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​​Three books, three women, and their desperate need to be loved and used by their superiors. This bundle includes:

Shameless Desperate Whore Secretary

Hailey is helplessly, hopelessly in love with her boss. She has been holding a torch for him for the past five years and it's ruining her life. She can't look at any of the men she's trying to date without comparing them to Julian and thinking about how her boss is just better in every way. Julian has more kissable lips, broader shoulders, softer hair, varied vocabulary, better manners... the list goes on and on. It certainly doesn't help that he is somehow able to be kind towards her while also not realizing she exists. It's torture.

There's only one thing to do.

She has to distance herself from him, which means she should find a different job. Except she can't bring herself to quit.

So, she comes up with a terrible plan to get herself fired so she can finally move on. First, she goes to a fetish club and finds herself a Dom willing to help her because if her life is going to implode, she might as well do it in the most spectacular way possible. The Dom will help her with shedding her restraints, taking off her clothes one by one until she's surrendering her all to him. He starts her with something simple, taking off her jacket at first, and then her underwear... revealing more and more skin until she is not wearing anything at all.

Things only get more complicated from there.

Julian Rachmiel knows that he shouldn't fall for his secretary, no matter how alluring she is. He has a history of ruining all the relationships he has ever been in. It's terrible because she's the best secretary he has ever hired and he's gone through many. He knows she likes him the same way he knows he's not good for her. She's too young for him, too innocent, too inexperienced, too everything. But he can't keep his mind off her. He sees her in his atrocious jacket and thinks of bending her over the desk and spanking her.

But when he finally succumbs to his carnal desires, she utters a soft, "Please, Sir."

He stops, thinking he has done something inexcusable. This is it. She's going to run out and he'll never see her again.

The last thing he expects her to say following that is, "More."

Available Here

Whore Available for Public Use

Shelby is office property. That means she's hired specifically for public use- office use. She spends most of her time waiting to be used together with her colleague, Jenny, who is much better at the job than she is. Jenny comes to work dressed to the nines and then swiftly removes all of that, giving everyone a good show as she waltzes into her assigned cubicle, the transparent walls ensuring the show doesn’t have to end.

Shelby's part is much less glamorous. She works in the dingy basement with a single noisy air-conditioning unit to keep her company. While she technically has the same role that Jenny plays, she is assigned a comfortable little box and a character that she's' supposed to roleplay.

For a job that's supposed to be as exciting as it is perverse, it's mind-numbingly boring. Sometimes, there would be days before someone comes down to see her and her schedule is left glaringly empty.

Well, she's tired of playing second fiddle to Jenny. She's going to step up her game and get people to come down here, even if it means breaking all the terms of her contract and risking getting fired.

Available Here

Fall Hopelessly in Love

Allison is a transcriptionist bored out of her mind, so when she is offered the job of a secretary to a well-known author, she leaps at it without reading the fine print. She didn't know she was agreeing to moving to a different state and into a mansion!

The increase in salary is significant, and room and board are all included, so it is a win-win for her, especially when she sees the handsome man she would be spending the majority of her time with. Dalquiel - You will address me as Mr. James. I prefer to keep our relationship strictly professional - is a good employer. It helps that he is so easy on the eye, considering that they are going to be spending so much time in each other's presence.

There are secrets abound in the mansion that she is insistent on keeping away from. After all, she finally has her life in order. There's a young nephew who has been kicked out of three schools, a housekeeper who thinks their employer's business is failing and fears the mansion is going to be put up for sale, and a woman who is adamant that Mr. James and her are meant to be and makes it clear that Allison is 'just staff'.

Will she be able to keep her own rule on not getting involved in the business of others, or will she find herself trapped in the mystery that has wrapped itself around her like a second skin?

Available Here
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Hailey is helplessly, hopelessly in love with her boss. She has been holding a torch for him for the past five years and it's ruining her life. She can't look at any of the men she's trying to date without comparing them to Julian and thinking about how her boss is just better in every way. Julian has more kissable lips, broader shoulders, softer hair, varied vocabulary, better manners... the list goes on and on. It certainly doesn't help that he is somehow able to be kind towards her while also not realizing she exists. It's torture.

There's only one thing to do.

