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Innocent Submissive Book 4: Violent Bosses

Marie's life is interesting, to say the least. She is a shy, law-abiding secretary by morning, and a titillating, rule-bending seductress by night.

Everyone needs something. It's her job to fulfill those needs, however depraved and perverse. She learns to lose control with men who are twice her size and men who want her to be on top.

Her life is interesting, but it is going to be even more interesting when The Master arrives at her night job and demands her submission, and when her best friend professes his love to her and demands her consent.

Start Reading It Here!

Innocent Submissive Book 5: Dominant Bosses

After losing her job, twenty-year-old Marie runs away to Vegas, hoping to find solace by hiding amongst the glamour and parties, but finds herself at the clutches of powerful alpha males in very public places.

The men has her trembling and yearning for their brutal passion. She abandons her good senses as she surrenders everything and submits to different men in bars, airplanes, and other outdoor locations. Having an audience only makes her hotter.

But what happens when an old lover comes back to visit? Will the black man holding her heart also claim her body?

Start Reading It Here!

Innocent Submissive Book 6 Pleasing Bosses

Marie is in a lot of trouble when her lover finds her in the arms of black man, wearing nothing except her shame. She is punished and humiliated in more ways than one as the powerful alpha male shows her just who's in charge.

Pain and pleasure intertwines as she surrenders to lovers who bring her to her knees and enthralls her completely.

Start Reading It Here!
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"Marie." His mask tilted up and down, piercing blue eyes drinking in the sight of my body, wearing only the hospital-like paper gown that he had provided exactly for his purpose.

"Master," I said. Master. No names. Just Master.

"Safe word."

"Red," I said, like every other time he asked.

"And if your lips are otherwise... occupied?" His teeth flashed at the thought, excitement crackling in the air.

Not for the first time, I wondered who he was beneath the mask. I wondered what he did for a living that made him so angry. His shoulders were tensed, his fingers trembling from anticipation.

"A sharp tap with my fingernail," I said, swallowing the lump in my throat. "Hard enough to leave a mark," I said, suddenly breathless. I'd never had to use the safeword before.

"Good." He let go of a breath he had been holding. His hands stilled. I considered asking why he insisted on repeating this every session but I could sense that the ritual calmed him.

He stood up and I took an involuntary step back, surprised by the sudden movement. His grin widened and he advanced towards me like an animal cornering prey.

I felt the cold wall against my back.

"Remember your safe word if things get too... intense," he whispered against my ear. "I've been having a particularly stupid week." His words vibrated through my bones. I had misjudged his calm. He was practically trembling.

"Yes, Master." I found myself saying and prepared myself for the pain.

I was a professional. I had done these sessions before. But he was quick. He backhanded me across my face before I saw his hand move. My head turned with the blow and it stung. My ears rang from the sharp impact. The taste of metal was on my tongue when I licked my lips.

"Look at me," he demanded. taking my chin between his thumb and forefinger to force me to comply. "Look at me," he growled, a guttural sound that rumbled up from deep in my chest.

"Master." My lower lip trembled, but I led him guide my face to his.

His sharp gaze locked me in place. At the sight of him, heat slammed into my body, suddenly, violently, and my hands curled into fists to keep from pulling him closer and kissing him senseless.

Start Reading It Here!
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I whimpered, unable to deny what was happening. Fire spread through my body at the knowledge that he knew my body so intimately. He ground his hips against my buttocks, pressing me against the wall again.

"If I touch you now, am I going to find you wet?" he asked.

"No!" I gasped, my voice caught between a gasp and a sob. His hand wormed its way between the apex of my thighs and two long fingers pressed against the crotch of my panties. He slowly moved the fingers back and forth, following the divide between my lips, rubbing against me hard while he rubbed along my slit, stopping just short of my clit before pinching them between his forefinger and thumb.

My legs failed me and I found myself leaning against his chest, crying out weakly.

"Feels wet to me," he said. "Should we be sure?" he asked, still teasing, one hand holding onto my breast tightly to keep me from crumbling to my knees.

