told me to undress in his office.

Hell, ever since Chloe introduced me to him when I was eighteen, if I’m being entirely honest with myself.

I can’t look away from my his eyes, my breathing ragged and shallow, and after a few more moments, he moves his hand lower. His thick fingers caress my soft folds, forcing a gasp from my lips, and then two of those digits are pressing against my entrance, pushing their way inside me.

My pussy welcomes him eagerly, the wet heat parting for him, and he groans low in his throat.

“Fucking hell, you are tight, Tessa. So damn tight and wet. But this is my pussy, and mine alone.”

“Yes, Sir,” I moan as he begins sliding his fingers in and out of me, the pace slow and measured.

“Tell me, pet. Tell me who the fuck this tight, needy little virgin cunt belongs to.”

His words make my entire body tingle, and I can barely choke out a response. Even though I know he’s only talking about this weekend, there’s a part of me that can’t help fantasizing that this is for real. That this is forever.

“It’s yours, Sir. This pussy belongs to you.”

“That’s right,” he grunts.

My little whimpers turn to outright moans as he picks up the pace, pumping his fingers harder, deeper, and his thumb rubs against my clit, causing a spark of pleasure to surge through my core.

“I decide when you are allowed to be touched. I decide when you are allowed to come, pet. Remember that,“ he growls, and his thumb is relentless as it continues to circle the sensitive bud.

The pleasure builds and builds until it feels like it’s almost too much.

“Sir, I’m so close,” I pant, trying desperately not to unravel before he can give permission.

But the moment the words are out of my mouth, he slides his fingers out, leaving me a hot, wet, panting mess.

“No,” I gasp, feeling a sharp tug of disappointment in my stomach.

Gabe takes a step back, a knowing smirk on his lips.

“Punishment, Tessa. For disobeying my rules and touching yourself without permission. You’ll learn. In time, you’ll learn what happens when you’re a bad girl.”

Fuck.

I want him so badly. And somehow, the way he’s punishing me, making it clear he’s in complete control, is only making the desire for him even more intense.

“And now it’s time for the rest of your punishment, pet.”

My eyes widen in surprise as I find out there’s more, and my heart starts racing even faster in my chest. As he takes hold of my wrist and pulls me towards his closet, I can feel the wetness coating my inner thighs with every step I take.

I never knew it was possible to feel this aroused, but I have a feeling Gabe won’t be putting me out of my misery yet.

He opens the closet door and pulls out a large black holdall that had been sitting on the floor. He unzips the bag, and I can’t help gasping when he reaches inside.

Holy fuck.

This guy really has an entire bag filled with sex toys and restraints.

“Now, it’s time to learn what happens to naughty girls who don’t listen, Tessa.”

He pulls a pair of thick cuffs out of the bag, the strips of leather connected to each other by a short length of silver chain.

“Oh god,” I whimper, too turned on at the knowledge I’m about to be tied up to even pretend like I don’t want this.

“You will be wearing these until I decide you can be trusted not to touch what’s mine, pet,” he says, while taking a firm hold of my wrists and pulling them behind my back. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper breathlessly.

The straps of leather are wrapped around my wrists, and once the buckles have been fastened, he runs his hand up my back and into my hair. He tugs my head to the side and presses gentle kisses against my neck, his lips ghosting over my skin.

“I really am sorry, Sir,” I say, the words little more than a moan when his teeth graze against the sensitive spot just beneath my ear.

“I know, pet. But you must learn. And if I’m entirely honest, I like the thought of you being helpless and at my mercy.”

The almost guttural moan that emerges from me no doubt lets him know how much I like it, too.

“And I especially like the thought of you being helpless and at my mercy as you’re draped across my lap, while I decorate your sexy little ass with my hand prints as the final part of your punishment.”

A wave of desire crashes through me at the idea, and I find myself moaning again, unable to control myself.

Gabe guides me over to the foot of the bed, and sits down, pulling me into position so that I’m laid across his lap, just as he’d said. The hard outline of his cock presses against my soft stomach, letting me know that he really is enjoying this. He caresses my ass for a moment, the gentle touch only serving to drive me wild.

“Do you remember your safe word, pet?” he asks.

“Yes, Sir. It’s red.”

“Good girl. Use it if you need to. Because I don’t have any intention of stopping until your ass is so sore that sitting down will be a challenge.”

I gasp at his words, the anticipation sending a delicious tremble through my body.

He gives my ass cheek a gentle squeeze, and then his hand is suddenly gone. Before I can even begin to mourn the loss of his touch, a loud cracking sound fills the air just a split second before a fiery sting is radiating across my bare skin.

“Ah,” I gasp, the pain both intense and pleasurable.

He brings his hand down again and again, each hit causing a delicious mixture of pleasure and pain, and the wetness between my thighs grows.

“Oh god,” I whimper as a particularly hard slap causes my pussy to clench, and my legs are soon quivering with need.

“You’re dripping on my fucking leg, Tessa,” Gabe says, his tone low and gruff, his voice sounding strained. “Such a naughty girl.”

He spanks me again, and the sound of his palm against my skin seems louder than it was before. The sensation is so intense, but there is no denying that I’m enjoying it.

Gabe keeps raining down a relentless storm of hits, and with each one, the wetness between my thighs grows along with the burning pain on my flesh. My breathing is ragged, and my mind is growing fuzzy with the onslaught of sensations, so when he suddenly stops, it’s a shock to my system.

I let out a long, low moan, and then I feel his hands moving across my skin. He caresses the heat he’s created, soothing the ache, and then his hands are moving lower, his fingers sliding between my thighs.

“Your naughty little cunt is begging for attention, pet,” he whispers. “Is this what you want?”

His fingers brush lightly against my entrance, teasing, and a desperate moan escapes my lips.

“Please, Sir. Please.”

I know I sound completely shameless, but at this point, I can’t bring myself to care. My clit is throbbing with a need that won’t be denied, and the very thought of being teased and denied again is enough to have me trembling in his lap.

“What do you need, Tessa? Tell me exactly what you want.”

“I want your fingers, Sir. Please.”

“Like this, pet?” he asks, pressing his fingers against my opening again, and slowly beginning to slide inside me.

“More,” I pant, needing the delicious fullness and wanting so badly to be pushed over the edge. “Please, Sir.”

He chuckles softly, and slides his fingers back out, causing me to groan. Then, without warning, his palm comes down in another stinging smack against my ass.

“Maybe later, pet. Right now, it’s time for dinner. I’ll play with you some more once I’ve fed you properly.”

Disappointment and frustration course through my veins, and even though I know I should hate being teased and tormented like this, I’m surprised to find I don’t. The ache between my thighs and my sore ass are both just evidence that for this weekend, my body belongs entirely to the forbidden older man I’ve had a crush on for my entire adult life so far. And god, I crave his control so much.

Gabe gently lifts me off his lap and stands before placing me back down on the ground, sliding an arm around my waist to keep me steady. I’m a trembling, quivering mess, and my body is buzzing with the need for release.

He cups my cheeks and leans down, pressing a tender kiss to my lips, and a soft sigh escapes me. His tongue seeks entrance to my mouth, and I welcome him, our tongues sliding against each other in a dance of desire and passion.

I don’t think I’ve ever felt like this before.

It’s as if everything is heightened with him. Every touch, every sensation.

The way he’s kissing me, holding me.

