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About She's the Boss, Now: Workplace Dominance:

I'd always thought bondage was hot. I loved being tied up, and I liked doing the tying. Everything about the power exchange, the submission, the domination ... all of it was intriguing and sexy to me. Seeing it so blatantly displayed in the otherwise sexless and sterile environment of the office was such a shock to my system that I barely knew how to handle it.

Veronica, the curious secretary. Daniel Drake, the mysterious boss with a kinky secret. Miss Vivian, the equally mysterious beauty who flits in and out of Mr. Drake's office regularly. These three are about to have the most memorable Friday evening of their lives — and for Veronica, it's going to be a power exchange she'd never imagined possible.

When she walks in on her boss in a particularly compromised position, Veronica's faced with one of two choices: Leave, and pretend this never happened … or take advantage of it, and act on the powerful, sexy urges she's kept under wraps until now.

Naturally, she goes for the latter. She's the boss, now, and Mr. Drake's about to learn a valuable lesson in workplace dominance.

This erotica short features bondage, BDSM, female domination, male submission, sexy workplace escapades, and plenty more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

I finally made it all the way across the room, heels thumping lightly on the carpet as I approached him. He shook with anticipation, sweaty, his cock swollen with desire.

He wanted to be touched. He was about to be. He just had no idea it would be me doing the honors.

I walked behind the chair he was in, grabbing his shoulders. He flinched at the contact, breathing heavily through his nose and “mmph”ing into the gag. I dug my fingernails into the space above his clavicle, and he moaned and struggled.

Miss Vivian, whoever she was, was very good at what she did. Mr. Drake truly wasn't going anywhere. I had him all to myself, and he was as helpless as could be.

I spun him around. The chair creaked in response. He mumbled something into the gag as he swung around and finally came to rest facing me, his cock standing proudly at attention.

I had no exit strategy for this. I didn't know what I was going to do after this. But I knew for a fact I wanted more than anything in the world to suck that cock as well as I possibly could. The wet heat between my thighs practically commanded it. My breathing was heavier and heavier, my heartbeat a machine gun in my chest. I needed this, and he seemed more than happy to provide, even if he wasn't aware he was providing it to his secretary.


~1~

I guess, if I'm being honest, I'd have to say it all started because I was poking my young nose where it didn't belong.

My boss, Daniel Drake — Mr. Drake, as far as I was concerned — is very particular about his office. It's a private space, and he doesn't like for anybody to be in it when he isn't around. He even leaves the trash and recycling bins outside of his office with the door locked every night, so the janitorial staff won't walk in and disturb whatever it is he has going on in there.

He's just a very private man. Being his secretary is kind of a weird experience, since he handles so much of his business himself. Maybe a few times a day he'll need me to do something for him or field a phone call, but for the most part, he leaves me alone to my own devices.

Which means I have a lot of time on my hands. Time to wonder. And connect dots. And ask questions.

For example, I've been noticing some odd behavior every Friday for a while now. He's had a visitor each Friday afternoon. She's a relatively tall lady who wears high heels, so she seems towering. She's always wearing business attire, but never quite in the way that tells you she's actually attending to any business. Blouse unbuttoned more than halfway down her cleavage, that sort of thing. She's got raven black hair and dark eyes and these huge, cherry-red lips that stick out on her pale complexion like a splotch of red paint on a white tile floor.

She'll get off the elevator, nod at me, and immediately be let into Mr. Drake's office by Mr. Drake himself. He'll nod at me as well, wish me a good weekend, and shut the door behind him.

The weirdest thing is, I've never actually seen this lady leave. I tend to be out of here pretty quickly right after five on Fridays, but she has not once left before me — which means she's there for at least a few hours. 

I've put my ear up to the door once or twice, my heart in my throat, but haven't been able to discern anything. Either he's had the door soundproofed or they just aren't talking.

Either way, it's odd. Right?

So, one day, I decided to wait her out. I had nothing to do that Friday night — which I know doesn't say a whole lot about my social life, but let's not go there — and needed to at least get some better idea of what was going on in that office when the door was shut and the building was empty.

As it turned out, I didn't have to wait too long. I'd only been pretending to find things to work on for about twenty minutes when Mr. Drake's office door unlocked and opened to reveal, curiously, just the lady. She didn't even notice me when she stepped out, which told me she was so accustomed to leaving after I was gone that she didn't bother looking anymore.