"No! Don't!" I whimpered meekly, shaking my head as my eyes filled with unshed tears. My cheeks burned from embarrassment. I wasn't doing anything to fight back. I couldn't. He was touching me in all the right places, his hand on my breasts tightening, fingers closing together to pinch my nipple. Pleasure weakened my resolved, crumbled it.

"I think you're wet," he continued as though I hadn't spoken. He slid a finger beneath my panties. I gasped and tried to clench my thighs together as I felt his fingers moving against my opening. My head pounded so loudly that I could hear it drumming in my ears.

"Steve," I moaned and whimpered the loss of his fingers when he pulled them from my heat. He drew his fingers to my face, showing me the glistening substance coating them.

"You're so fucking wet," he said and licked them both clean, flooding me with both embarrassment and heat. "You like it when I'm rough, don't you?"

I turned my face to the wall, thoroughly ashamed.

"Do you want me?" he whispered. "I want to hear you say it." His hand was back underneath the waistband of my panties and between my legs. "Say you want me."

"Steve," I keened, shaking my head even though my body was screaming for me to say yes, to say I wanted him buried deep inside me. He squeezed my breast harshly with his other hand while he worked his two fingers inside me. I cried out at the intrusion as he worked his fingers in and out of me. It was almost painful, how rough he was being, but I could feel myself getting wetter, my walls sleek with lust.

I caught myself trying to take more of the length inside me, riding his hand, but he kept his rhythm steady, entering nor more than half his fingers inside me.

"I want you to say exactly what you want, or I'll stop," he threatened.

I wanted to say it, but I couldn't bring myself to. "I can't," I answered breathlessly. "I'm not- I'm not like that."

He didn't even bother stopping at my weak protests. "You're a little slut," he said calmly. "You're even riding my hand right now," he said, a little happily. "I don't even have to move my hand anymore. You're so fucking horny right now, I bet you want me to strip you and fuck you right here, don't you?"
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"Hey, what're you doing?" Steve asked, jolted out of his stunned silence.

"Punishing my woman," Tanner growled, his voice sending vibrations down my spine. "Either you stay and watch, or get the fuck out."

All the air left my lungs when he threw me onto the bed, standing between my parted legs, his hands gripping my thighs to keep them open. I felt Steve's cum slowly leak from my hole and my entire body flushed red with shame.

"Tanner.. I, I-" I swallowed. Why did he sudden seem  so close... and why was I shaking even though it was starting to get hot in here? Tensing slightly, I dared to peek up at him from under my lashes and was stunned to see that there was not just anger in his gaze, there was lust and desire as well, so thick and heavy that I could almost taste it on my tongue.

He released my leg and his knuckle lightly grazed across my collar bone, his touch sucking the air right out of me. A trembling shiver ran through me as his touch teased up my slender neck, then slipped under my jaw and tugged me closer.

I wasn't sure exactly what he had in mind. He called it punishment, but his touches were light and there wasn't the look on his face, the one that he had before he punished me. He'd been rough with me before, but never in anger. It was one of his rules. I had a safe word for if he went too far and I'd never had to use it before.

"You what?" he asked, his hushed voice pulling me in like a magnet. I found myself leaning closer and closer, propping myself up with my arms, unable to form a proper thought.

The backs of his fingers brushed my hair aside and he gazed down at my naked body.

A chill that was at once both hot and cold ran down my spine under his stern gaze and I wasn't sure if the stiffening of my nipples was the effect of his eyes or his soft touches. I bit my bottom lip as his hands moved over my naked body, pulling the blouse through my arms to be rid of that last piece of clothing.

"Tanner," I breathed, unsure of what was going through his brain. "I'm sorry, I didn't- I didn't mean to-" I stopped talking. It wasn't as if that would explain why I was naked with the black man, why I was practically begging for him to cum inside me.

"Next time, I want to watch," he said simply.

I looked up from beneath my lashes to stare at him in shock. His piercing eyes stared back at me, unflinching. He had never been one to back down from a fight.

"What's your safe word?"

I paled when I realized I had forgotten it. How long had it been since he asked me to repeat his safe word to him? Weeks? Months?

"What's your safe word?" he repeated.

"I don't remember," I admitted. "I- I- Can you give me a new one?"