It’s so gentle and yet demanding at the same time.

When Gabe finally breaks the kiss, we’re both breathless.

“Let’s go eat, pet. I need to keep up your energy levels for this weekend.”

He winks at me, and leads me out of his bedroom, and despite everything I’m feeling right now, I can’t help but grin as he leads me downstairs.


Chapter Five


Gabe:

Tessa might be the one currently wearing the leather cuffs, but dinner with her had been a lesson in self-restraint for me. Unwilling to ignore my pretty new pet for long enough to actually cook us a meal, I’d ended up ordering sushi for the pair of us.

Having her sitting naked in my lap, facing me with her hands cuffed behind her back, while I hand-fed her, had been one of the most sensual experiences of my life so far. The way she’d licked and sucked my fingers clean after each bite, all while shamelessly holding my gaze, had got me rock hard in my pants. And it hadn’t helped that the needier she’d become, the more she’d wriggled in my lap, making sure I could feel the heat of her sweet little cunt rubbing against my erection through my pants.

By the end of dinner, I’d been about ready to throw her down on the table and fuck her until she couldn’t walk straight.

But it’s going to be her first time, and I want to make sure she’s beyond desperate for me when I finally sink my dick into her.

“Can we talk about the elephant in the room please, Sir?” she asks as I’m clearing the table.

I glance at her, knowing exactly what that elephant is, and nod my head.

“We’re not going to tell Chloe about this, are we?” she asks, her voice quiet. “I don’t want to hurt her by telling her I spent a weekend with her father, but also, the thought of keeping any secret from her breaks my heart.”

I stop what I’m doing and let out a sigh. If this really was just a one weekend thing, then no, we wouldn’t tell Chloe. But the truth is, now I’ve had a taste of just how submissive Tessa is, there’s no fucking way I’ll be able to let her go. Not when she’s been the woman in every single one of my fantasies ever since I met her.

No, she’s mine, now. There will be no way to keep this a secret. And even though I know my daughter will probably be unhappy with the news, I can’t walk away from Tessa.

I walk over to where she’s still sitting at the table, cupping her cheek and brushing my thumb over her lower lip.

“I don’t know what we are going to do about that yet, Tessa. I don’t want to hurt her with this either. But I will make up my mind by the end of the weekend. Because I will be very surprised if I can let you go once our little deal is over.”

Her face flushes and she stares up at me for a moment, shock written all over her face. Then she bursts into a fit of giggles.

“You can’t tease me like that, Sir. Why would a man as successful and powerful as you want someone like me? It’s cruel to play games with me like that.”

My jaw clenches at her words. How the hell can she not see how perfect she is for me? Oh well, I have two days to show her that she was fucking made to be mine, and then she won’t have any doubt about my desire to own her forever.

But she’ll learn that for herself soon enough. For now, I want to hear her whimpering and moaning for me again.

So I curl one lip up into the smirk that always makes her flustered, and push my thumb past her lips, enjoying the way she instinctively starts suckling on the digit.

“It just so happens that teasing you is one of my favorite things to do, pet. And I’ll tease you any way I want. But I promise you’ll always enjoy it.”

She whines needily around my thumb, and I notice the way she squeezes her thighs together. No doubt she is desperate for an orgasm by now, but I already know I won’t be letting her cum until my dick is inside her and her silken walls are clamping down around me, milking me with the force of her own climax. So she’s got a little while to wait yet.

“But for now, let’s go take a shower, pet. I’ve had a long day at work, and I want to get clean before I take you to bed.”

She looks up at me, her eyes wide and eager, and then nods her head. I slide my thumb from her lips and pick her up, throwing her over my shoulder. She lets out a shriek, followed by a giggle, and I head towards the bathroom, smacking her ass lightly as I go. That light touch will be all she needs to feel the sting from her earlier spanking.

“Ow,” she gasps, squirming against my shoulder.

I chuckle and reach up to rub her ass, soothing the heat I’ve created.

Once we reach the bathroom, I place her down on her feet, and then pull my shirt off over my head. Her eyes roam over my body, a look of pure lust on her face, and she licks her lips.

The way she’s devouring me with her eyes has got my dick straining painfully against my pants, and the urge to pin her against the wall and fuck her until we both come is strong. But no. Tonight, I want her writhing and begging for me.

So instead, I finish undressing, then walk over to the shower, turning it on and making sure the temperature is right, before turning back to Tessa and beckoning her over with a crook of my finger.

“Come here, pet,” I growl, and her entire body seems to tremble in response.

She steps towards me. “Are you going to take my cuffs off now, Sir?” she asks, a hopeful look glowing in her eyes.

I chuckle. “Not exactly.”

I do unbuckle one of the cuffs, though, bringing her hands around to her front before securing the leather strip back into place.

Tugging her into the shower with me, I guide her under the spray, the water cascading down her gorgeous naked body. With swift movements, I wrap one arm around her waist to lift her off her feet slightly, while raising her arms over her head with my other hand. I hook the small chain on the cuffs over the shower head, capturing her there with the sturdy metal pipes before placing her back down on her feet.

She’s so small that she has to stand on tiptoes, and the sight of her wet, naked body stretched out so helplessly before me is like a fucking dream come true.

“Oh,” she breathes. “I... I wasn’t expecting this.”

I chuckle, bringing a hand up to cup one full breast. The nipple is already so very hard, and I can’t resist giving it a little twist. Tessa lets out a gasp, which quickly morphs into a moan when I dip my head and capture her nipple in my mouth, suckling on the little bud.

“Oh, Sir,” she moans, her legs quivering as I continue lavishing her sensitive breasts with attention.

My dick is throbbing almost painfully, the need to have her growing stronger and stronger, but I have every intention of taking my time and exploring every inch of her.

Releasing her nipple, I move to the other one, and Tessa lets out a shuddering breath.

“Sir, please. You’re driving me crazy,” she pants.

I smile, releasing her nipple and straightening up.

“Good,” I say, pressing a kiss to her lips. “You look good when you’re driven mad with desire.”

Tessa groans, and her eyes drop down to the hard length of my cock.

“Sir, will you fuck me? Please?” she asks.

My jaw clenches, and it takes everything in me not to give in and just shove my dick into her. But not yet. Not when there is so much more I want to do with her first.

“No, pet. Not yet. There are so many other ways I can drive you wild before I claim your needy virgin cunt for the first time. Trust me.”

As if to prove my point, I sink down onto my knees in front of her and grab one of her ankles, draping her leg over my shoulder so that she’s open for me, completely vulnerable and exposed. Her pussy is dripping with her arousal, the pink, wet flesh on display for me, and my mouth waters.

“I’m going to taste your sweet little cunt, Tessa,” I say, my voice thick with lust.

“Oh, god,” she moans, the anticipation written all over her face.

Then I’m moving forward, and the scent of her is so intoxicating that a growl erupts from my throat. I reach under her, grabbing her ass cheeks in my hands and dragging her pussy to my mouth, and then my tongue is moving over her.

She gasps, her entire body jolting as if she’s been electrocuted, and a low groan comes from deep within me.

Tessa tastes even better than I imagined.

I lick her again and again, lapping up the delicious wetness that’s coating her slit, and Tessa’s moans and whimpers only drive me wilder.

“Fuck, you taste good,” I growl, and then I’m delving in deeper, spearing her tight little opening with my tongue and thrusting it into her.

