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I inhaled sharply as I took the sight in front of me. My weapon of choice fell onto the carpet in a soft thud that was almost inaudible as my hands went to my lips and I stopped myself from shrieking in surprise.

There was a woman firmly secured on top of the table. She was completely naked and tied spreadeagle on a rectangular metal slab. Her wrists and ankles were tied firmly to each of the four edges with firm leather straps that allowed her to tense and pull her limbs back only enough for the viewers to see how much she was struggling not to scream. 

Her back was arched in response to the metal clamps on her nipples, giving her back a sort of tensed, but utterly beautiful curve. A dark leather strap hung from the ceiling and looped through the chain connecting the clamps on her nipples, further forcing her to remain arched upwards. 

She was not moaning because of how her nipples were being pulled, she was moaning because of the dildo that went in and out of her wet, glistening hole. A wet squelching noise accompanied the cylindrical object as it penetrated her over and over, disappearing and reappearing in a rhythm that was imprecise and unpredictable, preventing her from being able to ready herself for each insertion. 

I crossed my legs as I felt a tingle in my core and I watched, wide-eyed, as she threw back her head and moaned loudly, the sound echoing the a room that was both empty and full all at once. 

She could not see me due to the black blindfold covering her eyes and her moans were muffled by a brilliant red ball gag in her mouth. Trickles of saliva escaped from the edges of her open lips as she succumbed to the machine's intrusion to her body over and over.  

Goose bumps rose on my arms and I wondered what to do with these circumstances. Do I leave her in her distress, or do I set her free? Does she want to be set free? I was close enough to her now to see that she was trapped in an unbearable pleasure and her moans were that of wanting more.

"Ohhh..." she moaned as the machine brought the dildo deep into her and started twisting and turning. I felt a tingle between my legs and my heart hammered in my chest. I could see the clear pink flesh of her pussy lips sucking in the rubber dildo that had little bumps and curves on it. 

The more the machine twisted, the louder her moans became, building like a crescendo of an orchestra until she was all out of moans to give and collapsed back onto the metal slab. She twitched and spasmed in the aftermath of an intense orgasm.  

As she relaxed her back onto the slab, the clamps were pulled to the maximum length and tugged on her nipples. She cried out as her breasts were pulled upwards. 

The machine continued to tease her relentlessly despite the fact that she had reached her orgasm, twisting and turning, pulling and pushing, as if unsatisfied with her post-orgasm lethargy...
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"We're driving past LA busy streets, Cassandra. Wouldn't want to get in trouble now, would we?" he cautioned. I could smell the musky scent of sex on his hand and wondered if he was touching himself earlier. 

"Would you be quiet now?" he asked. 

I nodded and he took his hand from my lips. I looked down in time to hear the next ten-minute-beep and Andrew moving a metal chain close to my breasts. 

With startling precision and efficiency, he attached two metal nipple clamps to my nipples, pinching the flesh just underneath the tip of my breasts. He connected the metal clamps with a chain and tugged it slightly. 

"Mmff..." I moaned, pushing my breasts outwards to meet with the chain and clamps. 

Then, the stranger pulled the dildo from my folds and pressed it to my engorged clit. The electrifying sensation coursed through me and I was desperate for him to stop or continue all at once. He lowered his head between my legs and his lips captured my moist folds, lapping at my quivering flesh as he inhaled inwards.

His breath blew warm against my skin and he used two fingers to spread my outer lips as he pressed the dildo to my clit. 

I trashed and struggled against the bond and gyrated my hips to his mouth as much as I could. I wanted to feel more of the wonderful sensation that rippled through me. He dragged his tongue across my folds, then slid into me. 

I had never felt anything like the pleasure he was introducing to my body now. He pulled free from me abruptly and climbed into the table, straddling me. I felt a hard bump between my legs and realized that his erection was pressed against me. 

My pussy was wet and allowed him easy passage as he started to slide inside me. The head of his cock slid into me easily and I moaned. 

He felt nothing like the machine that he had introduced into my body earlier. His cock was thicker and stretched me wide open as he slowly pushed inside me. He pulled back and pushed a little deeper each time, fingers massaging my breasts just around the clamps. 

