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

It also contains voyeuristic and public humiliation, public spanking, public gangbang, bdsm, ropes, blindfolds 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 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...

Get It Here
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"You're mine."

His voice echoed in my brain and I didn't realize he had pulled me to my feet until we were both standing. I stared at him in a daze.

"We aren't dating," I said.

"No," he answered firmly.

"Then I can't be yours," I said simply.

"You can, and you will," he said simply. "Lean over," he said.

I remained still in confusion, unsure of what he wanted from me. Impatient, he pushed me over until I was bowing, my face inches from the seat of his chair, my ass pointing towards the ceiling.

I heard the sound of him undoing his belt and bit my lower lip. I knew how to stop this. He gave me a safe word I could use. But I didn't want this to stop. I wanted- I wanted-

"Ah!" I gasped. The first blow from his belt sent fire over my ass. He gave me a second in a different place on my ass, but harder. I knew I was supposed to remain still, but the third stroke crisscrossed the previous two and I flinched and gasped open-mouthed for breath.

"Isn't this what you need?"

"Yes, sir," I panted.

"When I'm finished, you will kneel, kiss my feet, and thank me for giving it to you. Do you understand?"

The mere thought of it was enough to make me wetter. "Yes, sir."

"Good."

He raised his belt and brought it down on my ass several times in quick succession, not giving me time to recover from any blow. I couldn't help writhing under the assault, but I stayed in place, my hands gripping the sides of the couch so tightly that my knuckles were turning white.

I panted and gasped as he whipped me with his belt. My pussy was soaking wet despite the burning pain.

It was good that he stopped when he did. I wasn't sure if I could stay still any longer. Still, a whimper escaped my lips from the sudden loss of pain.

His fingertips ghosted over my flaming ass. I yelped, then pressed my lips together tightly. I was reminded that we were in his office. People could come in an investigate.

"Your ass is gorgeous," he said.

"Thank you, sir," I whispered.

"But it's even more beautiful if it's red," he said, rubbing the burning flesh with his hand.

I gulped. I couldn't endure any more.

Without warning, he spanked me again...
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Chapter 1*: Elevator Exhibitionism
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I have never been the type of girl who sparked up at the thought of an erotic adventure, something out of the ordinary. I was as vanilla as they came. Key word: was.

The thought of having sex with two men never appealed to me before. Or being tied up. Or blindfolded. Or humiliated in public.

And yet I had done all that in the span of a single evening with an absolute stranger taking charge, dominating my every move. Victor asked me to join him as an apology. He had mistaken me for a woman he was planning to indoctrinate into the mile high club during my flight and scared the living hell out of me when he walked into the toilet stall and started groping and fingering me.

I could claim that it was the shock that preventing me from fighting it off, but the truth was, I loved every minute of it. I loved how he took charge, muffling my cries with a hand on my lips as his fingers delved into my virgin pussy.

It was the same trembling desire that prompted me to agree to the dinner date. I couldn't stop my body from tingling after he had introduced me the delights of sex. I wanted more.

I licked my lips as I lost myself in the memory of being tied up with my hands over my head. I could still feel the phantom sensations of the ropes on my skin. Thankfully, the marks the bindings left behind were easily covered with long sleeves. My ankles were tied up as well, spreading my legs wide to give everyone a perfect view of my naked pussy.

My eyes were blindfolded and then the men were all over me. I still didn't know their names, let alone what they looked like. They touched and groped every part of my skin, awakening desires all through me. Before long, I was begging for them to fuck me but the gag in my mouth turned my words into moans.

The fact that I couldn't prepare myself as their hard, throbbing cocks entered my pussy and anal hole only intensified my pleasure. I was suspended in the air as strong arms held my legs up so that my feet never touched the ground. They thrust deep inside me, filling my holes with their seed and letting it spill from my holes only to let the emptiness be taken by another shortly after. When my wrists were finally untied, they penetrate my mouth as well.

The craziest thing was that I surrendered completely to the strangers in the restaurant with little hesitation. Sure, I had been uncertain in the beginning, but when the lips captured my nipples, pleasure overtook my senses and I was moaning and panting with the heat of my desires.

