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​Disclaimer

This book contains sexually explicit content intended for adults only. The stories explore themes such as consensual domination and submission, erotic humiliation, power fantasies, public sex, symbolic punishments, authority dynamics, and relationships charged with emotional and physical tension.

Genres represented include BDSM, dark romance, workplace and academic erotica, female/female (F/F) relationships, and situations involving psychological or physical control. Topics such as desire, insecurity, roleplay, obedience, moral ambiguity, and the power of vulnerability are also explored.

All characters depicted are over the age of 18, and all relationships and practices occur within a framework of mutual and informed consent, as appropriate to the realm of erotic fiction.

These stories are intended for an adult audience seeking to explore different facets of eroticism, with direct language, intense scenarios, and a focus on surrender, control, and pleasure as forms of connection.

Reader discretion is advised.
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​Chapter 1 – Office of Pleasure
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The city sky still held that golden hue of early morning as Leo arrived at the glass building marked “Real Estate.” He was nervous—but also excited. This was his first internship, and although he didn’t know much about the real estate world, he had been told that this position could open doors... at least, that’s what they’d said at university.

He wore a fitted white shirt that showed off his slim but athletic build, and gray trousers carefully ironed. His smooth, clean-shaven face gave him a boyish look that contrasted with his clear, intense blue eyes—eyes that seemed to hide something deeper.

As he stepped into the lobby, he was greeted by a red-haired woman with a confident smile, red heels, and black-rimmed glasses that gave her a professional look—but not a cold one. Her name was Sophie, and she was the personal assistant to the director.

“Leo Smith?” she asked, giving him a shameless look up and down. “Right on time. Follow me. Ms. Anna is expecting you.”

Leo swallowed hard. “Ms. Anna.” That didn’t sound like just any boss.

He followed her through a glass hallway where several sleek offices could be seen inside—minimalist furniture, muted tones. But when they reached the last door, something changed. The director’s office had no glass walls. It was dark wood, solid, with no windows in sight. Sophie knocked gently twice and opened the door without waiting for a response.

“Go ahead,” she said with a half-smile. “Good luck.”

Leo stepped inside.

The first thing he noticed was the faint scent of expensive perfume—sweet and enveloping. And then... he saw her.

Anna stood by the large window, her back to him. She wore a fitted executive-style black dress that hugged her body like a second skin. The fabric emphasized her voluptuous figure: a narrow waist, wide hips, and a perfectly shaped ass that defied logic. Her posture—hands clasped behind her back—radiated authority. Confidence. Power.

“Leo?” she asked, still not turning around.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied firmly, though inside, his heart pounded.

Anna turned slowly and looked at him. Her gaze was sharp, her dark eyes calm and unhurried. She examined him like she was evaluating more than a résumé.

“You’re young,” she remarked, with the slightest of smiles.

“I’m twenty, Mistress. Third-year student.”

“And you came here because you want to learn... or because someone told you this place is special?”

Leo didn’t know what to say.

Anna walked to her desk and sat down, crossing her legs gracefully. The movement made her dress stretch tighter over her curves. He tried to keep his eyes on her face, but something deep down told him this wasn’t just a normal interview.

“I like people who are punctual, obedient, and ambitious,” Anna said, picking up a folder and leafing through it. “But here, that’s not enough. I need more... commitment. Absolute loyalty.”

Leo nodded, not entirely sure what she meant.

“Sophie told me about you when she saw your photo on the application,” she added, eyeing him again with intensity. “She said you were handsome. And that you looked very... trainable.”

Leo stayed silent. He could feel the temperature rising—or maybe it was just his own body responding.

“There’s one rule in this office, Leo,” Anna said, leaning forward, elbows on the desk, fingers interlaced. “Obedience is not optional. If you want to stay... you’ll have to prove to me that you can follow orders.”

He swallowed again. Something stirred inside him. He didn’t know why, but this woman filled him with a mixture of fear, fascination... and something else he didn’t dare name.

Anna stood and walked toward him. She stopped just inches away—close enough for Leo to feel her perfume and the heat of her body. She brushed his cheek with the back of her hand, almost tenderly.

“Are you willing, Leo?”

He looked at her, not entirely sure what he was agreeing to—but completely hypnotized.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Anna smiled. For the first time—fully.

“Good... then you’ll start tomorrow. But first, I want to run a small loyalty test.”

She turned, returned to her desk, and picked up her phone. Pressing a button, she said:

“Sophie, don’t disturb me for the next twenty minutes.”

“Yes, Mistress,” came the voice from the speaker, with an almost conspiratorial tone.

Anna looked up at Leo and motioned with her hand.

“Close the door. Lock it.”

And just like that... the game began.

Leo did exactly as she asked, locking the door behind him. The soft click of the latch echoed through the office like an omen. His hands trembled slightly—not from fear, but from something deeper. Something primal.

Anna had settled back into her sleek black leather chair—elegant and commanding. She crossed her legs slowly and watched him like a lioness deciding when to start toying with her prey. The silence in the room—heavy, thick—was broken only by the distant hum of the air conditioning.

“Come closer,” she ordered, her voice soft but firm.

Leo stepped forward until he was standing right in front of her desk. Anna narrowed her eyes and looked him over, inch by inch.

“Take off your jacket.”

Leo obeyed.