When she did notice me, she practically jumped out of her skin.

“Veronica!” she said, putting a hand up to her chest, her eyes wide. “I'm sorry, I didn't expect you to be there.”

Naturally, my thoughts were running toward Mr. Drake and this lady having some sort of weekly office tryst, so I was a little surprised and disappointed to see her lipstick wasn't smudged, her hair wasn't mussed and her clothing seemed to be just as neat as it had been when she walked in.

“Sorry to surprise you,” I said calmly. “Working late today, trying to catch up on some stuff because I'm going to be out a few days next week.”

I was banking on her not knowing that was a lie. She bought it.

“Oh, right, right,” she said, trying to hide how distracted she was but failing miserably. If this lady was fucking Mr. Drake, she needed way more practice at being cool under pressure.

“Is Mr. Drake okay?” I asked, gesturing toward the office door. “I haven't seen him in a few hours.”

I got up and took one step toward the door, just to test her — and she got in my way quickly.

“He's fine, he's just working on some things right now and doesn't want to be disturbed,” she said. “We had a very, very productive meeting.”

“Oh, I understand.”

We stood there, quiet, for a little bit. With the heels on, she had a good deal of height on me. I could tell she was trying to think of a reason to go back into the office — more interesting behavior, if you ask me — but, with me standing there challenging her without challenging her, she didn't seem like she could think of anything.

“Well,” she finally said, “I'm going to get going, then. Remember, Daniel said he doesn't want to be disturbed, so I wouldn't go in there if I were you. You know how he can be about his privacy.”

I nodded, doing my best to hold in the smirk I wanted to plaster across my face.

“Yes, I know how Daniel can be about that,” I said. Her eyes darted toward the door, then back toward me, then over toward the exit.

“Right, well,” she said. “Have a good weekend, Veronica.”

“You too, miss ... ?”

“Vivian,” she said with a smile. “Miss Vivian.”

And with that, she was gone. Miss Vivian? That name struck me for two reasons: One, it seemed odd. Vivian wasn't really a last name, was it? Two, the term 'Miss Vivian' rang a few bells in my head, but they were too obscure for me to really put anything together.

Still, I'd stayed after hours on a Friday all of once and stumbled across all sorts of suspicious paydirt. Which meant there had to be something going on. Right?

I looked at the clock. Five-thirty. I looked at Mr. Drake's door, then back at my desk chair, then back at his door.

I could be wrong, but I think she left it unlocked, I thought to myself. I don't remember her turning the lock on the other side before closing it, and she definitely never put the key in.

I looked at the floor by his door, where he normally placed the trashcan and recycling bin. I was looking for any excuse to open that door, and those bins seemed like the perfect fit. If he got angry, I could just say I'd stepped out for a bit and didn't realize he was still here — and I'd noticed the bins weren't outside his office as they normally were, so I decided to fix that before I went home. It wasn't airtight, but it was good enough.

Still, my heart was racing as I put my hand on the door handle. When I put a bit of pressure on it and it turned — when I realized it was, in fact, unlocked — I held my breath. 

I legitimately had no idea what to expect.

But if you asked me to write out a list of things I did expect, I would have made it several hundred items in before I wrote “my boss, naked and fully erect, strapped tightly to his chair, wearing a blindfold and a tight leather gag.”


~2~

What little struggling he could do stopped the moment I opened the door. He froze in the chair, unable to see because of the blindfold but still looking directly at the entrance, where I stood in shock.

Though, if we're being completely honest, it was a mix of shock and arousal.

I wouldn't say I have a thing for Mr. Drake, but I'm being completely honest, I definitely found him attractive. He was one of those businessmen that always has to be moving, and his physique benefitted greatly. Even in suits, he was very obviously fit. Now, seeing him naked, I realized 'fit' was an understatement. He was cut. Ripped. Shredded. Whatever the hell they're saying, he was it. Each muscle was well defined, his skin was smooth and tanned. It matched that handsome face all too well. Unfortunately I couldn't see most of that handsome face because of all the gear covering it, but I could live with that. I saw the face almost daily. I'd never seen his body quite like this.