It was a night of pure, unadulterated lust and pleasure. One that I wasn't going to repeat again. The emptiness I felt after the euphoria wasn't worth it. I took a pill the next day even though I knew I wasn't ovulating, and then ate too much ice cream to try and wash away the emptiness in my heart.

It probably ruined me, somehow, losing my virginity to such perverted acts.

The man who did it to me as Victor Siegel, whom I later found out was the man behind the company. He was the founder and the CEO and a man I had never crossed paths with prior to that day, and one I hoped I wouldn't cross paths with again.

The way he had brought me home and made love to me gently confused me, to say the least. It seemed unlike him.

So engrossed in my thoughts that I scarcely noticed when the elevator jolted to an abrupt halt.

I did notice when all the lights went out.

"Oh, come on!" I cried. Getting stuck in an elevator during a power outage was nowhere on my to-do-list. Not today of all days. I had a flight to catch.

I was going on my second date with Oliver. Oliver was a dream catch. On our first date, he brought me to a zoo and then gave me a polite hug, careful not to cross any boundaries. He was a sharp contrast to Victor, who took me for all I had without so much as a 'May I?'.

Oliver waited for me at the hotel that night and I was immediately ashamed of what I had done. He deserved better than someone like me. I snuck into the hotel through the back door and pretended to be asleep so I didn't have to see him. I didn't know how I could face him. He brought me a bouquet of flowers that he left at the reception's desk.

"Damn," a voice muttered and I nearly shrieked in surprise. I hadn't known anyone else was in the elevator with me. Well, who could blame me? My thoughts were a million miles away.

I turned to face him, but he was mostly hidden in the shadows.

The quiet started to get to me and I started talking to fill the silence. "Of all the days to break down, it had to be the day I finished work early and took half a day off. Where are you headed to?" I asked, my voice escaping me faster than my brain.

"Hush."

His voice was a deep growl that was not completely unfamiliar.

I clamped up. He was abrupt in shushing me, but I didn't take offense to it. Maybe he was nervous, or claustrophobic? That would make him the unluckiest man alive right about now.

I was feeling a little nervous and was worried about missing my flight, but I had a few more hours to go. It shouldn't take that long to have the elevator fixed and running again. The countless horror movies I'd watched where the person trapped in an elevator tried to escape and was sliced bodily when the elevator started moving again came to mind.

I gulped and decided to stay exactly where I was. No heroics. I hoped he wasn't claustrophobic. It was bad enough that we were stuck in an elevator.

"Sorry," I said, then added in what  I hoped was a calming tone. "I'm sure we won't be here long."

I heard a sound and recognized it as him taking a few steps towards me. I backed away, trying to put as much space between us as I could.

"Are you scared?" I asked, trying to get him to put some space between us. "I think we should stand at our own corners so we don't accidentally bump into each other."

"Step into your corner then," he said.

I turned towards the voice. He was too close. "Look, just because we're stuck here, doesn't mean we should behave like animals."

"Don't you remember me?" His voice was a pleasant baritone that made my insides tremble.

"Should I? Are you in my department?" I asked. I mostly kept to myself. My work involved making sure all the machines were working properly. It rarely required talking to anyone.

"No." No pleasantness that time. He sounded like he was growling, like he had forced the word out through gritted teeth. Was he unhappy that I couldn't remember him?

"Look, I'm sorry but I don't think I-"

"Perhaps you'll remember me better if I tied you up."

My heart skipped a beat. Surely he wasn't there in the restaurant? It made no sense. There were only workers then. Victor had booked the entire place. "I- I don't know what you're talking about." Why didn't I take the stairs? It was only two floors down.

"Your pussy was very tight." His voice, low in the dark, was a rumbling baritone I could feel along my spine. I swallowed the lump in my throat. Did people talk? Shouldn't there be some sort of rule about that? Sudden fear gripped my heart. Had people taken pictures of that day? It couldn't be him.

Well, it could be anyone. I didn't know the name of any of the men who fucked me that night, except for Victor. "Look, I don't know what you're talking about okay?"
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