“Sir,” she moans. “That feels so good.”

Her words are almost slurred, and she sounds so needy, so desperate, that the animal inside me takes over.

I continue to tongue-fuck her, licking, tasting, and sucking at her delicious cunt, and the entire time, she’s moaning, and begging, and panting for me.

Her legs are shaking, her knees quivering, and I know she must be so fucking close. But she won’t be coming on my tongue. No matter how much I would enjoy being soaked with her sweet nectar.

“Sir, please, please. I’m going to come,” she cries, her voice rising in pitch.

I slide my tongue out of her tight little hole, and her whimper of disappointment is so very satisfying.

“Please, Sir. Please let me come. I can’t take anymore.”

I look up, meeting her gaze, and her eyes are dark with need. She’s desperate for me. Desperate for an orgasm.

But no. Not yet.

I pull back, licking my lips and savoring the taste of her that lingers on my skin.

“No, pet. This weekend, you are my pretty plaything to use as I see fit. And it just so happens to please me to keep you so needy and desperate that you’ll do anything for me.”

Her eyes widen at that, and she swallows, her tongue darting out to moisten her lips.

“But that doesn’t mean I’m going to be denied, pet. Luckily for me, there are plenty of ways for you to pleasure me without me having to use your tasty little cunt.

She swallows again, a soft moan escaping her.

I smirk, pulling her leg off my shoulder and placing her foot back on the wet, tiled floor before rising to my feet once more. She sags a little, her legs shaky from being spread and held in position for so long, and I pull her arms down, freeing them from the shower head and guiding her down to her knees.

“Seeing as your hands are cuffed in front of you now, you shouldn’t have any issue stroking my cock with them, pet.”

“Yes, Sir,” she says, a hungry gleam in her eye as she wraps her fingers around my length.

I suck in a breath, her touch almost too good to be true, and watch as she begins sliding her small hands up and down, twisting her wrists and working me over.

“Just like that, pet,” I groan, the pleasure building rapidly. I’ve been so fucking worked up since she first walked into my office earlier that I’m worried I’m going to embarrass myself with how quickly I’m going to paint her pretty face with my cum. Even feeding her a big load hadn’t been enough to take the edge off my need, and I have a feeling I won’t be fully satisfied until I’ve emptied myself into her tight little cunt, claiming her completely.

“Fuck,” I groan, the need rising higher and higher as her hands slide up and down, up and down, and she stares up at me with a look of such pure submission on her face.

She was fucking made for me.

“I’m going to cum, pet,” I groan, my body tensing.

“Yes, Sir. Cum on my face. Please,” she pants, and her dirty words send me hurtling over the edge.

With a shout, the pleasure erupts through me, and Tessa continues stroking me as I start painting her cheeks, her forehead, and her chin with my thick seed.

My dick jerks and spasms in her hands, and when I finally manage to gather my wits, I see Tessa’s lips have wrapped around the head, and she’s drinking down the last few spurts of cum that manage to escape. The spray of water is already washing the evidence of my pleasure off her face, but I already know that the image of her covered with my seed will be seared into my memory forever.

“Fuck,” I gasp. “Such a good girl, Tessa.”

She gives my cock a few more sucks, and then pulls off with a pop, staring up at me as she licks the sensitive head clean.

“Thank you, Sir,” she purrs between licks

Fuck, she’s the perfect little submissive.

And I will make her mine.


Chapter Six


Tessa:

My entire body is burning up with the need to come, so that as Gabe gently pats between my thighs with a towel to dry me off, I’m shamelessly trying to rub myself against the soft cotton. I’m starting to think I’ll go crazy if I’m not allowed to come soon, but I have zero control over when that might happen.

And I have to admit that I find it thrilling to be so helpless in the hands of the sexy, dominant older man I’ve had a crush on for years.

“Shouldn’t it be me drying you off?” I ask, only half-joking in my attempt to distract myself from the intense ache at my core. “After all, aren’t I here to serve you this weekend? It’s not supposed to be the other way around. And I can do it now that my hands are bound in front of me.”

Honestly, I’m just looking for any excuse to be able to run my hands over his broad, chiseled body. His skin is still glistening with droplets of water from our shower, somehow highlighting every single muscle on his torso even more than usual. For a man in his late forties, he obviously takes care of himself, and my mouth is watering at the thought of running my tongue over every ridge and valley of his impressive physique.

But he smirks at me, obviously amused by something I’ve said.

“There’s something you need to know about this lifestyle, pet. Something that will help you when you start writing that book for your client on Monday. It will add a whole new layer to the story that any readers who have knowledge of bdsm will appreciate.”

My heart sinks at the reminder that this isn’t real. That it’s just a temporary arrangement so that I can learn about this kind of lifestyle from him before I have to start working on the romance book I’ve been commissioned to write. But then he moves behind me and begins drying off my back, leaning to press kisses against the side of my neck as he works, and suddenly, it’s hard to feel anything except the intense tingles that race across my skin.

“What’s that, Sir?” I ask, my voice coming out in a breathy gasp as his hands skim over the curve of my ass.

“This isn’t just about the kinky sex, Tessa. Sure, the orgasm control, the bondage, and the spankings are all fun little perks of the dynamic. Very fun indeed.”

As he speaks, he slides a hand under me from behind, skimming his fingers against my folds and making me gasp.

“But there is so much more to it than that,” he continues. “It’s a power exchange. You give me control of your body, and in return, I take care of you and make sure you are safe. And I enjoy taking care of you like this, pet. Feeding you, washing you, and soon, tucking you up in my bed so you can get a good night’s sleep, are all just as much a part of this dynamic as the kinky fucking. So let me spoil you with my attention, and I want you to enjoy it. Because, for me, this part is just as fulfilling as any orgasm I could ever have.”

His words create an ache in my chest. God, it’s so unfair that this can’t really be forever. The way he describes it, this kind of relationship is something I would love. And the idea of submitting to Gabe, letting him take care of me while I obey his every word, is more tempting than anything I could have ever imagined.

But I know I can’t have it, so I push the hurt down and decide to tease him instead.

“With all due respect, Sir, that sounds like something only a person spoiled with orgasms would say. I expect someone who isn’t allowed to come might think differently.”

Gabe laughs, a loud and hearty sound, and I can’t help but smile. It’s always a thrill to hear him laugh, because it’s such a rare thing. He’s usually so serious, except for when he’s teasing me and driving me wild, of course.

“Maybe you have a point, pet,” he concedes, wrapping an arm around my waist and drawing me back against him, his warm body a comforting weight at my back. “But don’t worry, you’ll get your chance to come. When I decide that you’re ready.”

His breath is warm against my ear, and I squirm in his hold. The aching need between my thighs is starting to feel unbearable.

“When will that be?” I ask, hoping it’s soon.

“I don’t know yet, Tessa. But the longer I deny you, the more intense the orgasm will be. Trust me.”

My breath hitches, and I swallow hard. I do trust him, and the idea of a massive climax after hours of teasing does sound appealing.

“Yes, Sir,” I manage to get out, and his hold on me tightens.

“Good girl.”

He holds me against him for a moment, and then spins me around, his gaze raking over my naked form. After a long moment, he picks up a clean towel and starts drying himself off, and I use it as an excuse to admire his body. He’s already half-hard again, and I lick my lips. I’ve reached a point where I would do practically anything just to feel him inside me, but I know it won’t happen until he wants it.