She has to distance herself from him, which means she should find a different job. Except she can't bring herself to quit.

So, she comes up with a terrible plan to get herself fired so she can finally move on. First, she goes to a fetish club and finds herself a Dom willing to help her because if her life is going to implode, she might as well do it in the most spectacular way possible. The Dom will help her with shedding her restraints, taking off her clothes one by one until she's surrendering her all to him. He starts her with something simple, taking off her jacket at first, and then her underwear... revealing more and more skin until she is not wearing anything at all.

Things only get more complicated from there.

Julian Rachmiel knows that he shouldn't fall for his secretary, no matter how alluring she is. He has a history of ruining all the relationships he has ever been in. It's terrible because she's the best secretary he has ever hired and he's gone through many. He knows she likes him the same way he knows he's not good for her. She's too young for him, too innocent, too inexperienced, too everything. But he can't keep his mind off her. He sees her in his atrocious jacket and thinks of bending her over the desk and spanking her.

But when he finally succumbs to his carnal desires, she utters a soft, "Please, Sir."

He stops, thinking he has done something inexcusable. This is it. She's going to run out and he'll never see her again.

The last thing he expects her to say following that is, "More."

...

​​​​​​​
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"I've made several notes to the ones you've printed last month, Hailey," he draws her name out. He's in a mood, the kind that electrifies the air and makes her feel... things. She doesn't understand why because he hasn't had to meet with anyone who's capable of raising his hackles that week yet.

She lets her eyes follow the line of her hand where he's gesturing on the filing cabinet, a behemoth of a thing with files that are too sensitive to be stored electronically. It would require bending. She'd have to be careful not to flash him. The thought shouldn't make her blush, shouldn't make heat rush between her legs, but it does.

"Of course, Sir," she says.

She can feel his eyes on her as she drops to her knees by the table, sliding the cabinet door open so she can search for the file. She remembers printing it out and compiling it in a file for him some time last month, but she doesn't remember what color file she had put it in. It's not one of the projects that would require more than a second's glance and she doesn't understand what Mr. Julian needs it for.

"It might be further back," he says.

The filing cabinet has a broken latch at the side, which means she'll have to climb in through the adjacent door to get in. He is definitely staring at her now and she allows herself more than a second to consider that he may be admiring her. She chews on her bottom lip and arches her back, knowing that she's putting herself on display like this. It sends a rush through her, a thrill that she hasn't felt in a very long time in his presence. She hasn't allowed herself to feel this way.

She can't see very well with her head stuffed among thick files like this, but she keeps on her hands and knees as she reaches for a while in the back, knowing that when she leans forward a little bit more, her skirt would hike up and he'll be able to see more of her leg, maybe even the fact that she's not wearing any underwear.

She gasps when she feels hands on her hips suddenly, touching her in a very inappropriate place, and then her breath hitches even more when her skirt is tugged up, exposing her naked ass.

"Sir," she gasps.

He doesn't respond, but his hands don't leave her body either, powerful fingers wrapping around her hips. She can hear his inhales deepening, like he's holding himself back from doing more.

She waits for the outrage, the reprimand, waits for him to ask her if she's gone insane, coming into work dressed like this, but the words never come. She fights with every ounce of her willpower not to wiggle her hips or lean into his touch, staying absolutely still as he cups her ass, and then rubs her soft flesh with his course, calloused fingers.

In her fantasies, she had imagined his fingers as soft, but it makes sense for his fingers to be as calloused as they are. When he's not here in the office, he's down in the workshop and science department, testing out prototypes and telling them on things to improve on. She doesn't join him there because she has no idea what goes on half the time and the people at the department are a little bit... pushy.

There's a moment of stillness where neither of them takes a single breath at all.
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​Chapter One: ​​Personal Assistant
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"He's really handsome, isn't he?" Candy hums.

Hailey lets out a forlorn sigh, resting her chin on intertwined fingers as she stares at her boss through the glass window. "It's really unfair how pretty he is," she agrees. Once upon a time, she couldn't say that without feeling a pang of pain through her heart.

She had confessed her feelings to him years ago, only to be rejected.

She side-eyes the young woman beside her. "Shouldn't you be out running errands?" she asks because she had given her some tasks that morning, none of which have been completed. She has a backup plan for that, of course, which consists mostly of her doing all those tasks herself. It's a plan she would prefer to avoid, but is looking more inevitable with every passing minute.