"What if I didn't? What if I wouldn't give you another safe word? What if we played without one?"

Start Reading It Here!
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"How do you think he's like in bed?" Natalie asked dreamily, giving me a binder full of documents to duplicate. She tilted her head towards the closed office door where our manager's boss had just disappeared into.

The sound of something smashing in the room made us both jump a little.

"Tanner Thatcher?"

"Who else?" she rolled her eyes.

Glass shattered behind closed doors and a dangerously deep voice made itself heard through the walls.

"Violent," I answered without thinking and regretted saying anything at all when her head whipped towards me, her perfect blond hair curling over her shoulders. Her lips were parted in shock.

"Excuse me?" The air was so heavy I could cut it with a knife.

"Bless you," I responded instantly, earning a small and a slight relief in the tension.

"You imagine he'd be violent in bed?" she asked, still a little nonplussed.

I shrugged and fought to keep my voice neutral. "You don't think so?" I asked, like imagining your CEO being a beast in bed was the most natural thing in the world to do. I could see it easily, his muscular hands pinning me down, face etched in concentration as he slammed into me over and over, not stopping even if I begged for it, especially if I begged for it. He'd probably love the challenge.

"I always thought he'd be really gentle," she said with a heavy sigh. "Like, super affectionate and different, you know? Since he's so intense all the time."

I wanted to tell her that personalities rarely changed in sex lives, but that wasn't completely true. Some of the most power men who visited me at night wanted to be lick my feet.

"Do you think he's into like, fifty shades stuff?" she asked quietly.

I shrugged, hoping we could graduate from the highly inappropriate discussion and talk about something - anything - else.

Something else in the office suffered his explosive wrath and I felt sorry for our manager even though I knew it was probably his fault to begin with. There had been some errors in accounting that an idiot would've noticed.

I considered telling him when I saw it, but the last time I told him about his mistake, he threatened to fire me on the spot.

What would I know? I was just a lowly assistant who barely graduated high school.

"I just think he'd be violent. I haven't really put much thought to it," I lied.

"I agree with Marie," Steve said, appearing magically behind me. He was immediately standing in my personal space like he belonged there. I nudged him away with a light shoulder bump and he chuckled before taking a respectful step back.

"Do you imagine our boss in bed, Steve?" I teased.

"All the time," he answered seriously and made an entirely inappropriate noise that made Natalie blush all the way to the roots of her hair. She stammered something about work and hurried away.

"You shouldn't tease our colleagues like that," I said, slightly reprimanding. "Especially colleagues who've been crushing on your since you started working here," I continued, narrowing my eyes. Steve was incredibly handsome and entirely too suave for his own good. He had the size and height of a stereotypical black basketball player with the personality to boot.

The sport was his entire life once upon a time. He had injured himself in a game prior to graduation. It was cruel how quickly that option was yanked from under his feet when they said he could never dunk as well as he did before. I sat with him in the hospital bed and held his head to my chest while he sobbed for the lost future. It had been his way out of poverty and debt. There were other ways out, I had assured him. Longer ways, but it wasn't not the end.

Thankfully, he did well in his studies, enough not to be kicked out even after he couldn't continue playing. The basketball scholarship meant he didn't have to worry about loans after he graduated. He just needed to adjust to the idea of not being a superstar.

When I helped him apply for work, I wasn't expecting him to show up at the place where I had been working since I graduated high school.

"Have you decided which one of the girls you're going to date?" I asked playfully, my fingers moving mechanically on the printing machine. Being the personal assistant of a man who didn't understand technology meant a lot of wasteful printing work, but it kept me busy and it paid decent money.

A shadow flashed across his face and he quickly hid it behind an easy smile. "You think Mr. Tanner would be violent in bed?" he quirked his eyebrow as he asked, deliberately sidestepping my question.

"Can you imagine him being a sub?" I asked. Yes, something in my subconscious whispered. I could imagine him naked and sweating, his fingers trembling as I tied him in chains, whip in hand to punish him, make him hurt.

Our laughter was cut short when the door opened and the devil himself walked out. Anger rolled off him in waves but even then, he was dashingly handsome. His hair fell in waves over his piercing blue eyes, his nose and jaw perfectly sculptured. He had taken his black blazer off, muscles rippling under the shirt that was a size too small.