It wasn't just his looks and physique that had me turned on, though: It was his situation.

I'd always thought bondage was hot. I loved being tied up, and I liked doing the tying. Everything about the power exchange, the submission, the domination ... all of it was intriguing and sexy to me. Seeing it so blatantly displayed in the otherwise sexless and sterile environment of the office was such a shock to my system that I barely knew how to handle it.

Immediately, I got wet. I felt my nipples harden and my pulse quicken somehow even more than it already had. I blushed, which I didn't mind because there was nobody in the room to see it.

Suddenly, this lady coming around every Friday afternoon dressed the way she was and departing hours later in secret made much, much more sense.

I stepped into the room, and noticed he didn't seem to be panicking. He knew someone was in here with him, but he was calm. Relaxed.

It dawned on me that he had no idea I was his secretary and not his ladyfriend who had just bolted into the elevator.

He said something into the gag. It came out as a muffled question, identifiable only by its tone. I didn't respond. I just kept walking closer. He asked again. I didn't say anything. 

He started breathing harder. His cock throbbed, bouncing up and down slightly. It was a big cock, certainly one of the nicest I'd ever seen. I thought about all the times Miss Vivian had ridden that cock or teased that cock or mercilessly smacked that cock, and it made me hot. My skin felt heated, my ears were hot, my pussy very, very wet.

I finally made it all the way across the room, heels thumping lightly on the carpet as I approached him. He shook with anticipation, sweaty, his cock swollen with desire.

He wanted to be touched. He was about to be. He just had no idea it would be me doing the honors.

I walked behind the chair he was in, grabbing his shoulders. He flinched at the contact, breathing heavily through his nose and “mmph”ing into the gag. I dug my fingernails into the space above his clavicle, and he moaned and struggled.

Miss Vivian, whoever she was, was very good at what she did. Mr. Drake truly wasn't going anywhere. I had him all to myself, and he was as helpless as could be.

I spun him around. The chair creaked in response. He mumbled something into the gag as he swung around and finally came to rest facing me, his cock standing proudly at attention.

I had no exit strategy for this. I didn't know what I was going to do after this. But I knew for a fact I wanted more than anything in the world to suck that cock as well as I possibly could. The wet heat between my thighs practically commanded it. My breathing was heavier and heavier, my heartbeat a machine gun in my chest. I needed this, and he seemed more than happy to provide, even if he wasn't aware he was providing it to his secretary.

Without touching him — without letting him know in any way what I was doing — I leaned further and further in, my face getting closer and closer to his engorged cock. He wanted it so, so badly. I wanted it just as much.

In one swift, graceful motion I brought my mouth down over him, taking as much of his length as possible into my mouth and throat. I felt it invade my mouth, the heat of it on my tongue, the mildly salty precome that had been resting on the tip of his head now running down my throat. What I couldn't cover with my mouth, I grabbed with both hands. His shaft was burning hot in my palms, and I felt his pulse in it.

He screamed and moaned into the gag, throwing his head back with pleasure. His hands flailed on the arms of the chair, as it was essentially the only movement he'd been granted. Even as restrained as he was, he managed to buck slightly, and I felt the tip of his hard cock slam into the back of my throat a little harder than I'd anticipated. I gagged a little, but resumed.

I licked him up and down, running my tongue all over the underside of his shaft, feeling the ridges of skin, enjoying every last inch of him that I could. My hands stroked up and down, quickly, smoothly. He thrusted as best he could, but he felt like putty in my hands.

I could leave him be right now, on edge, completely helpless, and he'd be unable to do anything about it. He couldn't untie himself. He couldn't get himself off. He'd just have to sit here until Miss Vivian came back and let him out. And when he asked her why she didn't finish sucking him off, she'd just have to shrug and say she didn't feel like it. Because she could never let him know she let me sneak in here.

It was all just too fucking hot. I was now kneeling in front of him, my mouth and one hand working his cock for all I was worth, my other hand digging under my skirt and moving my dampened panties aside.

I slipped my fingers between my folds and got them slick with my juices. I ran them over my clit, my slippery fingers making circles on my button as I sank deeper and deeper into the pleasure of it.