"Say my name," he ordered, delving deeper and deeper until I could feel the head of his cock almost near my cervix. 

"I don't know your name," I gasped, feeling my insides twist and the pressure inside me build. 

He pulled back and rammed back into me, deliberately stretching my inner walls with his manhood. I felt my insides being widened as he pushed deep inside me and I threw my head back and cried out in pleasure. I was so close. 

He pulled the clamps on my nipples, jolting me back to reality by the sudden pain. 

"Say my name, or you're not allowed to cum," he said. 
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"We've been here before, haven't we?" he continued, waiting impatiently as he leaned on his cane. 

I had never thought of Mr. Trevor as an attractive man. He was too muscular and too alpha. He was the type of guy who would marry a woman and demand she stay at home so he could take care of her. But right now, as he teased and taunted her, I felt my insides clenching and crossed my legs to hide my desire. 

"Yes," she said, wrapping her arms around herself. The crowd around her was waiting with their breaths held.

She gasped when Tommy, the burly bouncer, grabbed her by the waist and lifted her onto the betting table.

Her new position allowed us to see every inch of her naked body. She must be in her early twenties. Her skin was smooth and soft and her lips parted in a soft 'oh' that made her look even more desirable. She crossed her legs in embarrassment and had wrapped and arm around her breasts to cover her perky nipples. 

"Mary," Trevor's voice was a growl of warning that vibrated through the room.

She looked around and realized that she had captured the attention of every men and women in the casino. "What do I do?" she asked, her voice trembling as much as her fingers. 

"Turn around and open your legs wide," he ordered. 

She took a deep breath and turned around on all fours. 

"Lie down," he instructed. 

"Yes, sir," she whimpered, trembling in a mixture of fear and arousal. 

"Tie her wrists and ankles," he said, suddenly looking at me. My brain wouldn't focus and I started at him numbly. I felt like I was in a dream; everything was so surreal and unbelievable. He must have seen the apprehension in my eyes, since he repeated the instruction slowly.

My body surged into action and I quickly pulled the tablecloths we had hidden beneath the table and used it to tie her hands and feet to the edges of the table. It was surreal to feel such soft skin on my fingertips. I lingered on her ankles and had to be tougher, since she was fighting against me on my last knot. 

The last knot pulled her leg wide open and allowed everyone a perfect view of her dark red clit.  

I couldn't look away even if I wanted to. 

"Like what you see, Casey?" my boss asked, his voice a deep murmur that made me tremble. 

"Yes, sir," I replied honestly. 

He looked stunned for a moment, then quickly regained his composure. "You're going to enjoy the show, then," he said. 
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(Exhibitionism, Public Humiliation, BDSM)

Daisy Rose

Julia likes to believe she is a strong, confident woman. But when she finds out that Mason Fayle, her father's old friend and the source of her nightmares, is her new employer, her heart stops and all her fear of the imposing older man comes rushing back. 

She soon finds out that there is a different, far more captivating side to him that crumbles her confident exterior completely. She finds herself surrendering to his every demand and granting his every desire, no matter how obscene and humiliating.

Go on, take a look inside and join her as she dreams of ropes, whips, clamps, and a certain blue-eyed man.

[image: C:\Users\User\Documents\Miscellanous Writing\Kindle\Covers\PUBLISHED COVERS\Office Surrender.jpg]
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"Julia, did you know that you have a new boss?!" 

I glanced up at my sister sharply, startled by the note of triumph in her exclamation. Ginny loved it when she knew something before I did. She treated life like it was a competition. I was fine with letting her win although I wished she'd stop trying to compare everything to me. 

I was glad that she was the first to get married, though I wasn't sure how I felt about her marrying a man who has a twin brother. She liked it more when we have the same things in life. 

Not that there's anything wrong with the brother. I just wasn't sure if it was the right time for me to consider dating and settling down just yet. I was in the awkward part of my life where everything in it felt like little puzzle pieces that belonged to another set altogether.

"Where did you hear that from?" I asked, feigning ignorance. I had told her that a week ago, but she had been too busy with her wedding. It was just like her to suddenly remember while we were in the middle of taking off her ridiculously complicated wedding accessories. 

