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​​​This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental. All characters depicted in sexual acts in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older. No part in this book may be reproduced, transmitted, stored, or distributed without permission of the author or publisher.


This is a short story featuring an alpha male dominating an innocent young woman in public and in private.

It also contains voyeuristic and public humiliation, public sex, bdsm, ropes, a threesome and lots of steamy scenes...

Chapters with 18+ scenes are indicated with an asterisk (*).


This book can be enjoyed on its own, but for optimum reading experience, check out the first & second book of the Humiliation of S trilogy first.
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The last thing Stephanie expects when she boards a flight is to be indoctrinated into the mile high club! The innocent and naive young woman is completely unprepared when the dominant alpha male mistakes her identity for another and joins her in the airplane's lavatory.

After clearing things up, she parts way with the dominant male, only to cross paths with again  him shortly after. Only this time, there's nothing accidental about the ropes, blindfold, and men he has prepared for her...
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"Just you and me," I echoed, and then heard a metallic clink of the restraint cuffs he'd just secured on my wrists.

My heart thundered in my chest, making me giddy with anticipation. He bent down, then draped my legs over his shoulders. Expertly, he raised my hips off the ground. His breath was warm as his mouth hovered over my slit. I arched and panted.

"Please... oh god! I can't take it anymore!" I gasped, my voice sounding so much unlike my own.

"Beg harder," he said.

"Sir! Master! Please!"

"Please what?"

"Please put your tongue inside me!" I pleaded.

His throaty chuckle vibrated through my passion-slick flesh. Slowly, he dragged his tongue from back to front, parting my folds and then ending with a flick on my clit. I cried out sharply. My legs wrapped around his head, trapping him to my pulsating pussy, ankles pressed against his hard back.

His tongue teased my opening, stroking back and forth without entering me.

"Please! Oh! Put your fingers inside me," I begged.

He ignored me, choosing to continue to lick and tease my pussy instead, sending thrilling pleasures through my spine, but never quite enough to reach the level of ecstasy that I desperately yearned for. It was just beyond my reach. I moved my hips against his head, hoping to somehow maneuver myself so that he was penetrating me.

He lavished attention on my clit, sucking the sensitive nub into his mouth and teasing it with his tongue until I was gyrating and trembling against him. My fists clenched so tightly that my palms were sweating. My toes curled tightly and every muscle in my body tightened. It felt so good!

A moan build in my throat and my inner muscles rippled. He pulled out and lifted his mouth, then his fingers plunged into my core. Pleasure flashed hot and cold through me and strangled screams left my parted lips. I was so close to cumming. He delved deep inside me, then twisted his fingers to rub against my throbbing walls, stretching me.

His mouth descended on my clit and he captured it again with his lips. Pleasure exploded through my core and I felt all the muscles in my body tensing. I was so close to cumming. I threw my head back and- and-

He pulled out once again. "You will only come when I tell you to. If you climax without my permission, you will be punished," he said.

"I can't!" I gasped, unable to stop the ripples of pleasure from taking me.

"You will."

He dropped me to the ground and I felt my entire weight land heavily on my wrists. Pain threw me off the clouds of orgasm, awakening me once and for all.

"Fuck!" I screamed, the deprivation of pleasure driven even more acute by the fact that I was so close to orgasm. This was madness. I'd never been so desperate for release. My abdomen cramped with need and he'd yet to touch me after he released me.

"Please... don't do this..." I whimpered. "I want you inside me."
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Chapter 1*: Insanity
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The room I was in was large and not completely unfamiliar. I had been there once before. Still, I couldn't help but be awed by the sheer size of the room. Every inch of it had been carefully designed once upon a time. The furniture was expensive and modern, with a few looking at if they had just been replaced.

The man sleeping peacefully beside me was someone I was acquainted with. Lover. But not partner. It confused me why I gravitated towards him when my brain kept telling me to stay away. He was no good for me.