He didn't even glance our way on the way out and I felt the temperature rise to more tolerable levels. Careful banter continued.

"Marie. I want to talk to you." My boss peeked out from his office, his face two shades darker than usual.

"Wish me luck," I flinched, knowing he was looking for an outlet for his frustration. He just had his ass handed to him by his boss and he wanted to get his balls back by yelling at someone beneath him.

Steve gave me a weak grin before walking back to his cubicle.

It was an hour before he was done accusing me of things that were nowhere near my responsibilities. I took it all quietly, occasionally humming, "yes, sir," and "I'm sorry, sir. It won't happen again, sir."

At the end of it all, I was pretty sure there was something wrong with my lipstick shade and how I contoured my cheeks.

I could probably get him for office harassment for the comment about how slutty I looked, but I didn't really want to go through the trouble of looking for another job. I was lucky to get this one to begin with. Besides, a white blouse and black skirt could hardly be considered slutty. I wondered how often the man thought of me when he touched himself.

"Drinks?" Steve asked at the end of the day that wouldn't end.

"It's Wednesday," I answered with an apologetic smile. "Rain check?"

The frown on his forehead intensified. "Are you still doing that?" he asked, the disapproval in his voice so heavy that I could smack him.

I didn't need to explain myself to him. "I'll see you tomorrow," I said, turning away.
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Wednesdays were the only days I had to leave the safety of the pleasure house to work elsewhere.

I changed into a too-expensive blue gown that was designed by a person whose name I couldn't pronounce and put on a mask that covered the top half of my face. The gown was skin-tight and accentuated my curves, hugging me at the chest to make my breasts seem larger than they were.

The material was incredibly comfortable and I couldn't help myself from rubbing my palm down my hips as I waited. A black sedan rolled to the side of the road at precisely eight thirty pm.

"Good evening, Marie."

"Evening, John."

And that was the end of our weekly conversation. John was young and horny. When he first picked me up for his boss, he asked about my rates and promptly shut up. He couldn't afford me. Most men couldn't afford me after Madame Violet decided to up my rates to ludicrous levels. Not that I was complaining. The clients kept coming.

There were rumors about me, especially after Matt started earning his millions and told his friends that I was the secret to his success. They'd have to go through Madam Violet first, of course, but the ones who were successful offered big money for a few hours with me.

Some of them didn't even want sex.

The wealthy men in my calendar wanted me for prosperity, believing I could bring them good luck like I did for Matt. Some of them even wanted to save me. It was ridiculous, but Madame Violet said the rumors were good for business. It was good for my bank account. I went from not knowing whether I had enough money for a meal, to not knowing what to do with my newfound fortune. I kept them all in my savings account.

Madame Violet had arranged this meeting for me after a year of getting... acquainted. Matt liked to show me his new office every time he upgraded and he paid three times my usual rate to take matters elsewhere. He offered more, but I refused. I knew him before he made the right investments, back when he was just a nobody.

I enjoyed his company even before he was successful. Sometimes, he would pay me just to bounce ideas off me, or to cuddle with me in bed. He was lonely, especially after his wife left him. That woman had been trying his best to weasel back into his life now, to no success. Thank god. She really did a number on him.

Now, he suffered no lack of companionship, but he didn't think their company was sincere. It was ironic, considering how he needed to pay for my company.

He was the only client I had who didn't wear a mask because... well... he wasn't ashamed.

An hour's drive later, we were at a mostly empty office building that was headquarters to the famous venture capitalist.

"Ms. Marie," the security guard nodded at me curtly.

"Hey, Cain. Doing well?" I asked.

"Good enough," he grinned as he walked me to the elevator.

"How're the babies?"

He stumbled a little in his step, still a little unused to calling them babies. They were expecting a baby. Singular. He regained his footing a moment later. "They're keeping my wife up at night," he said a little apologetically.

"The first few months are usually the hardest," I said softly. "I hear it gets better."

He shrugged.

"Did Matt leave at all since the last time I was here?" I asked.

He shrugged. "He spends all his nights here, as far as I know."

