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The warm water cascaded over Elana's skin, washing away the grogginess of the night. She had managed six hours of sleep, not bad for mid-week. Sleep was often a struggle, not just due to the long hours, but also her restless mind, making it difficult to calm down.

She lathered her body with the apple-scented soap, working methodically from her shoulders down. With her hair twisted into a messy bun on top of her head, she enjoyed the rare moment of solitude before the day's chaos began. For once, she'd actually managed to get up early enough to enjoy her shower instead of rushing through it like a military drill.

The bathroom door clicked open, followed by the soft swish of the shower curtain being pulled aside. David's muscular form stepped into the steamy enclosure behind her.

"Well, aren't you the early bird," he murmured, his voice still rough with sleep. His palm connected with her wet backside with a sharp, stinging crack that echoed against the tile walls. Elana gasped, nearly dropping the soap.

"Bend over," he commanded, his voice dropping to that tone that brooked no argument.

"David! I'm actually ahead of schedule for once."

His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back against him. She could feel his erection pressing against her. "Then we have time," he said, his breath hot against her ear. "Bend over for me."

The feel of his hands on her hips made Elana's resistance melt away. His hardness pressed insistently against her backside, and a familiar heat pooled between her legs. She pushed back against him, rotating her hips in a slow circle that made him groan.

"God, when you use that commanding voice," she whispered, her words nearly lost beneath the drumming of the shower. "It does things to me."

A low growl rumbled from David's chest. His hand came down on her ass again, harder this time, leaving a pink handprint on her wet skin. "Then bend over.”

The possessiveness in his voice sent a shiver through her that had nothing to do with the water temperature. Elana braced her hands against the shower wall, arching her back and offering herself to him. David's fingers slid between her legs, finding her already slick with arousal despite the water.

“You're always ready for me these days,” he said, his voice deeper and his breath heavier. “One slap and you’ll let me do anything to you. Fuck it’s hot.”

He positioned himself and pushed forward, entering her in one smooth thrust. Elana gasped, her fingers curling against the tile as he filled her completely.

When he began to move, David established a fast rhythm, slamming into her body again and again. Elana moaned, pushing back against each thrust, meeting him halfway. The shower spray beat down on them both, hot droplets mixing with the sweat forming on their skin despite the water.

"You like that, don't you?" David's voice was rough in her ear, his fingers digging into her hips. "I can feel how much you love being dominated like this. It makes you so fucking wet."

Elana could only whimper in response as he hit that perfect spot inside her. Her fingers scrambled for purchase on the slippery tile.

"Listen to those sounds you're making," he continued, his pace quickening and his hand coming down to give her reddened ass another firm slap. "Moaning like a whore for me. You love giving up control, don't you? Love being mine to command."

"Yes," she gasped, her eyes fluttering closed as pleasure built within her. There was something incredibly freeing about surrendering to him like this, letting go of all the decisions and responsibilities that usually weighed on her. In these moments, she was simply his, and the thought alone made her clench around him.

"Fuck, David," she gasped as he hit a particularly sensitive spot. "Don't stop."

Water cascaded down their bodies as steam filled the small space. Elana's thoughts dissolved into pure sensation, every nerve ending alive with pleasure.

"I want you to be mine today," David growled, his grip tightening on her hips as he drove deeper. "All day."

Elana's mind briefly cleared through the fog of pleasure. "I can't—I have work," she gasped, the practical part of her brain making a last desperate stand.

David responded by thrusting harder, making her cry out. His hand snaked up to grab her hair, pulling her head back until her spine arched like a bow. The slight pain sent shockwaves of pleasure radiating through her body.

"Tell me you'll be mine," he demanded, his voice rough. "Say you'll please me whenever I want, wherever I want." His pace grew punishing, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. "With whoever I want."

The possessiveness in his voice, the way his fingers tightened in her hair, the relentless pounding of his hips against hers—it was too much. The rational part of her brain that worried about meetings and deadlines dissolved under the onslaught of sensation.

"Yes," she gasped, her voice breaking on a

moan. "Yes, I'm yours. All day. All yours. Fuck, I'm yours."

Her submission crashed over David like a wave. His hips jerked erratically, his rhythm faltering as he buried himself to the hilt inside her. A guttural groan tore from his throat as he came, his fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks. Elana could feel him pulsing inside her, filling her with his release as he held himself deep.

"Don't move," he commanded, his voice hoarse.

Still buried inside her, he reached one arm out past the shower curtain. Elana heard the sound of a drawer opening, then closing. She remained bent over, water streaming down her back, curiosity mingling with her arousal.

David slowly withdrew from her body, and before she could feel empty, something firm and smooth pressed against her entrance. With a gentle but insistent pressure, he worked a sleek silicone plug into her, sealing his release inside her body.

"What are you—" she gasped, the unfamiliar sensation making her clench around the object as it nestled snuggly inside her body.

"You've been such a good girl," David said, his voice low, “promising to be mine all day. Now, I want you to keep this plug in until I tell you to remove it. I want you to feel me inside you, feel my cum, as you work.”

“You want me to go to work?” she stammered. She had assumed that agreeing to be his all day meant he would keep her home to take advantage of the deal.

“You’ll be a good girl and go to work, and keep this plug in as a reminder. And when I am ready for you, when I want you to do something, you’ll do it without question. And you won’t touch yourself, not without my say so. Got it?”

She hadn’t come yet and had figured that would be his next move, but instead, when she nodded, he released his grip on her hair and stepped back.

“Good,” he said, stepping out of the shower.

Elana stood upright. Her hair was wet now, her body aching with need from being fucked but not cuming.

She had lost her early morning, now she’d have to dry her hair, but she was certain it would be worth it. Maybe she would get a lunch quickie, or he’d make her wait all day to satisfy her, but she knew it would be worth it.


Chapter 2
















Every step made the plug shift inside her, an incessant reminder of David's ownership, of his seed nestled inside her. It had transformed from erotic to maddening over the course of the morning. Elana squeezed her thighs together behind the desk, the momentary pressure doing nothing to relieve the ache that had built steadily since she'd left the house.

It didn’t help that David had chosen her outfit that morning, and she was wearing a particularly short dress and push-up bra that had several men not bothering to hide their interest.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Title Page





		

Copyright





		

Chapter 1





		

Chapter 2





		

Chapter 3





		

Chapter 4





		

Chapter 5





		

Want a Freebie?





		

More Freebies...





		

More by Melody Kane





		

Afterword





		

About Melody Kane