I just have to hope he’ll want it soon.

“Right, now we are all clean and ready for bed, pet.”

“Yes, Sir.”

I turn towards the bathroom door, but before I can take a single step, Gabe has scooped me up in his arms, cradling me against his solid chest.

“Sir,” I squeal, and he chuckles.

“I told you I was going to take care of you, didn’t I? This is all part of that. You should get used to it.”

I nod, my heart pounding and butterflies flapping around wildly in my belly. Except I can’t get too used to it, otherwise I will miss it desperately once the weekend is over.

He carries me effortlessly to his bedroom, placing me down gently on the mattress before leaning over me and unbuckling one of the leather cuffs. Hope flares inside me that I’m going to get a good night’s sleep without the restraints. But that hope quickly dies when he turns me on my side and threads the open cuff around one of the wooden poles on his headboard before quickly binding my wrist with it again.

I let out a needy little whine, eyeing the cuffs and wondering if taking them off once he’s asleep might earn me another spanking - and realizing I don’t entirely hate that idea.

Gabe walks back to the closet, grabbing his big black bag of treats again to pull out something I can’t see from my position on the bed. When he’s beside me again, he opens his hand to reveal two small metal padlocks resting in his palm.

“I have to make sure you can’t touch what’s mine, pet,” he says with a wicked grin on his face.

“Oh,” I whimper, as he begins attaching the little locks to the cuffs, making it impossible to take them off without the key.

By now, the heat between my thighs is almost too much to bear. But Gabe doesn’t seem the least bit concerned as he climbs into bed behind me and drapes an arm over my waist, pulling me back against his chest.

His cock is fully hard now, pressing against my ass cheeks, and I can’t stop myself from wiggling against him, hoping he’ll be tempted enough to finally fuck me.

Instead, he chuckles and moves his hand down to press his fingers against my slit, making me moan. Then two of his thick fingers are sliding inside me, filling me deliciously. I writhe needily, trying to work myself against his digits.

“Stop it, Tessa,” he groans in my ear, and the feeling of him grinding his cock just once against my ass is the only sign that maybe all my wriggling is affecting him too. “It’s time to get some sleep, pet. I’m taking you shopping tomorrow to buy some pretty clothes, and I want you well rested.”

“Yes, Sir,” I whimper softly, wishing that he would move the fingers that are lodged deep inside me.

But he doesn’t. Instead, his breathing soon evens out, letting me know he’s fallen asleep already, and his fingers remain inside me, acting as a silent reminder that my pussy really does belong to him.

I have a feeling it’s going to take me a long time to fall asleep.


Chapter Seven


Gabe:

Watching Tessa squirm as I pick out sexy little dresses for her to try on is more fun than I ever could have imagined it would be. Her face is flushed, and she can’t stand still, shifting from foot-to-foot as she takes in each scandalous garment I choose for her.

“I can’t wear that out in public!” she says, her eyes wide as she glances at the little red dress I pick up.

I can’t help but chuckle. “Oh, you won’t be, pet. This would just be for when I want to dress you up like my sexy little doll in the privacy of my own home. No other man will ever see you dressed in something like this.”

Even though I don’t mean to do it, my voice lowers into a growl at the thought of any other man seeing the softness of her thighs or the swell of her cleavage in the outfits I’m picking for her. Nobody else deserves the privilege of seeing her perfect body.

From now on, she is for my eyes only, even if she doesn’t realize that yet.

Tessa whimpers quietly, her face turning a slightly deeper shade of red.

With a grin tugging at the corners of my lips, I turn to face her, placing my fingers under her chin and forcing her to look up at me.

“And what caused that needy little sound, Tessa? Was it the idea of being my sexy little fuck doll to play with whenever I desire? Or is the vibrator lodged inside your wet, eager little pussy finally getting to you?”

This morning, before leaving for the mall, I inserted a little egg-shaped toy inside her, and using an app on my phone, I’ve been teasing her sweet cunt. At the moment, it’s on the lowest setting - nothing more than a gentle little buzz inside her - but with all the ways I’ve been tormenting her and edging her over the last twenty-four hours, I have no doubt the toy feels torturous for her.

“Can I take it out now please, Sir?” she asks, a pleading tone in her voice.

“Answer my question properly, and then I will consider your request, pet. So, which is it?”

She looks up at me with those wide, innocent eyes that have kept me constantly hard since I agreed to make her my submissive. If she thinks I’m going to let her off answering the question with her pleading gaze, she’s sorely mistaken. Making her squirm is my new favorite activity.

When I arch a brow, Tessa lets out a soft sigh.

“Both,” she eventually whispers. “Is that an acceptable answer?

I tilt my head, regarding her thoughtfully.

“Maybe. Is it the truth?”

Another little whimper escapes her pretty pink lips, and she gives a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

“Then yes, it is an acceptable answer. Because when you are submitting to me, I don’t want anything other than the truth.”

“Yes, Sir,” she murmurs, and then bites her lip. “So, can I take it out now?”

I smile down at her, enjoying the torment clearly written all over her face. My pretty pet is so desperate to come, and the knowledge that I’m the only one who can decide if it’s going to happen sends a rush of satisfaction through me.

“Let’s go try these dresses on,” I say, ignoring her question as I turn and start walking towards the changing rooms.

Tessa hurries after me, clutching the items I chose for her against her chest. The woman guarding the changing rooms steps forward, a stern expression on her face, and I have no doubt she’s about to tell me I can’t go back there. Before she can say anything, I reach into my pocket and grab a handful of bills, placing them in her hand.

“I’d like some privacy for a while. Please, can you ensure that happens?”

The woman glances down at the money in her hands, which is probably more than she earns in a month, and then swallows hard before pocketing the bills.

“Of course, Sir. Let me know if you need anything else.”

She smiles up at me, and I nod, quickly walking past her to the privacy of one of the cubicles. I pick the largest one and sit on the bench lining one wall. Tessa enters behind me and closes the door, sliding the lock into place.

“Strip,” I tell her as I unzip my pants.

I let out a groan as my rock hard dick springs free, and Tessa’s eyes widen in surprise. The way she stares at my cock now, like it’s her entire fucking reason for existence, makes me consider forgetting about my plans to wait to take her virginity. I could sink into the wet heat of her cunt right now and rut into her like the animal she turns me into, and I have no doubt she’d only beg for it harder. She’s in such a state after the teasing and denial that her moans of pleasure would soon be ringing out through the store, and I’d probably have to give the woman outside even more money to stop her from calling the cops on us.

And it would all be entirely worth it.

But I’m not going to do it here. Not now. Patience is a virtue, and I already know the death grip of her sweet virgin pussy around my cock is the closest I will ever get to heaven, and she’s worth the wait.

When I finally take her, it will be in a place where neither of us will have to hold back.

I lean back against the wall, wrapping a fist around my dick and stroking it slowly.

“I told you to strip, pet,” I say again, watching her closely and seeing the hunger written all over her face.

This time, she springs into action, removing the skirt and top she’d been wearing when she came to visit me in my office yesterday. With each item she removes, my arousal ratchets higher and higher, and I’m not surprised to see the skin of her mound glistening with moisture.

The sight of her slick cunt almost undoes me. But I’m not ready to shoot off just yet.