Candy is an intern that she is supposed to be training and she has only been in the office for half a day, the half counting the interview from the day before.

It is frustratingly hard to get Candy to do anything. She seems completely intent on gawking at her- at their boss. To be fair, she does a lot of that herself, but she does it in her own time, after she's finished with her responsibilities.

Candy waves a hand at her and says. "I've got time. I'll just order delivery later."

Hailey sends her gaze skywards and counts backwards from ten. She really wishes Leda would stop thinking with his dick when he's hiring interns, but she supposes him thinking with his dick was what gave her the job in the first place.

He keeps sending these pretty airheads up to the main office only to give her the dirty work of breaking it to them that they're really not qualified. It's ridiculous how unqualified for their jobs these interns are, considering most of their responsibilities are just running basic errands for the first month just to see how good they are with completing legwork.

"Have you taken our colleagues' dietary requirements into consideration in your delivery order?" she asks, knowing full well Candy hasn't even looked at the orders that she gave her that morning. "There are certain restaurants that we partner with to ready our meals. Today's meals is one of those and you are only required to pick them up." They could just as easily pay a little extra in order to have the food sent up, but experience has taught Hailey that the restaurant tends to be remarkably busy come lunch time and the employee turnover there is high enough that they often forget to train them for that particular task. "Unfortunately, this is the third time you've ignored a clear instruction, which means it's time for you to pack up and leave," she says.

Candy looks dumbstruck at the beginning of her speech, and then her expression shifts to one of betrayal. It always surprises the interns when she fires them because they seem to be under the impression that they're friends. She's friendly with the newcomers, but she's not their friend. That would require more than a week. Candy seems to think they share a sort of comradery because they're both in love with their boss. She is hopelessly head over heels for their boss, she can't deny that, but when it comes to the work, she is nothing if not completely professional.

She takes pride in her impeccable work ethics.

"Please hand over your id before you leave. If you require any additional details, don't hesitate to contact HR."

Mr. Leda is Head of Hiring and Human Resources and he appears to suffer from some sort of split personality disorder because the Mr. Leda who hired her isn't the same man who deals with people who are dumb enough to attempt to leak company information to their competitors. She's seen him make a grown man sob and then confess to everything, including the time he stole his neighbor's toy when he was five-years-old. It's kind of hot.

Then again, she's pretty sure Candy is close to crying too.

She wonders if it makes her a terrible person for being kind of proud of that accomplishment. Candy is hardly the first intern she's had to fire for being incompetent, but she's the first one who didn't make it past a day.

It's terrible, but also pretty amazing.

"You can't- you can't fire me! You're just a secretary," Candy blurts.

Funny how that works. "And you're just the intern," she reminds the younger woman. It doesn't matter how pretty she is if she isn't willing to put in the work. "Please don't make a fuss. You've only been here a day and I would hate to call security," she says. She has done it before and it's never pretty. Candy looks like she's gearing herself up for a fight and is actually contemplating pulling up a fuss to get security involved, so Hailey continues talking. "I know it wasn't easy getting this job and I'm sure you won't have a problem finding alternative sources of income. In the meantime, I would suggest taking up part time work, or applying for temp positions where you can figure out what kind of work you would like to settle on. It's common for your first job to not be the right fit and it's absolutely fine for your profession to be different from degree that you graduated in. Like I said, you can talk to the people over at our Human Resources department if you need any help with your resume. You will be paid today's wage as well," she continues on and on, standing up and guiding the young woman to the elevator, deliberately overwhelming her with all the different programs that she should look into once she leaves the building.

She walks Candy down to the fourteenth floor, where the PR department is, and takes the opportunity to pick up lunch for the staff as well as put in an application for Leda to hire someone else.

"Someone competent, please," she murmurs helplessly to the older man, who only grins at her with all his teeth.

"I'll try my best, love," he says with an exaggerated wink.

Then, she's back in the office, staring wistfully at Mr. Julian, who's still hard at work, his silver-blue eyes focused wholly on the computer screen in front of him. Her heartbeat speeds up just by watching him do absolutely nothing.