I had to take myself off of Mr. Drake's cock for a few seconds to make sure I could get enough breath. I kept stroking him with one hand and myself with the other, staring at his cock glistening in the lights of the office. It was wet with a mix of precome and my saliva, but I wanted to see it wetter.

Which is when I switched hands, using my juices to further lube him up. Knowing I was now all over his cock, the smell and taste of me covering him fully as I stroked him and gasped hard at my own self-pleasure, was the sexiest thing imaginable. Only a short while prior, I'd just been a curious secretary. But here, on my knees in my boss's office with his cock in my mouth because he was too helpless to stop me, I felt like much more than that. I felt dominant. Powerful. Unstoppable.

Perhaps it was that confidence that made me decide to take his blindfold off.
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I kept a firm grip on his cock while I removed my other hand from my cunt and whipped the blindfold off of him. 

If I could frame the look that was on his face, I would. I'd hang it on my wall and pleasure myself to it every single day. Those wide eyes, the sheen of sweat on his forehead, the gag working overtime to keep his shout of surprise contained. It was beautiful.

He struggled hard against the straps, as if he could suddenly hide himself and everything would be fine. As if I hadn't just been sucking and stroking him to the point of breaking. As if I weren't stroking him at this very moment. He shouted into the gag, and I shushed him quietly.

“Relax, relax,” I whispered. “I thought something was going on with you and that lady — Miss Vivian, is it? So I stayed after, and was here when she came out of your office. I was initially going to come in to snoop and just tell you I'd been getting ready to move the bins, but then I found you like ... this, and, well.”

I kissed him on the forehead.

“I guess I just couldn't help myself.”

He calmed slightly, but the look in his eyes was still a mix of fury, fear, and embarrassment. I kept stroking, using the pause between my statements to wrap my lips around his hot, rock-hard cock and suck a bit more before coming up to talk to him again.

“Now, you might be wondering why I'm telling you all of this,” I said. “Why I'd take that blindfold off and let you see who was giving you such a good time.”

The look in his eyes told me that was definitely on his mind. He mmphed at me.

“Well, I don't really have a problem with you running these little bondage games in your office — and I do want to know the system you've worked out with Miss Vivian, which we'll get to in a second — but ... I'd really, really like to get in on them.”

I'd never realized just how expressive Mr. Drake's eyes were. The look he shot me over the tight leather gag was some mix of understanding, agreement, and relief.

“I want to be in this position more often. I want to be in your position. I want to use and be used. I want to tie and be tied. I want to get in on all of this, because it's the single hottest thing I've ever seen and it's too good for me to pass up. Does that sound agreeable to you?”

He nodded emphatically. I stroked him a little faster to thank him, and he shut his eyes as the pleasure overtook him again.

“I've decided you're not going to get to come yet,” I told him, and he groaned in response. “I'm going to take that gag off of you, because I want to hear you explain some of this — and I want to hear what you're going to do to me as punishment. Anything else, and the gag goes back on. Are we clear?”

I looked up at him, my mouth hovering over his cock, tantalizingly close to going down on him once again. He nodded, again emphatically. I licked all the way up his shaft to thank him, then stood up to remove his gag.

It was covered in sweat, so the leather was particularly hard to work, but I eventually got it free. Turns out the main portion of the gag had a huge knob inside of it, which had been taking up residence in Mr. Drake's mouth. I thought about placing it in my mouth just to try it out, but decided that was something for another time.

“Thank you,” he said, gasping and working his jaw. “I was—”

“If you're not going to talk about the things I asked you to talk about, I don't want to hear you,” I said. “I can leave you here, if I want.”

“Yes, ma'am,” he said, and I desperately wanted to jam a hand down into my panties again.

“Okay,” I said. “Continue.”

“Miss Vivian is a dominatrix,” he said. “She comes by every Friday, ties me up in some really strict, unforgiving way, teases me for a few hours, then leaves me here for a few hours to struggle and stew.”

Suddenly, I remembered why Vivian's name sounded familiar. I'd seen an ad for her services in his recycling bin one morning, after the janitors had failed to come by the evening prior.

“It's a way to relieve stress and give up control for a while,” Mr. Drake continued. “Being the boss all the time, giving up control turns into something you're more than happy to do for a while.”

“Just so happens that you get off on it,” I said.

“Just so happens,” he said with a nod.