“Now the tie. Slowly.”

Each command stripped him not only of clothing—but of control. Anna enjoyed it. There was something delicious about watching the young ones surrender, bit by bit. Not out of obligation. But out of desire.

“You’ve got a nice body... lean, but defined. And obedient. I like that.”

Leo said nothing. He simply looked at her—expectant, aroused, confused.

—Here in “Real Estate,” said Anna, leaning back in her chair, “the rules are different. I’m the absolute authority. It doesn’t matter what your contract says or what they teach at university. Here, you belong to me.”

She stood up, walked around the desk, and stopped behind him. Leo could feel her presence without needing to see her. The scent of her perfume, the sound of her heels, the subtle graze of her nails against his neck.

“When I close this door, normal hierarchies disappear. I’m not your boss... I’m your owner. And you’re mine. Do you understand?”

Leo nodded.

“Say it out loud.”

“I’m yours, Mistress.”

Anna smiled.

“That’s what I like to hear.”

She moved closer. Much closer. Her hands slid down Leo’s chest slowly until they reached his belt.

“I’m going to give you one chance, Leo. Just one. If you pass this test... you get to stay. But let me warn you,” she whispered in his ear, “I don’t tolerate disobedience. I don’t tolerate hesitation. And above all, I don’t tolerate a man thinking he can hide his shame from me.”

Anna walked around him and sat on the edge of her desk, right in front of him. She crossed her legs, letting her skirt ride up just enough to reveal her toned, dark thighs. Then, she pointed to the floor with her finger.

“On your knees.”

Leo knelt down slowly, never taking his eyes off her.

Anna stared at him. Her eyes were a mix of fire and control. A woman who didn’t ask—she commanded, decided, dominated.

“Good,” she said at last. “From now on, you will refer to me as ‘Mistress Anna.’ And you’ll only speak when I allow it. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Anna.”

“Perfect.”

Then she leaned toward him, her smile full of malice and promise.

“Now let’s see if you’re worthy of this position...”

“Come closer... and lick my pussy.”

“Yes, Mistress Anna.”

Anna settled on the edge of the desk, legs wide open, her gaze sharp as a blade. Leo moved forward without hesitation and began licking her sex through the thin red fabric of her panties. She grabbed his hair with near-violent force, shoving his face against her crotch.

“You’re filth,” Anna spat on his face. “I’m going to humiliate you like every man deserves.”

Leo wasn’t sure how he’d ended up in that position, but part of him surrendered to the pleasure. The strong, humid scent of Anna’s crotch was overwhelming, almost intoxicating. He had never seen an ass so big, so commanding...

Once her panties were soaked with saliva, Anna lifted one of her heels and pressed it firmly against Leo’s chest, then shoved him backward until he fell on the floor.

“Bitch... lick my pussy properly.”

She slowly took off her panties, holding them by a single finger.

“Come here. Now.”

Leo crawled toward her like an obedient animal. As soon as he reached her, his lips tasted Anna’s juices—hot, salty, alive. She spat out the panties and, without warning, shoved them halfway into his ass, letting them hang like a mark of ownership.

“Stick your tongue in. Deeper.”

She spit on his face again and slapped him sharply before forcing his head against her soaked flesh, smothering him.

“Now, lick my feet.”

As she spoke, she picked up her phone and dialed a number.

Leo obeyed, lowering his face to Anna’s high heels and licking her feet with devotion.

“Lick them properly, bitch,” she ordered as the call rang.

“Hi, honey... how are you?”

“Yes, still at work, you know... the usual.”

“Mhm... just calling to say I’ll be home late tonight,” she said, letting a strand of saliva fall onto Leo’s face.

“Yes, sweetheart. You can wait for me if you’d like.”

“Okay. Kisses.”

Anna hung up, switching feet so Leo could continue. He licked between her toes, trying to taste every inch. He was utterly humiliated, but his erection was impossible to hide.

“Get on all fours,” she commanded.

Leo obeyed. She took off her heels and placed them on his back with disdain.

“Now... suck.”

She brought her bare feet to his face, forcing him to take her toes into his mouth. Leo licked between each one, tasting her thoroughly as his arousal spiraled out of control.

“Look at that... your little dick is hard,” Anna mocked, eyeing his erection with contempt.

She walked over and lightly kicked his cock, as if touching something pathetic.

“You are not allowed to cum until I say so. Understood?”

She spat on his balls and then gently caressed them with her feet, toying cruelly with the contrast.

“Yes, Mistress Anna...” Leo murmured, caught between pain and pleasure.

“Lie on your back,” she ordered.

Leo lay down. She lifted her skirt, revealing her monumental ass, and sat on his face. Meanwhile, she stared at his throbbing cock, stroking it mockingly with her toes.

“Don’t you dare cum without my permission, or you’ll find out what punishment really means.”

Without warning, she kicked his balls and burst out laughing.

“That’s how I like them... submissive.”

Leo licked her asshole, trapped between Anna’s cheeks, barely able to breathe, lost in her scent, her taste—overwhelmed. He was about to explode. He could feel himself coming undone. But then...

“See you tomorrow. Be at work. Sofia will give you the instructions.”

Anna stood up with elegance, picked up the panties she had left wedged in Leo’s ass, and put them on as if nothing had happened.
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