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Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The night I discovered that I’m a Submissive.

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

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

“I told you to shut up.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

But what sex.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“With pleasure.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“On all fours.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lean forward.”

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

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

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

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

“Y… Yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Turn around.”

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

“Open.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“See you at dinner.”

“At dinner?”

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Really Valentina? Let me refresh your memory.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. Show me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Get her naked.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Keep going.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Excellent choice.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, she loved that last time.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sorry! Yes, I understand, Master.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please Master. Can Eric take my ass?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please. I need more.”


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

- To be continued -


You want more?

Suscribe to Emily Colter's Newsletter and don't miss the next book to come out!

In the meantime, have you read this?

Dominated by the Biker
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“You have to learn your place. I’m the Dominant, you’re the Submissive. You don’t get a say.”

I’m the luckiest woman in the world. Stuck in a snowstorm, I could have ended up anywhere. But I came across a biker bar. And the owner plans to do much more than offer me a drink. I already found him attractive, but when I learn that he’s a dominant, I only have one idea in mind:

Let this stranger initiate me to BDSM

Whatever he orders, I obey without even thinking of saying my safe word. This is how I find myself naked in the middle of his bar, my wrists tied by his leather belt. The spanking he gives me is painful... And delicious. He’s a complete stranger, yet I offer myself completely to him. My whole body is open for him to take.

For this older biker, I become the perfect submissive.

◆◆◆

Dirty Office Series

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

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

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

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

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




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

◆◆◆

Totally Submissive
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My whole body is shaking. I don't even know if I'm screaming in pain or in pleasure. Only one thing’s for sure: I’m ready to do anything to please my DOMINANT.

It doesn't take much to turn a grown woman into a desperate little thing. Some ropes, a good spanking… And an experienced man to submit to.

Gone are the vanilla women. These submissives are going to dive into the world of BDSM. Whether he’s their husband, boss, or stranger, they will submit to the law of their dominant. And if they misbehave, they’ll have to face the crops and paddles.

No matter how intense their punishment… They will beg for more.

Despite the deep humiliation, they’re going to accept everything without ever saying their safe word. Their whole body will be open to the most perverse ideas of their dominant. Even if it means being tied with spread legs and offered to several men.

Under the hands of these experienced dominants, they no longer have any limits. They are Totally Submissive.
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