He had taken off his vest, revealing the snug black t-shirt underneath that hugs tightly to his muscles. For a man in his mid-forties, he is remarkably fit.

The fact that he's still single and has remained single over the five years she had been working here baffles her.

Mist forms in front of the glass pane separating their offices and she leans back hastily, not wanting him to notice how she's creepily drooling after him. It wasn't just that thin layer of glass that keeps her apart from him. It's the undeniable truth that he is completely and utterly uninterested in her. Some days, she wonders if he even realizes she's there.

Her job puts her in his periphery, catering to his every whim without getting in his way. She does her job best when she's not standing too close to him because her brain stops working altogether when she gets too close. She thinks of herself as an insignificant moth, fluttering close to the sun and completely aware that if she gets too close, she's going to be burned.

She has more self preservation than that.
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​Chapter Two: Seize Control
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Except she really, honestly, doesn't.

Vanilla sex used to be enough for her.

A lot of things used to be enough for her. Things were so much easier before she fell in love with someone so utterly unattainable. When she was young and had zero expectations, she would walk into a nightclub, let someone good looking buy her a few drinks and take her home. She supposes it only used to be easier because she didn't use to have expectations from her lovers. They're just handsome men whom she wanted to feel good with. She had been more carefree, more open. She knows how she looks, petite and pretty, young and untouched.

She makes older men feel like they're young again. She lets them relish in their strength,  their virility. Men liked touching her and she would let them, back then. They liked putting their hands on her thighs, their mouths to her neck, liked calling her 'Sweet girl' or whatever sweet nothings they enjoy whispering.

And she lets them. The ones that were good at it, she would return to for a while, until she grows tired of them and finds someone new.

She's older now and vanilla sex had gotten boring.

There's also the fact that she would think of Julian during vanilla sex and then work is just awkward the day after.

These days, she goes to Scar, the BDSM club that's far enough from the office that she can pretend she's someone else.

When she arrives, the doorman grins at her, "Are you finally going to play, Hailey?" he asks as he checks her ID.

She flushes, annoyed that he knows she has only been observing so far. "I haven't found the right Dom yet," she says, but that's not quite true. She would be lying if she said she didn't wish Julian was here too, though maybe that's the push she needs, seeing him with another woman.

She remembers the last time she had come in here. She had been prepared for edgy black and red décor with heavy metal music playing, but there's comfortable dark grey and blue furniture and soft classical tunes.

The coat checker takes her jacket and gives her to complementary mask that's meant to be thrown away when she's ready to leave. Confidentiality is a big thing here. She ties the butterfly eye mask around her head and heads towards the bar to indulge in an overpriced drink. The club isn't too busy, but then, the night is still young.

She doesn't spend too much time here. The door fee alone was is a good hundred dollars, and that's Danny being kind to her because she looks young. She had seen a man who had come before her pay at least three times that amount, handing over several hundred-dollar bills. She wonders if it's cheaper because she's only watching. At least for now. She isn't sure about participating yet and that has nothing to do with how she is worried about comparing the men, the Doms to Julian.

The things they do here is intense and it makes her mouth go dry and her body grow warm all over when she looks at them, but she doesn't think she's ready to participate. She doesn't know if she'll ever be ready to submit to something so absolute, to put her trust in a single man to know exactly what to do with her.

Maybe she'll be able to if it's Julian.

She shakes her head. She's here to forget about him, to distract herself from those thoughts that goes nowhere.

There are various rooms for her to explore, the open curtains indicating there is still space for people to join in. Sometimes, the place gets so crowded that all the curtains are closed and she would have nothing to do but linger at the bar and enjoy her drink. Those days are fine too.

"Hello there, princess," murmurs a tall man when he sees her wandering down the hall without a Dom accompanying her. "Do you want to join me today?" he asks.

It's a bold invitation, one that is frankly a little insulting considering he didn't even bother buying her a drink first. "No, thank you," she says. "I'm just here to watch," she straightens. She had passed by a few displays already, a bound submissive being spanked by her Dominant and another being flogged.

"Aww, don't be like that," he say, stepping into her personal space. He must be new here.

"No means no," she reminds him primly. "If you don't even know that basic rule, maybe I should get security involved."