I reach into my pocket with my free hand, grabbing my phone and opening the app to increase the settings on the toy inside her. Her mouth opens when she registers the increased intensity, and I grin as a soft moan falls from her lips.

“Oh god,” she moans, stepping towards me and dropping to her knees. “Please let me come, Sir. Please don’t keep teasing me.”

She places her head on my thigh, staring at my dick with her big puppy dog eyes, and pride surges through me.

Tessa is already proving herself to be such a good submissive, and the more time I spend with her, the more determined I am to make her mine forever.

“I want to see you try on the little red dress I picked out for you, pet.”

She hesitates, and I prepare myself to deny more of her begging, but she rises to her feet like a good girl and reaches for the red dress. It’s a short, tight thing that will barely cover her ass, and the plunging neckline will reveal far too much of her creamy breasts.

She steps into it, shimmying it up her body, and when she’s done, I lean forward and run my free hand up her thigh while still stroking my cock with the other hand. My entire length is slick with precum, making it easier for my fist to pump up and down my shaft, and I know I won’t be able to last much longer.

Tessa is trembling and whimpering, squeezing her legs together as if that might be enough to get herself off while the toy vibrates incessantly inside her. And maybe it is enough after all the teasing I’ve put her through.

“Very nice,” I growl, my eyes roaming over her body. The dress hugs her body like a second skin, accentuating her curves in the most delicious way. Her breasts are almost spilling from the top, the soft flesh quivering as she trembles with pent-up need.

I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything so perfect in my life.

“Please can I come now?” she whines, her voice high-pitched and breathless.

I shake my head and lean down to pick up her pretty lace panties from the floor. “No, pet. Come here. Let’s put these back on for a while. I’ve got an idea.”

I flash her a wicked grin that has her groaning softly, but she does as she’s told, moving to stand in front of me while I hold out the panties. She steps into them, holding onto my shoulders to keep her balance, and I pull them up her soft thighs, lifting the dress up around her waist so I can settle the lace against her bare mound.

I’m close enough that I can hear the vibrator buzzing inside her, and I know it must be torture for her. But when I finally do let her come, I know it will be so mind-blowing, she’ll never look at another man again.

I rise from the bench and push her back against one of the cubicle walls, my hand moving back to my dick, stroking it vigorously.

“Who does your pretty little cunt belong to, Tessa?” I growl.

My larger body crowds hers, and even though I suspect she would prefer to watch me jerking off, she’s forced to look up into my eyes.

“It’s yours, Sir,” she answers without hesitation, and her certainty makes my balls draw up close to my body as they get ready to blow another load.

“Yes, it is, pet. And I’m going to mark it as mine.”

Her brow furrows with confusion, but she’ll understand what I mean soon enough.

The tiny red dress is still hitched up around her waist, and I slide a finger into the waistband of her panties, pulling it towards me to expose her pretty little cunt.

It only takes a few more pumps of my hand before my cock erupts, spewing ropes of thick cum across her mound, the sticky white substance pooling in her panties.

I keep stroking until I’ve drained every last drop, keeping my sounds of pleasure to low grunts that shouldn’t draw too much attention from the woman outside the cubicles. When I’m done, I let the panties snap back into place, letting the cum-soaked lace rub against her tender pussy, and she whimpers.

“You are such a good pet,” I murmur, leaning down to kiss her gently. Her whimpers spill against my lips, reminding me of the toy still vibrating at the highest setting inside her.

I break the kiss, opening the app once more to turn the toy off completely.

“For being such a good girl, I will stop the vibrations. But I want it to stay inside you as a reminder that your pussy is mine. Just in case my cum against your skin there isn’t enough of a reminder.”

Tessa closes her eyes and drops her head back against the wall. The sounds she’s making are desperate little keening noises that I know I’ll never get tired of hearing.

I grin down at her, enjoying my pet and her frustration immensely.

“I’m definitely going to buy this dress, pet. I love it on you. But next, I want you to try on the green dress I picked out. It’s a lot more modest, and I think it will bring out the green in your eyes. If it fits, you can wear it out to dinner tonight.”

Her eyes snap open, and she stares up at me, looking so adorable with her cheeks flushed and her hair a mess.

“But... Sir, aren’t we going back home?”

I chuckle and shake my head.

“No, pet. It’s time I showed you off a little. We’ll have dinner in my favorite restaurant, and then I’ll take you home.”

With a quick kiss on the forehead, I zip up my pants and step back.

“Go ahead and try on the dress.”

She nods, looking dazed and confused, but does as she’s told. The green dress is just as form-fitting, and the deep v-neckline reveals a tantalizing amount of cleavage. But it’s not scandalous enough that I’d feel like I had to kill any man who dared to look at her.

And I was right. It makes the green in her hazel eyes sparkle.

“It’s perfect. Keep that one on and gather up everything else. Let’s go pay.”

I exit the cubicle with a wide grin on my face. My sweet, innocent Tessa is becoming such a good little submissive.

And I can’t wait to take her out on a proper date tonight.


Chapter Eight


Tessa:

I stare up at the imposing brick building in front of us. It’s old and elegant, like a Victorian mansion, and the writing on the sign is so ornate that I have to read it a couple of times to understand what it says.

Le Château de Lune.

Gabe guides me up the stone steps, his hand resting lightly on my lower back. Even though I’m wearing panties, the feeling of his cum drying inside them makes me feel a little self-conscious, like everyone who looks at me can tell exactly what happened in the changing rooms a couple of hours ago. At least I don’t feel underdressed in the pretty green dress Gabe bought for me. It’s the most beautiful item of clothing I’ve ever owned, and I feel like a princess in it.

Even though the idea of having dinner out is a little nerve-wracking, especially at a place I would never be able to afford, I’m excited about going on an actual date with him. It’s enough that I can almost imagine this thing between us is real, and not just a weekend agreement.

We step inside, and a man is waiting to take Gabe’s jacket. He shrugs it off and passes it over, and then his hand returns to my lower back, the warmth seeping through the fabric of the dress.

The lobby is dimly lit, and a small fountain is the centerpiece, water spouting up in the middle. Everything about the building screams class and money, and a part of me is tempted to turn around and run. I’ve never been somewhere so fancy.

“Mr. Blackwood,” a male voice calls, and I turn to find a man dressed in a dark suit striding towards us.

“Ah, Monsieur Dubois,” Gabe says, stepping forward and shaking the man’s hand. “So good to see you.”

“Good to see you, too, my friend. Your usual table?”

“If you have it available.”

The man turns, beckoning us to follow him, and we make our way down a corridor. The whole place is done up like a real French Château, with intricate wallpapers and gilded frames lining the walls, holding artwork that probably costs more than I’ll earn in a lifetime.

“Your usual table is always available, my friend,” the man says, leading us into a large dining room.

The tables are spread out, offering privacy to each of the guests, and he guides us through the maze of tables until we reach a large, secluded booth tucked away in one corner.

“Perfect,” Gabe murmurs, sliding into the booth.

When he’s settled, he pulls me down beside him. His arm slips around my waist, and his hand slides up my thigh under the table, pushing my skirt up a little as his fingers tease the lace edge of my panties.

The touch sends a shiver through me, and his thumb grazes the lace-covered seam of my pussy. A jolt of need races through me, and the urge to part my thighs so his fingers can find their way into the panties and play with my bare skin is overwhelming.