Matt had one of the floors converted into an apartment. Home away from home, he called it, though I suspected he slept there more often than the extravagant mansion he purchased with his first big check. He had only brought me there once, but didn't like how empty and large the place was.

The elevator door opened and I showed myself to his office. For a moment, he did nothing but sat there, engrossed in his work. Then, he looked up and his entire face brightened.

"Marie," he clambered from behind the desk, jumping over it and stepping over his documents in his haste to get to me. "Friday already?" he asked. His dexterity never failed to surprise me. He moved like some sort of wild animal, graceful and quick.

"Yes," I flashed him a real smile. He was one of the few people I could call my friend. "Friday already," I echoed and gasped when he gathered me into his strong arms. He was freakishly strong. I let him lift me off the floor and twirl me around like a long lost lover.

He kissed me, but it was a friendly kiss on the cheek and his nose bumped into my mask. "One of these days, you'll take that off for me," he said.

"And risk scaring you off with my disfigured face?" I gasped.

"It's what on the inside that counts," he said with a serious face. We both laughed a little at the worn out joke.

"Have you gone home at all, Matt?" I asked him quietly, noticing the wrinkles on his expensive suit. "You shouldn't spend all your time in the office. You need to go out occasionally, live a little."

"So much to do!" he breathed, a mocking little smirk tugging at his mouth. "And I am living a little. I'm spending time with you, aren't I?"

I narrowed my eyes at him in disapproval, though I knew he couldn't see it behind the mask. There were bags under his eyes, and fatigue lines on his skin. I cupped his cheek lovingly and he leaned into my palm. He turned his face and pressed a kiss there. Pleasant pulses sizzled down my skin, my nerves humming.

I smiled, and then pinched his cheeks to ruin the moment completely.

He cried out from the sharp pain and released me.

"Let's go to your 'home away from home'," I said, pulling him behind me. "I'm making you something that's not takeaway."

...

An hour later, we were having home cooked food that he complained was too bland, but only because he had been eating over-seasoned, unhealthy food for god knows how long. I made a few day's worth of meals to keep in the freezer while I was at it.

He insisted I didn't need to but he would always finish the food by the time I came for my weekly visits.

"Is anyone giving you any trouble, Marie?" he asked, fidgeting with the fork he had used to demolish the cake I bought.

"Of course not," I laughed, silently grateful that he had my Wednesday slots instead of Mondays. My bruises were sometimes still there on Mondays.

"Ever thought of retiring?" he asked. We had this conversation every other week. "I could-"

I stepped closer to him and covered his mouth with my hand. "Matt, I don't need saving," I reminded him gently.

He sighed. "I know. I just. You were there for me when I needed you... And I want to do something nice for you. The thought of you doing things you don't want for money makes me ill. And if it's just money, I have plenty of that now. I can... I mean, if you'll have me... I'd very much like to..."

I kissed him, if only so he'd stop stumbling over his words. He was a little dazed when we parted for breath and he led me lead him to the bedroom.

I gave him a gentle push to get him to sit down before straddling him beneath me. His eyes drank me in greedily and I kept my gaze on him as I pulled my gown to my waist.

"Would you like me to undress for you, Matt?" I asked, my breath heavy with lust, my heartbeat pounding in my ears.

"Yes," he gasped.

I entangled my tongue with his in a slow, sensual dance that filled me with an ever growing heat, leaving me breathless and wanting when I came up for air. "Would you like me to undress you?" The naked desire on his face ignited sparks low in my body and my flesh felt flushed. I trembled as I straddled him, my fingers shaking even as I reached behind me to unzip the dress, letting it fall around my waist. I wasn't wearing any underwear. I rarely did for jobs.

He shook his head. "I want you beneath me, squirming as I take you. I want to be inside you." His fingers cupped my breasts, his thumbs circling the tight bundle of nerves at my peak while he rose to draw me into a short, tender kiss.

I crawled away from him, allowing the dress to fall over the edge of the bed.

"Lie down," he instructed, his expression serious, his eyes heavy. I watched him stand beside the bed and undress.