"How long do you think security would take to get here?" he asks, advancing forward, so close that she can smell the beer on his breath and has to take a step back to make some space between them.

"Take one more step forward and I'll scream," she says with more confidence than she feels. Her heart is beating wildly in her chest and the man in front of her is an imposing asshole, tall with broad shoulders and a handsome bottom half of a face that she can see under the mask. He seems like the kind of guy who's used to getting his way.

"Oh yeah? They'll probably think we're playing some sort of game," he grins. "You like playing hard to get, baby doll?"

"I said no," she repeats firmly, hand pressed against his chest. She pushes him as hard as she can, using the wall behind her to give herself more momentum, more strength to push him away.

He stumbles back, more from the shock of how hard she had pushed him, and she takes the opportunity to get away, slipping into one of the rooms with open curtains and then closing it behind her, seeing that it's reached it's five person limit.

There's a small stage in the room with a Saint Andrew's cross, bound to which is a woman with fiery red hair tied in a braid and curled in front of her. She's wearing a black bodice and g-string, leaving her back mostly bared for her Dom who's using a flogger on her back.

She moves further into the room, her heart still beating hard from the confrontation. She sinks into the only empty couch left in the room and takes a sip of the water by the side table.

There, she takes several more breaths and tries to enjoy the scene in front of her. The woman being flogged has her head bowed and she's letting out weak gasps every time her Dom draws back and strikes her skin. the The obvious trust between the duo on stage, the give and take, power and the pain, draws her in easily.

"Are you alright? You're looking rather pale."

She's pulled out of her thoughts by a smooth voice. She glances over at the man in the seat next to hers. There are three other spectators in the room with them, but their gazes are locked firmly on the front of the stage. "I'm fine," she says, taking another sip of the water.

"How old are you?"

She startles at the question. "That's none of your business," she says, crossing her arms over her chest, and then quickly unfolding them when she realizes that it's pulling attention on her breasts. She had been feeling a brave today and worn a dress with a low sweetheart neckline instead of her usual halter dress that covers more of her body.

"Danny has been known to let minors in just because they're attractive," he says.

"I'm twenty-five," she offers, thrown by the casual way he just called her attractive.

"I see," he practically purrs, tilting his head a little. "Are you here to watch or play today?"

"Depends," she says, pushing back a shiver at the intense look he's giving her.

"On what?"

"On whether I find someone I like enough to play with."

That makes him smile.

"I'm Hailey," she introduces herself before she realizes she should have used a fake name.

"Malik," he offers. "I assume you're here alone?"

She nods.

"Dom or sub?"

She's not sure if they should be having this conversation here, with the two still up on the stage. "Sub," she says, unable to imagine herself holding the whip. She would rather be the one tied up, offering complete control of other. She hesitates for a second before adding, "I've never done anything before." Full disclosure is important here. She's read the brochures that are strewn about tastefully. It's not just for her benefit. There are new people coming in here all the time, inexperienced Dominants and Submissives eager to scene for the first time, like the guy in the hallway.

She's just glad he hasn't followed her in here. That would be really awkward. She wonders if she could report the man for his indecent behavior. If there was a way for her to report him and if it would do anything.

Malik stands, the movement drawing her attention from the unpleasant man she had encountered earlier. He moves with the grace of a predator animal as he comes towards her. He sits next to her, arm thrown across the back of the couch behind her shoulders. She isn't sure if she should be leaning away or press against his front and beg to be swept away into the sunset.

"Anything here, or just any sex in general?" he asks, his voice softer now, gentler. It makes her want to melt into his arms, but she stays stubbornly where she is.

"I've had sex," she says. Just none of the interesting sort, she adds in her head.

Amusement draws the corner of his lips up. "I see," he says. "Have you done any research?"

"I've been coming here often," she tells him. "I read the pamphlets they have out here too, and the books that the guy um. Mitchell? Recommended to me when I first came in here." She nods towards the stage, "I know he's using a backhand stroke and that the flogger's made of buffalo, which means she's been doing this a while and they've worked their way up."

"I would hope so. Unfortunately, there is no lack of irresponsible Doms here.... Is flogging something you would be interested in?"