But surely we would get thrown out for doing something so shameless in such a nice place, so I make a promise to myself to be on my best behavior. After all, I wouldn’t want Gabe to be unable to return to his favorite restaurant in the future.

“Here are the menus,” Mr. Dubois says, passing two leather-bound books across the table.

“Thank you, Jean,” Gabe says, accepting the menus with a smile.

“My pleasure. Your server will be over shortly.”

The man smiles at both of us before turning and walking away, leaving me alone with Gabe and his hand up my skirt.

“So, what do you think of the restaurant, pet?” he murmurs, his breath warm against the shell of my ear.

“It’s very... impressive,” I admit.

“Hmmm, well, it will have to do. I’d much rather have you naked and restrained to the bed while I have dinner off your sweet little body, but maybe that will have to wait for tomorrow night.”

I can’t stop the soft whimper that spills from my lips, and his answering chuckle rumbles deep in his chest.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you, Tessa? You’re already learning how good it feels to submit.”

I nod, knowing there’s no point in denying it. Gabe is the first man to ever make me feel the way he does, and I don’t know why, but something inside me just wants to give in to his commands.

“Good girl. Now, have a look at the menu. Everything on there is exquisite, and you can order whatever you want.”

He kisses the side of my head, and I open the menu, the pages smooth under my fingers. When I see the prices, my eyes widen, and I swallow hard.

“What’s wrong, pet?” Gabe asks, sounding concerned.

“Sir, this food is really expensive. It’s a lot of money.”

He lets out a laugh, and his hand shifts higher, slipping into the waistband of my panties and finding my pussy.

“Don’t worry about the money, Tessa. My bank balance can take it. Now pick something.”

I whimper and nod, but when I look at the menu again, it’s hard to concentrate as his fingers start making a slow circle over my sensitive little bud.

“Sir,” I hiss, squirming in my seat.

“Is something the matter, Tessa?” he asks, his voice deceptively innocent.

“Your fingers... please...”

“Please what, pet?”

I’m not sure how to answer that. I should probably ask him to remove his fingers so I can focus on the menu. But what I want more than anything is for him to finish what he started yesterday when I was bent over his desk and he first teased me with his fingers.

I want him to make me come.

And not only does the restaurant not seem like the place for it, but if I orgasm right now, after so much teasing, I’m not sure I’ll be able to be quiet.

So I decide to change the subject entirely.

“Please, can you decide on a meal for me, Sir? I don’t speak French, and I don’t know what most of these things are.”

One corner of his lip tugs upwards into a sexy little smirk, and he pulls his hand away. I bite down hard on my lower lip, determined not to make a sound that would let him know how much I miss his touch already.

“Of course, pet. While I’m doing that, why don’t you go to the bathroom and take out the vibrator and remove your panties? I want to be able to play with your pussy properly under the table.”

The grin he offers me is wicked, and the heat that floods through me is enough to make me want to jump him right here. But instead, I nod and climb to my feet, hurrying towards the bathroom.

It’s just as impressive and elegant as the rest of the restaurant, with marble countertops and gold plated sinks, and there’s even a chaise lounge for women to rest on.

I quickly duck into a stall and pull the vibrator out. It’s been a constant distraction all day, and the relief I feel when it’s out of me is immense. But I’m a little sad about losing it, too. Hopefully I won’t miss it for too long once I’m sitting with Gabe once more and he’s touching me in the ways I’m quickly growing addicted to.

I put the toy and my panties carefully in my bag, and then leave the stall, walking up to one of the sinks and staring at my reflection. My cheeks are flushed and my eyes are sparkling, and I look excited.

Maybe a little nervous.

But there’s no denying the truth.

I’m enjoying every moment of being Gabe’s submissive.

After a moment of just staring at my own face, wondering how a girl like me ended up going on a date with a guy like Gabe, I wash my hands and exit the bathroom, making my way back to the table.

“Ah, the lady is back,” Gabe murmurs, and his eyes are fixed firmly on me, tracking my every movement.

I slide into the booth, settling back beside him. His hand immediately returns to my knee, sliding up my leg, his touch scorching against my skin.

“I ordered for us, but it might take a while for the food to arrive. But that’s fine, because I’ve got a pretty little toy to keep me entertained in the meantime.”

As he speaks, his hand slips between my thighs, and the urge to part my legs for him and welcome his touch is too strong to ignore. He hums his approval, his finger brushing through the moisture already gathering on my pussy lips.

“Very nice, pet,” he says, and he slides two fingers inside me.

A soft gasp falls from my lips, and I close my eyes. I have no idea what he ordered, and I couldn’t care less. All I can focus on is the fact that his fingers are buried deep inside me and the pleasure they bring.

“Please can I come, Sir?”

“Oh no, pet. This is a respectable restaurant, and it would be wrong of me to make you come here.”

He flashes me another one of his wicked grins, and my stomach flips. I want to point out that fingering my pussy isn’t something that should be done in such a respectable place, either, but I don’t. Because I don’t want him to stop. I need him to keep touching me, even if he isn’t going to make me come.

Gabe continues to fuck me slowly with his fingers. His eyes remain on me the whole time, his gaze intense and heated. And all I can do is squirm and whimper, wanting more, needing him to push me over the edge.

“I’m going to make you feel so good, Tessa,” he murmurs, his tone soothing.

But when he adds a third finger, and the pressure intensifies, it’s not enough to calm the desire inside me.

“Please. Please, Sir,” I beg.

“Please what, pet?”

He continues his leisurely pace, his fingers dragging in and out of my cunt slowly, and the pleasure builds and builds. But I need more.

“More,” I breathe, my voice barely above a whisper. “I need more. Please.”

“You’ll have to wait for more, pet. I promise, though, it will be worth it. When you next come, it will be with my cock inside you and my fingers on your clit. You’ll come so hard you’ll be ruined for any other man. You won’t even be able to imagine letting anyone else touch you.”

My cunt squeezes around his fingers, and he chuckles.

“You like that idea, don’t you, pet?”

I nod, unable to form words. Because I do.

Even if that is going to mean it will be so much more difficult to forget about him once this weekend is over.

But who the hell am I trying to fool? There is nobody else for me, and there never will be. Gabe owns me. He has done since the moment I first met him. This weekend is just a chance for me to show him exactly how much I’m willing to give him, and hope that maybe he will decide to keep me after all.

Even if that does seem like an impossible dream, with him being my best friend’s father.

But when he looks at me the way he is now, I feel like anything is possible.

“That’s my good little pet,” he whispers, leaning closer.

His breath tickles my skin, and his lips brush against my ear. He doesn’t say anything else. He just fucks me slowly with his fingers and lets his presence overwhelm me.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.

“Here we are, sir, madam,” a voice calls, breaking the spell, and Gabe removes his hand, wiping his wet fingers on a napkin as the server brings our plates over.

The smell of the food fills the air, and my stomach growls. Even if I couldn’t read the menu, it seems I didn’t need to. I can recognize steak when I see it.

“Thank you,” Gabe says, passing the napkin back, and the waiter nods, giving him a friendly smile before turning and walking away.

“Let’s eat, pet. I need to make sure you have plenty of energy for the rest of the weekend.”

My face flames at his words, and I know without a shadow of a doubt that the rest of the weekend is going to be incredible.

And when he finally makes me come, it will be better than any orgasm I’ve had before.

I’m sure of it.

Because Gabe demands it, and he’s the kind of man who always gets what he wants.