“So,” I said, and knelt down to start stroking him again. He sucked air through his teeth and put his head back as I went to it. “Say one of your employees goes into your office without permission one night and finds you tied to your chair. She sucks you, she strokes you, she dominates you without you even knowing it. She masturbates to it while she's going to town on you. She does this all while you're stuck and can't help yourself.”

I stroked faster and faster as I talked.

“How do you punish her?”

He didn't answer. He just moaned, his head back, his eyes clenched shut.

I stopped stroking. He threw his head forward in frustration and looked at me with a powerful glare.

“If I don't get what I want, you don't get what you want,” I said. “I can leave you here for Miss Vivian to find you in a few hours, more ready to burst than you've ever been. Would you want that?”

“No!” he said. “No, no.”

“So let's talk punishment.” I started stroking again. He stammered and struggled as he talked, barely able to get coherent thoughts together, much less express them properly.

“I would — ah, I would strap your arms behind your back, tight, so you couldn't do anything with them,” he said.

I stroked a little faster. “Go on.”

“I would bend you over the couch in the corner — unh, ah — and strap your ankles to either leg of it, spreading them apart, making you more vulnerable,” he said.

I stroked faster still. To help out, I slipped my hand under my skirt again and got it slick with my juices once more. Its impact was well felt. He writhed in the restraints.

“And what would you do then?” I asked.

“I'd — I'd fuck you hard, harder than you've ever been fucked,” he said. “I'd ride you until your legs couldn't hold you up anymore. I'd pull your hair and make your back arch and make you dig your nails into your palms. I'd fuck you until you were completely spent.”

“Would you spank me?”

“Harder than you've ever been spanked. I'd use my belt. I'd leave marks. You'd have trouble sitting for a week.”

I didn't even realize how fast I was stroking him now, I was so caught up in his descriptions. His breathing had become much more quick and shallow. His body was tensing up. He was about to come.

I kept stroking, giving him everything he wanted, and he kept struggling against the bonds as his body built up to the moment of orgasm.

And then I stopped.
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I held both hands free of his cock as it throbbed and bounced, so close to the release he so desperately wanted. He froze and looked down at me, at his helpless cock, and yelled in frustration.

“Nobody can hear you,” I whispered up at him, holding a finger to his lips. “And besides, you're about to get more than you even wanted. So how about you just calm down?”

He did so, but I could tell internally he was dying to yell at me, desperate to tell me to suck him off so he could finish. I wasn't about to do that, though, because I wanted a little more out of this tryst than material I could masturbate to later.

I stood up and began removing my skirt. He stared, wide-eyed, the disbelief evident on his face as I took off everything below the belt. I stood, half-naked, my shaven pussy and long legs giving him quite the show.

“I'm going to ride you until you come,” I said then, moving closer to him, standing over him, my legs straddling his. “You're going to come inside me. I'm going to give you that pleasure. But you're going to do me a favor, too.”

I grabbed his cock, hard, and he flinched.

“When you're done coming deep inside me, you're going to eat me out.”

His eyes went wide again, but he knew he had no choice. It was this or the torturous wait until his mistress came back to give him any kind of release.

“Yes, ma'am,” he said.

“Good boy,” I replied, my heart pounding hard.

With my long, limber legs, I had no problem climbing up to position myself over him. With how wet I was, I had no problem slipping down onto him, mounting him. We both gasped as I rode up and down on his tremendous shaft, him feeling every crevice within me and me feeling every button get pushed simultaneously as I bounced and he writhed.

I'd never ridden a man with a cock this big before, and I wasn't ready for just how completely it would please me. Every stroke of it in my cunt was sending hot, radiating waves of pleasure throughout my body. The heat of his breath on my neck as I sank onto him was unbelievable.

It took us no time at all to get into a rhythm, moving in synchronicity as if we were meant to be doing this, to be fucking this way in this spot under these circumstances. He was mine to enjoy, to use and abuse, and on another day I would be his to do the same.

On this day, though, he was mine. All mine. No matter how much Miss Vivian had claimed dominion over him in the past, I was the one who took this initiative and, when presented with this situation, made it my own.

The fucking was brutal, animal in nature. We grunted and growled, we gasped, I clawed at him and he tried to do the same to me.