"Hold on. This is the last pin I need to get out," I said, taking hold of the butterfly monstrosity on her hair. She flinched slightly as I pulled out the last of the hairpins that had held her bridal coronet secure. The spray that the makeup artist had applied on her hair had all but solidified her golden wavy mane. The accessories felt like it was super glued on. 

"I heard about him from the man himself!" she declared. "Do you know that your new boss is Mason Fayle?" 

At the sound of his name, an acute feeling of fear gripped at my heart and I willed myself to calm down. I had spent the entire wedding dinner trying to avoid the older man. He was my father's best friend and seemed to think himself a guardian of sorts after my father passed away three months ago. He had been handling my father's estate and making sure everything was sorted and paid for. Ginny and I were grateful for his help, since we were clueless on what to do with what little money our father had left for us. We were very much pampered and knew it. 

I laid the coronet carefully in its box and said in a voice that quivered, "Of course I know who my new boss is. He had been in the office for week now." 

"Do you remember the last time we were at his home?" my sister whispered.

"Only in bits and pieces," I lied. I remembered every single vivid detail of breaking into his dungeon. "Do you?" I asked curiously, wondering how much she remembered. She had only been exposed to half of the things I was, but I knew Mason left an impression in her mind. 

She stared at my reflection on the mirror, her hazel eyes bright against the pale makeup and rosy cheeks. When I was younger, I had asked my father why we looked nothing alike even though we were twins. His reasoning that we weren't identical twins never satisfied me. It was unfair that she took all the good qualities for herself. I was a dark swan in comparison to her glowing beauty. 

"We were both a little drunk," she said with a giggle. "Daddy took us to the garden party that Mason was hosting in his mansion and we had a little too much of to drink. They should've paid better attention to us." 

"I remember that," I said with a soft smile. "The drinks were very good." 

She burst out laughing, then composed herself to make sure that none of her makeup would be messed up. 

Ginny and I had been eighteen-years-old. It was hard to believe that it had only been five years ago. 

We were twenty-three now and had a lot more experience and knowledge about carnal pleasures and the different kinks that people had, but Ginny and I were both too ignorant to realize what we had stumbled into when we first saw it.

During one of the impromptu speeches the host was giving, we managed to sneak into his mansion. It was rude, in retrospect, but we were tipsy from the amount of alcohol in our system and it felt like a fun exploration. We were giggling like two school children as we lost ourselves in the maze that was his home. It was a ridiculously large mansion with more doors than we could count, but we tried to do it anyways, giggling and laughing as we counted to fifty something doors that led to rooms without names. 

As we went deeper into his mansion, we started hearing moans coming from within. 

At first, we dismissed it as noises that most ancient buildings were capable of making, but the deeper we went into the mansion, the more clearly we could hear the moans. 

We exchanged looks and gulped, wondering if we should head back the way we came. Instead, curiosity drove us forward and we continued down the flight of stairs where the noise was coming from. The closer we got to the door, the louder the moans were. It was undeniably the sound of a woman in distress. 

Our pace were hurried and brisk even though we did not know where we were going. In the midst of her distressed moans, I felt as if there was pleasure, but I dared not suggest this to my sister. 

"We have to help her," she murmured, her bottom lip trembling in fear. 

I grasped her hand in mine and we walked towards the source of the voice together. Our palms were a little sweaty from fear, but we continued to hold onto each other tightly until we found a door that led to the voice. The door was opened slightly, which explained why noise could escape from beyond it. 

It was one of those giant wooden doors that reminded me of old castles and dungeons. 

"Why do you think it's unlocked?" my sister asked, hazel eyes bright and fearful. 

I gulped and grasped onto the knob with my free hand. "Only one way to find out." 

I pulled the door wide open to study what it hid. Beyond the cool wooden door was a staircase that spiraled into a whole new world. As soon as the door opened, the sounds of her moan became even clearer. It would be cruel to walk away now that we are this close to the source. 

The stairway was lit with dim lighting that lined either sides of the walls. It was wide enough only for two and I took the first step in. 

"This is how horror stories start, Julia. Maybe we should leave and get an adult," Ginny said, tugging my hand towards the other direction. 

"You were the one who said we needed to help her!" I retorted. 

"Well, that was before I saw how creepy this place was," she argued. 