Chapter Nine


Gabe:

Sunday mornings are usually the one time I allow myself to sleep in late and allow my body the rest I neglect to give it during the rest of the week. This Sunday is different, though. The sun has barely started peeking over the horizon, but I’m already wide awake, watching Tessa’s sleeping form with an ache in my chest.

She’s laid on her side, the prettiest little spoon I’ve ever seen, while her hands rest on the pillow just a few inches in front of her face. Of course, the thick leather cuffs are around her wrists again, binding her to my bed so I know she’ll be safe while I sleep.

It’s how I plan to make her sleep for the rest of her life, so it’s a good thing she seems to like it.

After we got home last night, I’d stripped her, used the cuffs to secure her to the headboard, and then spent at least an hour between her thighs, feasting on her juicy little cunt. Because we might have just been to the finest restaurant in town, but nothing they offered for dessert could have compared to the sweet taste of my pet’s delicious pussy.

I still haven’t let her come, though. Not yet. But I have big plans for today. Plans that involve keeping her tied to my bed, popping her cherry, and flooding her womb with so much of my seed that there’s no doubt in my mind she’ll be knocked up by the end of it.

And I’m so fucking excited about these plans that I’m not sure I can wait for my pet to wake up on her own.

So I lean in close, pressing soft kisses along her spine, and she stirs. Her body arches into my touch, and a soft moan slips from her lips.

“Sir,” she murmurs, and it’s the sweetest thing I’ve ever heard.

“I’m here, pet,” I whisper against her skin.

“Need you,” she mumbles, her words barely coherent, but the meaning is clear.

I chuckle, my lips drifting higher, pressing kisses to the back of her neck, her shoulders, and along her jaw.

“You have me, pet,” I assure her. “And today, I’m going to give you exactly what you need.”

“Yes, please,” she breathes.

Her head shifts, seeking out my lips. I meet her halfway, and her kiss is full of fire. It’s desperate, hungry, and her need is evident in the way she devours my mouth.

My cock is already hard, but it throbs at her obvious desire, and I can’t resist grinding it against the luscious curves of her ass. She whimpers against my mouth, her hips arching back, pushing her ass harder against me.

“Such a needy little pet,” I murmur.

“Always, Sir,” she breathes, her hazel eyes finding mine. “I always need you.”

“I know, baby,” I soothe. “And today, you’re going to get all of me. Every single inch.”

I reach down between her thighs, and her legs part eagerly, inviting me to touch her. My fingers slide between her soft folds, and I find her drenched.

“Your sweet little pussy is always ready for me,” I murmur.

“Yours, Sir. Always yours.”

“It is, pet. This beautiful, tight little cunt belongs to me. It’s only ever going to be filled by me.”

She whimpers as my thumb rubs circles on her clit, and her body shudders as she pulls against the restraints, desperate for more.

“What do you want, pet?”

“Need more, Sir. Please.”

“More, what? My fingers? My tongue? Or something else entirely?”

“I need your cock, Sir. I want you inside me. Please.”

Her plea is sweet music to my ears, and I reward her with a gentle pinch to her clit. Her eyes close and her hips buck, pushing her ass harder against my painfully erect dick.

Fuck. I can’t wait anymore. The last two days have been a test of my own patience as well as hers, and I’ve finally run out.

It’s time for me to claim her as mine.

I roll her onto her back before moving to settle on my knees between her parted legs. With rough hands, I push her thighs further apart, my eyes falling on the pink, glistening lips of her pussy.

“So beautiful,” I murmur. “Your pretty little cunt is a thing of beauty, Tessa. A work of art. A temple. And it’s going to look even more amazing when it’s stuffed full of my cock.”

She moans, and her pussy clenches, making a fresh wave of cream spill from her slit. My mouth waters at the sight, and I lean down, lapping at her pussy.

“I can’t wait to feel your virgin walls stretching around my dick and squeezing it like a wet little fist,” I murmur, and her cunt clenches again, her body shaking with need.

I can’t deny her any longer.

Not when we’re both this desperate for it.

“Are you ready for me, pet?”

“Yes, Sir. Please. I need you inside me. Please, fill me. Make me yours.”

I sit up, staring down at her. My eyes drink in her gorgeous naked form, bound to my bed, and my cock twitches.

I can’t believe how lucky I am to have her. How did I end up with this sweet, beautiful girl?

I take a moment to savor the view before I wrap my fist around my dick and line myself up with her entrance. My eyes remain locked on hers as I lean forward, pressing the head of my cock against her slit.

“Sir, please,” she whispers.

“I’m not going to deny you, pet. Not any longer.”

With that, I drive my hips forward, burying every inch of my cock deep inside her. She cries out as I tear through her hymen, her cunt gripping me like a vice. I lean down and kiss her softly, waiting for her to adjust to having something so big inside her.

“So big,” she mumbles, her words half-formed.

“Your pretty little pussy was made to take my dick,” I assure her.

“Made for you,” she agrees.

“Yes, pet. Your cunt is mine. All mine. And soon, it’s going to be dripping with my cum.”

She whimpers and her eyes widen slightly. “But, Sir, I’m not on birth control.”

I chuckle softly. It’s cute that she thinks that will make me stop. “Good,” I say, my voice gruff. “Because I want my baby growing inside you as soon as possible. Your body is mine, and I want to prove it to you, and to the rest of the fucking world, pet.”

Her chest heaves as she draws in one ragged breath after another. The look of shock on her face is adorable.

“But...”

“If it’s not what you want, Tessa, you know what your safe word is. Use it, and I’ll stop. But until I hear the word ‘red’ leave your pretty lips, I have no plans to stop, and I will fill you with so much of my cum that there is no chance you won’t end up pregnant.”

She whimpers softly as she looks up into my eyes. My cock is still buried in the welcoming heat between her thighs, even though I’m not moving. I know that once I do, it will be impossible to hold back, and I need to know she’s okay with my desire to knock her up before I do anything else.

Tessa captures her lower lip between her teeth, worrying it as she continues to stare at me.

“Tell me what you want, pet,” I order, needing to hear her say the words.

“I want you to use me, Sir,” she whispers. “Use my body for your pleasure. Come inside me. Breed me. Mark me. Make me yours.”

Fuck.

It’s everything I wanted to hear, but I didn’t expect her to sound quite so desperate for it.

“I’m not going to deny you anymore, pet. I’m going to give you everything you need and more.”

And with that, I start to move inside her.


Chapter Ten


Tessa:

As I stare up at Gabe, his hips thrust forward, driving his cock into my pussy. And all the while, his gaze is locked on mine, his dark eyes full of something that almost looks like awe.

It’s enough to make me forget about the slight pain between my legs.

It’s a sweet ache. The kind I’m already addicted to. Because I can’t deny that having him inside me is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before.

This isn’t some quick fuck with a random guy I met in a club.

No. This is Gabe.

The man who’s been taking up my every thought since the moment I first met him.

And now, finally, he’s mine.

Well, sort of.

This is just a weekend. But hopefully, it’s the beginning of something more. Because I can’t imagine a world where I’m not his.

His dick stretches me open, rubbing against every nerve ending as he slowly drags his length in and out of my needy cunt.

“Please,” I whisper, needing more.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard, Tessa,” he growls. “You’re never going to be able to forget how it feels to have my cock inside you. Every time you move, every time you walk, you’ll remember this moment. Remember how good it felt to have me taking you for the first time. Making you mine.”

