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Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The Christmas party.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Professional.


Chapter 2

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

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

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

“A thought to share?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You can talk, you are too.”

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

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

“Jealous?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No!”

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

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

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

“I… I haven’t.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Seems to me you loved it last time.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck you.”

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

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

“That's what I'm trying to do.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“On your knees.”

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

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

“I said. On your knees.”

“No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And that's what I want.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Did it hurt?”

“I felt nothing.”

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

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

“Still nothing?”

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

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

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

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

“Never!”

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

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

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

“You’re full of shit.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I really shouldn't have come to work today.

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


Chapter 3

I’m stupid.

Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I'm not a submissive!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Go to the bathroom.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Show me how wet your little pussy is.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Room 417. Now.


Chapter 4

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

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

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

“Come in.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Close the door and take your clothes off.”

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

“You, take your clothes off.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Crawl.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Alright. Be a good girl now.”

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

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

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

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

“Perfect.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Breathe.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Who knows what might happen there?

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

Excitement.

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

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

- To be continued -
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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.
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“On your knees. Prove me you deserve my attention.”

It doesn't take much for a decent woman to turn into a perfect SUBMISSIVE. The heroines of these books are living proof of it.

They’re ready for anything. Some will kneel in front of their older neighbor. Others will offer themselves to an entire BDSM club. These submissives want only one thing: a DOMINANT. A man who can punish them. A man who can satisfy their darkest desires.

They will take everything from their Master, without saying their safe words.

Even if it hurts. Even if it makes them nervous. They want to be used, to become playthings. Spread their legs and be tied with ropes or handcuffs. The pain from crops and paddles is nothing compared to the heat in the pits of their stomach. And the humiliation? It’s quickly forgotten when their dominant praises them.

No matter the ordeal. These submissives are ready to give everything to receive the ultimate pleasure.
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“You’ve been a brat, Sarah. It’s time to receive your first discipline.”

I should have been shocked when my hot husband showed me a video of him tying up a woman, submitting her to the least of his desires. I didn’t even know he was into BDSM. And yet, I have never been so wet.

I only have one desire: to use all the toys he bought to spice up our intimate sessions. But before I can wear this leather collar, I'm going to have to prove myself. And even if I’m new to this:

My Master is going to push my limits

Hands tied in handcuffs, I must remain patient. Prove to him that I am worthy to be his SUBMISSIVE. Even if it means being spanked countless times. Even if he has to visit the most intimate and shameful parts of my body.

In the end, I’ll be begging for it.
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