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Prologue
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In the quiet corners of desire, where power and surrender dance their eternal tango, there exists a world few dare to fully explore. A world where a woman’s command is absolute, where a man’s deepest cravings are laid bare and claimed without mercy. This is not mere fantasy—it is the exquisite reality of total submission, where every touch, every denial, every shattering release is an act of profound devotion.

These ten stories are born from that shadowed realm. They are intense, unapologetic, and deeply consensual. Here, dominance is not cruelty; it is worship. Submission is not weakness; it is freedom.

Welcome, dear reader, to Owned by Her Command.

Prepare to surrender.
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The Office Power Play
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The city skyline glittered like scattered diamonds beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows of the 42nd-floor corner office. Inside, the only light came from the soft desk lamp and the faint glow of the sleeping monitors. It was well past midnight, and the building was silent except for the low hum of the air conditioning.

Elena’s voice had cut through the intercom like a whip:  

“Mark. My office. Now.”

He hadn’t hesitated. He never did when she called.

Mark stepped inside and closed the heavy door behind him. The lock clicked with finality.

She stood behind her massive glass desk, arms crossed, one hip cocked. The black pencil skirt clung to her like liquid night, the silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to reveal the delicate edge of black lace. Her red-soled Louboutins gleamed under the lamp—sharp, expensive, commanding.

“You’ve been staring,” she said, her voice low, velvet over steel. “Every single board meeting. Every time I cross my legs under the table. I can feel your eyes burning holes through my skirt. I can practically hear your cock throbbing in those perfectly tailored pants.”

Mark’s mouth went dry. “I—”

“Don’t speak.” She moved around the desk with slow, deliberate grace. Her fingers curled into the knot of his tie and yanked hard. He stumbled forward and dropped to his knees before her without being told.

“Good boy.”

She hiked her skirt up inch by inch, revealing the black lace thong already soaked through. The scent of her arousal hit him—musky, intoxicating, impossible to resist.

“You want this so badly, don’t you?” She grabbed the back of his head, fingers tangling roughly in his hair. “Prove you’re worth my time. Eat me like your entire career depends on it.”

She pulled the lace aside and forced his mouth against her slick, swollen folds. Mark groaned into her as his tongue found her clit—hot, pulsing, demanding. Elena’s hips rolled forward, grinding shamelessly against his face, using his mouth like it was made for her pleasure alone.

Her free hand cracked across his cheek—sharp, stinging.

“Faster,” she hissed. “Deeper. Make me come, or I’ll make you regret it.”

He obeyed instantly, sucking her clit, plunging his tongue inside her, lapping at her like a man starved. Her breathing turned ragged. Her thighs trembled around his ears. Then she came—hard—flooding his tongue and chin with her release. She didn’t stop. She kept grinding, riding the aftershocks until a second, louder orgasm tore through her, her nails digging into his scalp as she held him pinned.

When she finally released him, Mark’s face was glistening, lips swollen, chest heaving.

Elena stepped back, wiped a glistening drop from his chin with her thumb, and pushed it between his lips.

“Clean it,” she ordered.

He sucked obediently, tasting her on his tongue.

She smiled—cold, triumphant. “Now bend over my desk.”

Mark rose on shaky legs and obeyed. She shoved his shirt up his back, yanked his trousers and boxers down in one brutal motion. His cock sprang free—painfully hard, leaking pre-cum onto the cool glass.

“Look at you,” she murmured, trailing a manicured nail down his spine. “So desperate. So pathetic.”

She opened a drawer. He heard the unmistakable sounds: the snap of a harness being adjusted, the squirt of lube, the soft clink of metal.

Her gloved fingers—cool, slick—pressed against his entrance.
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