His voice is deep, rough. Like he’s barely holding himself together.

“Yes, Sir. Please. Fuck me.”

“Your cunt was made for me, pet. Made for me to fuck. To own. To fill. It’s mine.”

“Yes,” I breathe. “Yours.”

My hips arch towards him, needing him deeper. Harder.

Gabe groans and his pace increases. He buries himself deep inside me before drawing back, only to repeat the motion again and again. The friction makes pleasure flood through me, and his every stroke brushes over the sensitive bundle of nerves hidden in the heart of my pussy.

“Fuck, pet. Your little cunt is so wet. So tight.”

“All for you, Sir,” I promise him.

“Such a good girl,” he whispers, his voice thick with need.

“Please. More.”

He doesn’t disappoint. His hands wrap around my wrists, holding them down against the pillow above my head even though the restraints mean I couldn’t go anywhere, even if I wanted to. Then he starts fucking me hard, his cock pounding into my wet cunt.

“Sir!”

My back arches, my tits thrusting upwards, and Gabe leans down, capturing one hard nipple between his lips.

“Gonna fuck my cum deep inside you, pet,” he growls against my breast. “Gonna breed you. Mark you. And you’re going to come all over my dick while I do it.”

“Oh god,” I moan, unable to control myself.

This man is turning me into a quivering mess, and I can’t get enough of it.

“Come on, pet. I need to feel you coming all over my cock.”

He sucks hard on my nipple, and it sends a shockwave of pleasure straight to my pussy. I whimper, feeling like I’m hanging by a thread. And when his free hand moves down to my clit, it’s more than enough to push me over the edge.

“Gabe!” I scream as my climax rushes through me.

My pussy clamps down around his cock, and Gabe lets out a feral growl. His hips snap forward, and he buries himself deep, his cock jerking and throbbing inside me as his seed floods my womb.

“Fucking hell, pet,” he grunts. “That’s it. Take it. Take all of it.”

My cunt pulses around his dick, milking him dry, and his hot cum fills me to the brim. I can feel the sticky warmth spreading through me, and Gabe releases my wrists, his weight falling on top of me.

My legs wrap around him, holding him close as his head drops into the crook of my neck.

“Fucking hell,” he repeats.

His hips are still pressed against mine, his cock still deep inside me, and the two of us lie there in a tangle of limbs, our chests heaving as we try to catch our breath.

“So perfect, pet,” Gabe murmurs, his voice barely more than a whisper.

“I don’t want this to end,” I confess with a trembling voice, not thinking about what I’m saying until the words are out there. “I know it’s complicated. You’re Chloe’s father, and she’s my best friend. But this has been the best weekend of my life, and I don’t ever want it to end.”

I stare up at Gabe, tears filling my eyes as I wait for him to say something. He looks surprised, which isn’t the best reaction, but at least my confession wasn’t met with disgust.

He reaches up and gently cups my cheek, the pad of his thumb brushing away a tear I hadn’t realized had spilled over.

“Tessa, do you really think I would have taken your virginity if I wasn’t planning on keeping you for myself? Or talked about wanting you to have my baby? I meant it when I told you that you are mine. I’ve wanted you since the first moment I laid eyes on you, pet.”

“What?”

“You heard me. I’ve never seen a girl so beautiful. And you were so sweet. So willing to please. You have no idea what you did to me. How much you turned me on.”

I stare at him, my mind reeling, as I try to process his words.

“Really?”

“Really, pet.”

He smiles down at me, and his expression is filled with something that almost looks like pride.

“But Chloe... You’re her dad. This will hurt her.”

“You let me worry about my daughter,” he says. “It will be a shock for her, no doubt, but I will take care of it.”

“I don’t want her to hate me.”

“She won’t hate you, pet,” he promises. “She will be surprised that her dad and her best friend are together, but she will get over it. I’ll make sure of it. And besides, it’s not like we can help who we fall in love with, is it?”

My heart stutters in my chest. “Love?” I ask, barely daring to breathe.

“Yes, pet. I love you, and you are mine. It’s as simple as that.”

While I’m still trying to process what he’s saying, Gabe leans down and brushes his lips against mine in a kiss so tender that I can no longer hold back the tears. He loves me. I never dreamed this could happen, and it all feels too overwhelming right now.

He pulls back and quickly works the cuffs open, sitting and pulling me into his lap as soon as my limbs are free.

“What’s wrong, pet?” he asks, stroking my hair as he holds me against his broad, sturdy chest.

I sniffle and wipe at the tears on my cheeks. “Nothing, Sir. This just... it feels like a lot. I didn’t ever expect this to happen. But I love you, too.”

A wide grin spreads across his face, and he looks at me with nothing but adoration.

“Then we will figure the rest out,” he promises. “For now, you’re mine, and that’s all that matters.”

He kisses me again, and it feels different from the ones before. More powerful, more possessive, and somehow even more loving.

And as he rolls me onto my back and slowly begins to fuck me again, I realize that I’m home.

I belong in his arms.

With him buried deep inside me, and his lips pressed against mine.


Epilogue


Tessa:

Six months later:

“I still can’t believe you’re marrying my dad,” Chloe says with a laugh as she stands behind me outside the church, readjusting my veil. “Just think, we were friends for years, and I never knew you had a thing for old men.”

I turn and look at her over my shoulder, seeing her playful grin. She’d been shocked by the news at first, and had avoided contacting me and Gabe for a few weeks, but after a bit of time, she’d grown used to the idea. Enough that she jumped at the chance to be my maid of honor when we announced to her that we would be getting married.

“Not all old men,” I reply, grinning back at her. “Just one very specific older man.”

“I don’t need to know the details, Tess,” she says with a laugh, wrinkling her nose. “It’s bad enough that I know you’re carrying my little baby brother or sister in there. But I’m choosing to think of it as an immaculate conception.”

She places her hand gently on my stomach, which is just beginning to show a slight bump.

“Of course it was,” I say, patting her hand while smirking at her. “You carry on thinking it’s an immaculate conception. That’s fine.”

Chloe laughs and pulls me into a hug. “Come on, Tessa. Let’s go do this. I don’t want you keeping my dad waiting.”

We pull apart and head over to the doors that lead into the church, where my own father is waiting for me.

“Are you ready for this?” he asks.

“Absolutely,” I reply, without a single hint of hesitation.

And I mean it.

There’s not a single doubt in my mind that I’m doing the right thing.

My dad smiles, and holds out his arm for me, leading me towards the entrance of the church. We step through, and everyone rises from their seats, turning to watch me walk down the aisle towards Gabe.

Chloe follows close behind us, but my eyes stay locked on Gabe the entire time.

The man I love.

The father of my unborn child.

The man who owns me mind, body and soul.

His face lights up as soon as he sees me, and it’s impossible not to smile in return. My feet seem to float above the ground, and I’m not sure how long the walk down the aisle takes. All I know is that by the time I reach him, I’m beaming, and his eyes are glistening with happy tears.

“I love you,” he murmurs.

“I love you too,” I reply, feeling like the luckiest woman alive.

As the ceremony begins, all I can think about is the life Gabe and I are building together.

And when we are pronounced husband and wife, and he kisses me, it’s everything.

“Mine,” he growls against my lips.

“Yours,” I agree.

Forever.
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