"Perhaps not my first time," she says, licking her lips. The thought of leather hitting her skin, leaving marks on her pale and otherwise unmarred flesh makes her mouth go dry. Maybe after she's tried something less challenging. She doesn't think she would be opposed to a spanking. She has fantasized about Julian's hand on her ass, cupping her soft flesh and then bringing the palm of his hand down on her as he bends her over his thigh several times.

"What would you like, then, for your first time?" he asks, hand resting on her shoulder, a warm, grounding weight to remind her where she is and what her purpose here is.

Biting her lower lip, she lets out a shaky breath. "I think... instructions would be a good start. Something... interesting," she is thinking on her feet, but it is something she has been pondering about over the past several weeks... months... Maybe even years. It's different and new and distracting. She wants something to distract her.

She hasn't been able to stop thinking about Julian and it's taking over her life.

"I'm trying to get fired from my job," she blurts, her mouth moving faster than her brain. "I'm like, disgustingly in love with my boss and I can't bring myself to quit, but if I do something unforgivable, then he'll have to fire me and then I can move on."

Even through the small hole cuttings on the mask, she can tell that he's taken aback. "That's really... convoluted," he settles for saying and she's kind of glad he didn't say 'crazy' because that's how she's been feeling, honestly.

"It's kinda insane," she admits and waves at him lightly. "I'm sorry. I'm just unloading on you and we don't even know each other."

"Let's start at the beginning. You want instructions?" he says mildly and she's left wondering what kind of crazies he has been dealing with that he doesn't even blink at all the baggage she had just unloaded on him.

"Yeah," she says.

"Something that would get you in trouble with your boss, but wouldn't interfere with your work?" he suggests gently.

She nods. "Is that part of domming too? I know some people aren't into that and only want like... stuff they do here, and then forget all about it after. If it's not something you want, you don't have to force yourself to accommodate me. I know I'm being ridiculous."

His thumb trails over her collarbone. "Hardly," he hums. "You're offering to surrender to me in your daily life. Most would keep their fetishes confined to the space here," he gestures around them. "And return to their lives as if this were not a part of who they are. What you're offering me is a big responsibility, my dear. Are you sure you want that?"

She drags in a sharp gasp like she has been holding her breath and her words come out hurried and breathy. "Yeah, that's- that's what I want, if you will give it to me. We can start... start small, but I want someone to take over the reins and be in charge. I want them to control... everything," she says. Her face is burning, but he's looking at her so intensely that she can't bring herself to regret saying any of the words out loud. "I'm tired of not being seen. I just want... I want to be desired and... sexy."

He cups her jaw, thumb trailing over her bottom lip. "You don't need help being sexy," he says, voice dropping a few octaves, and the fire in her face takes over her body.

Before she can think of a better response than an embarrassed, "Thank you," she's distracted by the sight of the Dominant dropping his flogger up on the stage. He moves to unbind the woman, rubbing down her arms first before unlocking one leather cuff, and then the other. The movement looks practiced, intimate.

Hailey can't help but feel like she's intruding on a private moment, but she can't look away.

"You did so well," the man says, his voice dropping low as he pulls her from the cross. She's not even holding herself up anymore, just leaning into the cross, and then into his arms. She can see that the woman is trembling, but she's smiling at the praise, practically beaming. "You were perfect for me," he rumbles and she can't help but shiver at the utter devotion in his tone.

There's only two of them in the moment and everything is so soft, so perfect.

It's wonderful, but it's also slightly scary.

A man pulls her attention away when he comes into the room and moves towards them with clear intent. It is unexpected because the curtains are down and nobody is supposed to enter once it is.

For a split second, she thinks she's done something wrong and the stranger is coming in here to show her out, but the man leans in and whispers something in her companion's ear. Malik's face- or what she can see of his face, goes hard with irritation as he nods, and the other man must have sensed that irritation because he disappears as quickly as he came.

"Don't go anywhere, darling. I'll be right back," he says and leans in to press a kiss to the corner of her mouth, just shy of proper, and then he's gone.

She sinks back into the touch, feeling completely overwhelmed already. She feels like a virgin who had just been kissed for the first time even though it's far from the truth. She has kissed plenty of men, but no one like him. Not even close.

Somewhere beside her, the Dominant is feeding her sub little sips of water. "Slowly, love," he says, rubbing circles on her back for a while.
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