He was also my boss and my master. The sex we had was spectacular, but it was just that. Sex. I wanted more.

His eyes opened slowly. When he saw that I was looking at him, he smiled, a flash of white against his dark skin. He was a handsome man, too easy to fall in love with, but he made it clear from the very beginning that he only wanted me because I was a natural submissive, because being dominated came to me as easily as breathing air did.

I needed to listen to my brain for once and put an end to this insanity.

"I'm seeing someone," I said finally, the words coming out from my lips. The confession came heavily, reluctantly. I didn't want him to know. Not really.

"I know," he said after a long silence. He sat up and was looking at me with eyes that betrayed none of the emotions he felt. Or maybe he wasn't feeling anything at all.

"I'm seeing Oliver," I elaborated, hoping for a response that was less, cold.

"I know."

I could practically feel that wall he had built around himself. I felt myself blinking back tears and tried to stay strong. It was hard to remain unaffected when the man who'd just made love to me was treating me as if I was just another one of his one night stands and meant nothing at all to him.

To make matters worse, Oliver was his cousin, something I had found out only recently.

"How long have you known about Oliver and me?" I forced out. My voice was barely audible but it garnered a response. But not one I was expected, or one I wanted.

The corner of his lips curved upwards and he said, "Before you walked into the office and stripped naked."

I felt my cheeks burn from his words. That was hardly what happened. He had ordered me to take my clothes off and I had done exactly what he wanted me to.

I could've said no, a small voice whispered cruelly. I had gone into the office to put an end to this insanity, to tell him that I wasn't going to see him any longer. I wanted to be with Oliver. "If you knew I was dating your cousin, why did you still fuck me?" I asked.

In an instant, his head jerked, a look of pure shock on his handsome face as he turned to face me. "You know why," he said in the infuriating tone of someone knowing something I didn't.

"I don't know. That's why I'm asking you!" I said in exasperation. My heart pounded with uncertainty, but even in my indecision, the need to confront him overrode all else.

He didn't respond.

"I think Oliver loves me." I didn't know why I was saying that. My lips were moving, but my brain wasn't involved in any of the words leaving them. It was hardly a conversation we should be having in bed. Naked in bed, a small voice whispered.

"Perhaps," he said. His voice came so suddenly, I jumped a little.

"He's good for me," I continued, rising from the bed. He didn't stop me as I slowly changed into my clothes. His clothes. Mine were nowhere to be found.

"You're right."

"He's a good man. You're not." I was standing at the edge of the bed now, staring at him with my arms crossed over my chest protectively. His shirt was too large for me, but covered all the necessary parts. It was going to be another awkward drive back to my hotel.

The blanket had fallen over his lap. His abs were sculpted perfection and I swallowed the lump in my throat. I forced my eyes to focus on his face, but even that was hard. His eyes seemed to burn straight into my soul.

"I've never claimed to be a good man." His voice was a low growl that sounded like a threat instead of a statement.

For long seconds, we stared at each other. I could feel his body tense as the minutes passed. At long last, I couldn't stand the silence. I said, "He'll marry me, and we'll get a nice house and move in together and have our happily ever after."

"Probably," he agreed through clenched teeth.

"You're not a good man, Victor. You neither romantic nor nice."

"No, I'm not."

"You won't be happy with just... making love," I couldn't quite hide the accusation from my voice. Oliver made love like he really loved me. Victor preferred to fuck me, tie me up, watch other people gangbang me, and then fuck me again.

"Perhaps not." There was so little hesitation in his voice that it hurt.

"I should leave," I said.

He nodded in agreement, hands tightening into fists. He stayed exactly where he was as I walked out the door.

When I glanced back, he said, "Things won't be good for you if you stay."

My heart felt like it was being weighted down by rocks. I couldn't make myself close the door behind me.

Remembering something I needed to get off my chest, I turned back around and gasped when he was suddenly in front of me. I didn't even see him leave the bed.
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