Unfortunately, I'd done too good a job earlier on. He was too ready to burst. I didn't get to ride him for very long before he started breathing in short, shallow gasps again. His body tensed under me. I knew what was coming and slipped a hand down to my clit, rubbing vigorously. 

He grunted and groaned, his teeth and eyes clenched tight. He bucked as much as he could, and I rode him harder and harder.

When he finally came, it must have seemed to him as if a great torrent had been unleashed, flowing out of him, sapping his life force as it shot out of his body and into mine. I threw my head back and screamed in pleasure, my hand flying across my clit with unrivaled enthusiasm.

I had gotten myself so close, but I couldn't allow it to go too far. Mr. Drake had one more thing he had to do for me, and then I would allow myself the pleasure of getting off.

Bound as thoroughly and tightly as he was, Mr. Drake barely even had the slack to sink into the chair when at last his orgasm had finished. I still sat on top of him, his cock inside me. I could feel the residual throbbing pulses of him firing off into me, and wriggled my hips a bit to give him a last little taste before be paid me back.

He gasped as I slipped off of him, his mouth agape, his eyes piercing.

“That was fucking incredible,” he said. I put a finger over his lips again. It was the same one I had used on my cunt, and he tasted me.

“Ssh,” I said. “This mouth doesn't get used for anything other than repaying me for getting to come inside me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma'am,” he said, determination on his face.

I got up and walked around behind him, tipping the chair toward me. It fell backward slowly as I cradled it to the ground, gently placing it so his head didn't bounce off the floor. He was now on his back, his legs in the air, his arms still firmly tied to the arms of the chair. He could barely move.

I stood over his head, my dripping pussy lined up with his face.

“Now,” I said, “it's your turn to pay me back for that 'fucking incredible' orgasm I just gave you. I'm very horny, I'm very close, and it's not going to take long, but you're going to do your fucking job and you're going to do it well. I'll ask you again: Do you understand?”

“Yes ma'am,” he said, looking directly at my cunt. I couldn't blame him.

“Very good,” I said, and began to lower myself onto him.

Slowly, slowly I sank, my pussy getting closer and closer to his face, his eyes growing wider and wider as he realized how much control I was exerting over him. To his credit, he never turned his head or tried to do anything but accept my pussy fully and gratefully. It gently landed on his face and pushed harder until it engulfed his mouth. I grabbed the sides of his head with my hands, holding him firmly in place, making it so he couldn't taste or breathe anything that wasn't me, my juices, my scent. I wanted him to live in me for however long it took before he was able to get me to come.

He stuck his tongue inside me, flicking it quickly and powerfully into my vagina, tasting every ridge and bump of the inside of my pussy as he lapped away. It didn't feel quite as good as his cock did when it was there, but I ground my hips and threw my head back and made it work all the same. He wasn't incredible, but he was certainly enough.

And that's when he switched it up and started to lick my clit.

Immediately, I felt a powerful jolt of warm electricity shoot through me. The heat and moistness of his tongue was like opening my eyes to a bright sunshine after a long night of sleep. It rattled me in a warm, beautiful way, made me bite my lip and hiss hot breath through my gritted teeth.

My legs, already under a bunch of stress from the way I had to squat, began to shake. I suspect even if they'd been totally free of load they'd be shaking anyway. It was that powerful an orgasm. 

It rolled through me like a summer storm, beginning as a light breeze and erupting across my entire body. Each and every sensation was magnified a thousandfold, my body completely at the mercy of the orgasm's will. 

When it finally ceded control, it did so reluctantly. I felt movement beneath me, Mr. Drake shaking his head as best he could. I realized it was because I had dropped down far enough to engulf his nose as well. It was jammed into my clit, unable to take any air in. 

For those few seconds, something powerful and terrifying went through me: the understanding that, if I so desired, I could simply smother him right here, under me. He would breathe nothing but my scent until he couldn't breathe anymore. 

I shook my head, perhaps only now understanding why zero-to-sixty might not be the best way to work these power exchanges. 

I finally relented, standing up as he gasped for air. 

“What do you say?” I said down to him, my pussy still directly over his face. The resistance was gone. He had submitted completely. 

“Thank you, ma'am,” he said, still struggling to catch his breath. 