"Can I help you, Matt?" I asked quietly. He has peculiar moods sometimes, where he wouldn't let me touch him at all until he was ready. I wondered if he was trying not to get too attached to me the same way I had been trying not to get too attached to him.

"Yes," he said and my hands were on his collar a heartbeat later, slowly undoing the buttons. I was on my knees on the edge of the bed, my breasts hanging heavily, nipples almost touching his chest. "Marie," he gasped and he was suddenly on top of me. Gone were the tenderness and gentle touches. Our hands scrambled together to rid him of his clothes.

I raked my ails across his scalp and the back of his neck to pull his lips to mine and he growled into my mouth as he rolled his hips forward, grinding his arousal against my core. I moaned into his mouth, tasting him everywhere. His tongue slid along mine sensuously before moving to explore deeper. The hunger in his kiss was as explosive as ever.

A week's worth of pent up sexual energy unleashed at me at once and he was suddenly inside me, slamming in so deep that I arched up to meet him halfway. My legs swung around him, holding him close, my fingers buried in his hair as I clung to him, wordlessly begging him to continue.

Our chests pressed solidly against each other, his hand curved over my back, holding me to him as he ground into me. His free hand cupped my breast and trailed over my hardened nipple and  I gasped against his lips. Somewhere in the back of my mind, I was astounded that his touch still elicited such an immediate and powerful response from me. With him, I felt like the inexperienced young girl just starting out in the business of carnal pleasures.

When he finally broke free from my lips, I drew in a desperate breath and arched closer to him, feeling the head of his cock press against my swollen clit as he pulled out to rub his slick cock over my folds.

"Matt," I gasped. He bowed his head and trailed hot kisses along my jaw and down the side of my throat. He paused, lingering beneath my jaw to murmured my name, warming the spot with his scorching breath. He nursed the pulse at my neck and suckled gently, not wanting to leave a bruise. He was too kind for pain, even the ones that had to do with pleasure.

My legs tightened around him, clutching his hard hips with my inner thighs and I arched against him, pushing my breasts harder against his hand. He squeezed gently, pulling back to memorize my reactions as he kneaded the pliable flesh.

"Matt, I need you inside me," I gasped. He pressed all the way in before pulling out with a surprised gasp. "What's wrong?"

"Condom," he said, red tinting his tanned cheeks. I licked my lips and blushed together with him. We should know better than to let our passions take over common sense. I nodded and watched him reach for the drawers by the bed to take out a condom. He ripped it open and rolled it on with a slight hiss.

I felt a growl vibrate up from his chest as he moved back on top of me. He slipped a finger inside me and I arched, my brain short circuiting at the acute pleasure.

"Matt!" I cried, grasping his wrists in my hands. His fingers curled and he smiled.

"You're so perfect, Marie," he whispered, slipping a second finger inside me.

I wrapped my fingers around his member, applying a soft pressure there that made him tremble. He was caught off-guard when I squeezed tight and tried to draw him inside me. His fingers pumped harder and faster into me as he rolled his hips forward to keep in contact with my hand. I squeezed again and his lips drew back to suck in a desperate, ragged breath.

He was looking at me with such desperate, wanting love in his gaze that I couldn't bear it. I pulled his lips to mind and buried the tightness in my chest in a passionate kiss, ravishing his mouth.

His fingers pulled free from my trembling heat and with a quick, sharp thrust, he was buried to the hilt inside of me.

The kiss broke as we both released long, throaty moans and our hips began moving together in a familiar, blissful dance. His fingers tangled in my hair and pulled my head back, offering my neck to him. He kissed the pulse of my heartbeat, tongue licking up the steady thump of my erratic heart as his free hand grasped my buttocks, tilting me up to meet him thrust for thrust.

I gasped and locked my ankles behind im as he moved, feeling the overwhelming sensation of his throbbing cock inside me, stretching me. He kissed my throat feverishly, trailing hot kisses all the way to my lips, then further up, nudging the mask away with his nose.

"Matt," I reprimanded softly, and he stopped, looking more than a little forlorn.

"One of these days," he swore.

"Horribly, horribly disfigured," I tried to joke.

"I love you anyways," he said, his lips covering mine instantly afterwards, not wanting to hear my response or lack thereof.
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