"I'm going in with or without you," I said, crossing the thickly carpeted staircase. I looked make to see the dilemma in her eyes. She gulped and looked around in panic. "Come on!" I said, giving her hand a tug. 

To my surprise, she pulled her hand free from my grasp and cradled it to her chest. She shook her head as her eyes filled with tears. "I can't! It's too scary. I'm going to go get help!" 

"No!" I grasped her arm before she could turn away from me completely. "What if the others are in on it? What if she's getting tortured down there?"

"You read too many books, Julia! Maybe it's just a home theater system running downstairs," she reasoned. 

I rolled my eyes. "I'm going down. Keep watch here if you're so chicken."  

"No, don't!" she grabbed my wrist, "What if there is someone down there torturing her? You can't help her!" 

I looked around the room and grabbed a conveniently misplaced poker stick by the door. "There! Now I have a weapon. Keep watch here and um..." I checked my pocket to make sure I had brought my phone with me. The firm outline on my pocket confirmed it, "Give me a call if you see anybody coming down." 

She looked unsure, but nodded.

And I went down the stairs without her...
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I regretted my decision to come down the stairs alone the moment she closed the door behind me. The resounding click of the entrance sealing shut made the scene feel less like an adventure and more like a horror movie. I held the metal stick tightly in front of me like a weapon, using it to lead the way. 

The spiraling stairs made it so that I couldn't see what was ahead of me, which only compounded my fears. My heart pounded against my chests and goose bumps rose on the hairs of my arms. The only sound that drove me forward was the continuous moans of the desperate woman down the steps. 

It felt like an eternity before I finally reached the bottom of the staircase. The air here was cooler and more humid. Every exhale I took was accompanied by a vapor mist in front of my case and I took a deep breath to calm myself down. 

I had reached a dim room with little lighting, but seemed to span forever in its semi-darkness. Each side of the walls were lined with devices and objects that reminded me so much of torture devices. There was a long span of wall designated specifically for whips. I had never seen so many different types of whips before. There were heavy large leather whips with multiple strips and long thin ones that curled into a circle. There were even some that I recognized as horse whips.

Beyond that were paddles, handcuffs, metal chains, all types of ropes and leather, and things that I did not know the names of. I averted my eyes as a flush formed on my cheeks. The more time I spent here, the more unsure I was of whether I wanted to see what was ahead of me. 

As I continued to move past the devices and closer to the source of the moans, I realized that the walls were getting further and further apart. The room widened as I walked until it was vast enough to be more of a hall than a room. 

It was a space unlike any I had ever seen. The floor was lined with velvet ret carpet that held intricate designs and patterns. The light turned the floor into a deep red and my eyes followed the pattern until it pointed me to the middle of the hall, to the very source of the moans.

There was a metal slab in the middle of the room that moved as the person on top of it struggled to be free. 

I inhaled sharply as I took the sight in front of me. My weapon of choice fell onto the carpet in a soft thud that was almost inaudible as my hands went to my lips and I stopped myself from shrieking in surprise.

There was a woman firmly secured on top of the table. She was completely naked and tied spreadeagle on a rectangular metal slab. Her wrists and ankles were tied firmly to each of the four edges with firm leather straps that allowed her to tense and pull her limbs back only enough for the viewers to see how much she was struggling not to scream. 

Her back was arched in response to the metal clamps on her nipples, giving her a sort of tensed, but utterly beautiful curve. A dark leather hung from the ceiling and looped through the chain connecting the clamps on her nipples, further forcing her to remain arched upwards. 

She was not moaning because of how her nipples were being pulled, she was moaning because of the dildo that went in and out of her wet, glistening hole. A wet squelching noise accompanied the cylindrical object as it penetrated her over and over, disappearing and reappearing in a rhythm that was imprecise and unpredictable, preventing her from being able to ready herself from each insertion.

I crossed my legs as I felt a tingle in my core and I watched, wide-eyed, as she threw back her head and moaned loudly, the sound echoing the a room that was both empty and full all at once. 

She could not see me due to the black blindfold covering her eyes and her moans were muffled by a brilliant red ball gag in her mouth. Trickles of saliva escaped from the edges of her open lips as she succumbed to the machine's intrusion to her helpless body over and over.  
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