“Very good,” I said. “Very good. You might hate me now, but come next week you'll be free to take it out on me however you please. Does that sound good?”

“Yes, ma'am.”

I nodded down at him, and looked over at my skirt and panties, discarded on the ground a few feet away. I walked over and picked them up, slipping them on as Mr. Drake watched me with growing concern. 

“Are you ... are you going to be letting me out?”

“Sounds like a job for Miss Vivian,” I said, walking toward the door. 

“What are you doing? You can't just leave me here!”

“Miss Vivian will be along shortly,” I said. “In the meantime, I'm your secretary — not your dominatrix.”

The look on his face was priceless as I left the room and shut the door behind me. 

I ran into Vivian in the lobby as I was making my way out. 

“He said he's going to need a few more hours,” I said to her, and she just stared at me, confused. “Also, I'm going to need your number.”
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Bound to Tease: Dominated:

And yet, as angry as I was, as frustrated as I was ... I was also incredibly turned on. The balls on that man, to not even know me for a full day before thinking he could predict I'd wear a vibrator he gave me to class. The sheer ego it must have taken for him to think pushing the button on the remote would result in anything other than silence. And to be right about all of it.

Megan's the editor in chief of the college paper as the new semester begins, and she set some ground rules for herself — one of which is no fooling around with her subordinates. But a monkey wrench by the name of Trevor is about to wreck that plan for her, as she finds him unbelievably hot and he's about to ask her if he can write a kinky column. 

As a parting gift for that first meeting, he gives her a remote control sex toy — but keeps the controller for himself. Megan, normally dominant, is about to find out just how fun giving up control can be!

This erotica short features bondage, BDSM, male domination, female submission, new adult action, and much, much more. Enjoy!

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00VHFP6PQ
Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00VHFP6PQ

Also by Addison:

The Mistress vs. The Marshal: BDSM in the Wild West

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00VGVHYQU

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00VGVHYQU

My Kinky Study Buddy:

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00VC4F3NW

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00VC4F3NW

The Billionaire's Kinky Secret:

Link (US): http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00VAPIDL2
Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00VAPIDL2

Stuck: My Freshman Bondage Awakening:

Link (US): http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00V5PQGF2

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00V5PQGF2

Anything You Say, Officer: Detained:

Link (US): http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00V7RG59K

Link (UK): http://www.amazon.co.uk/gp/product/B00V7RG59K

My Roommate the Dominatrix:

Link (US): http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00V2MO0OW

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00V2MO0OW

Showing Her the Ropes: The BDSM Shop Chronicles:

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00V1K17Y6

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00V1K17Y6

Serving the Bondage Billionaire:

Link (US): http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00UYEWB3Q

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00UYEWB3Q

My Crush Caught Me in Bondage:

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00UTZFK5G

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00UTZFK5G

Campus Bondage Society: A BDSM Story: 

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00UMKOR4S

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00UMKOR4S

Anything You Say, Officer: On the Bondage Beat

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00UIQWD0Q

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00UIQWD0Q

On Display for the Bondage Billionaire

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00UE5ALKU

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00UE5ALKU

Teased, Taunted, Haunted: Her Bondage Ghost

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00UC6Z6JC

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00UC6Z6JC

Their Taboo Bondage Bet

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00UA7102K

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00UA7102K

Her Risky Bondage Experiment

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00U7MLCLW

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00U7MLCLW

Modeling for the Bondage Billionaire

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00U4IXYMO

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00U4IXYMO

Secretary for the Bondage Billionaire

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00U43GQHY

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00U43GQHY

Her Bondage Punishment, His Pleasure

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00U2NFSNY

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00U2NFSNY

The Delivery Girl's Bondage Adventure

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00TZAB4A6

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00TZAB4A6

Tie Game

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00TVXUUPC

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00TVXUUPC

Working for It

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00TWPZ26Q

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00TWPZ26Q

As more Addison Price titles come along, this space will be filled with more information about what they are and where to find 'em. Also coming soon: A mailing list, so you can keep abreast of any new releases.

Please Review!

If you've taken the time to read all this way, I'd love — love, love, love — if you could take a little bit more time out of your day (or evening) to write a review for this book. A few reviews can go a long way, so please consider it!

Thanks for Reading!
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