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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Look Inside Domination 4: Unchained Desires
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The door opened and my eyes went to them immediately. I only had a second to take in the sight of the two men at the door, but a second was all I needed to be sure. It was them. The same guys I had been lusting over throughout my entire time in university.

The two main lights turned off and I was suddenly underneath the only remaining light source.

"What's your safe word?" A deep rumble of a voice asked from the door, hidden in the shadows so that all I could see was the outline of a man in the glass reflection. He was wearing a half-mask that covered the upper half of his face but left his eyes and lips open. He looked sinister and dark.

My throat was suddenly dry and I froze.

When they told me they were going to need me tied spreadeagle to the bed, I knew they would be more than the typical domination scene. But the immediate demand for my safe word was unnerving.

"Your safe word," another deep baritone echoed from my left.

I jumped at the proximity of the voice. When did he get so close? I tried to turn towards the source of the voice, but I was tied down too firmly.

My wrists and ankles were tied to the edges of the bed, my naked body exposed for them to do whatever they wanted with me. My breathing turned labored, chest rising and falling quickly.

I didn't need to see their faces. Their voices were familiar enough to me. I wondered if they would recognize mine.

"Red," I said the words without thinking. I would have the words tattooed to my wrist if I could. They were important for when I felt the customers were going too far. Sometimes, they would choke too hard, or whip too hard and I would say 'yellow' to warn them. I've never had to get anyone to stop before and I wasn't looking forward to the day I had to .

My breathing stopped in my throat and I blinked back terrified tears. No matter how many times I did this, the terror and anticipation never quite went away. Adrenaline flooded my body and blood hummed in my veins, right under my skin, throbbing hard as the men approached me, taking large, steady steps as I tried to struggle helplessly out of the bondage.

They took off the robes they wore. They were completely naked underneath, their bodies like sculptures in the night, warm and intimating, exuding masculinity and sex.  I could smell a faint aroma of pine on the man on my right. He reached towards me and cupped my breast. I pulled back instinctively, trying to get away to no avail.

The man on my left grabbed my left breast and the two men groped me wordlessly, kneading my breasts until I was moaning and writhing on the bed. I didn't stand a chance as the two men groped my body, touching every inch of me as it trying to sculpt me.

I took a sharp intake of breath when their wandering hands went between my legs, touching a growing wetness there.
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​​Look Inside Domination 5: Biker's Chains
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I woke up in chains, my body covered in bruises I didn't remember getting. My wrists were bound behind my back and my ankles were shackled to a metal rod, three feet apart, keeping my legs spread wide.

Cold air blew against me from the air conditioning unit on the wall, sending shivers down my spine. I tried to pull against the chains holding my arms in place, but they were firmly wrapped around my wrists.

I was in my underwear, the rest my clothes were cut into pieces beside me. Remnants of my favorite blue dress was scattered all around me. My heart ached for the dress. It was comfortable and classy. Cost me a week's salary. I knew I should be worrying about something else altogether, something more dire. Like being kidnapped and bound in chains. But my brain didn't want to go there yet.

My hair fell over my eyes and I tried to figure out where I was. Light shone in from the gap in the window blinds. The room was small and debilitated, too old to be my own. It was completely bare, with nothing in that betrayed the man's identity.

The last thing I remembered was having a drink in the bar. And then, nothing.

Did I look away? I was careful not to let the drink leave my sight. I knew the dangers of being drugged in a bar. I didn't even drink. What was I doing in a bar in the first place.

Something fell in another room and I jerked against the bondage. There was a wall of pictures behind me.

I twisted around and stared at it, my eyes widening in disbelief from what I saw. It was me, in various places, doing mundane, everyday things. Me getting a cup of coffee, me walking to walk, me in my bathrobe... I turned back towards the door, trying the decipher the noises coming from it. It sounded like people arguing.. with their fists.

I'd been kidnapped, that much was certain, but by whom? To what end? I was a psychologist. My clients were couples with relationship problems, couples who couldn't talk without resorting to thinly-veiled insults, couples who needed help. No one violent.

Not my clients. I tried to remember what happened to get me here.

Why was I drinking in the first place? I was upset. Something terrible had happened and I was very upset. Something in the news.

My memory came back to me in bits and pieces. I was alone in the bar, glass of whiskey in my hand. My fingers trembled when I picked it up and put it to my lips but I downed it in one shot. It burned my throat.

"I told you I'd find you," a familiar voice said from behind me. Goose bumps rose on the back of my neck.

Realization dawned on me like a pile of bricks. There was a reason why I was alone in a bar. He had just been released on early parole.

I stood up, fully intent on running away, but my legs failed me.

Adam grabbed me as I fell.
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​​Look Inside Domination 6: Beach Surrender
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Carlos's finger inside me curved and I bit back a moan as pleasure jolted up my spine. Every nerve ending in my body was on fire.

My grip on his wrist tightened and I fought the urge to cry out. I was wearing a tight black dress that showed just how aroused I was. My nipples were perky and aching for his touch.

As if he could read my mind, he reached around with his other hand and cupped my breast. His thumb brushed over the tip of my nipple and I cried out then, unable to keep quiet for any longer.

I was beginning to pant with the intensity of the sensations that wrecked havoc through my body. He licked his lips. I glanced between my legs and wasn't surprised to see that he was as hard for me as I was aroused for him.

The man beside me stirred again and I clamped my free hand over my mouth, swallowing all the noises that threatened to escape my lips. The tight dress was bunched up at my waist. My buttocks were cold against the seat.

His smirk was nothing short of evil. "Are you enjoying the flight?" he asked. His fingers inside me splayed open, stretching and widening my hole. His thumb brushed against my engorged clit, sending jolt after jolt of pure, unadulterated pleasure through my body. With his free hand, he pulled my dress even further up, exposing me all the way up to my belly. Even the blanket couldn't hide how naked I was now.

"Someone will see!" I gasped in a panicked whisper. I gasped and held onto his wrist with both hands. His muscles bulged as he fought to keep me from pulling his arm away.

An audible gasp came from beside me and I turned to the man in surprise. He was wide awake and staring at me. The black man looked to be in his early twenties, maybe a little older than me. Despite how dark his skin was, I could see a blush form on his cheeks as he stared, mesmerized.

To my horror, Carlos turned to him and asked, "Why don't you have a go?"

The man was all-too-eager to join in. His dark hand slipped under the blanket, dragging it down enough to reveal the creamy flesh of my inner thighs. My bottom half was exposed, cold air from the air conditioning in the flight cold against my pulsating pussy.

I panicked a little, squirming and writhing a little. Both men moved at once, each holding onto my arm to keep my from moving whilst they explored my pulsating pussy. A part of me loved that I could see my own pussy better now as both men felt my wet lips with their fingers. Carlos's tanned fingers slipped into my folds just as the stranger's dark finger joined him.

I threw my head back and moaned, unable to help myself as the two men pumped their fingers in and out of me.

My nipples perked under my tight dress. My entire body shuddered when their fingers went into my folds simultaneously, spreading me wide. The more I moved around, the better it felt. Then, Carlos pulled his soaked finger from my pussy and turned to address the air steward, who was staring at us with his eyes wide.

"Here's you glass," he said, handing Carlos a glass of ice. I swallowed the lump in my throat and an apology came to my lips. Instead of saying sorry, a moan left my lips and I flushed crimson from embarrassment, the redness on my cheeks, neck and chest burning up.

The sensations on my body felt divine.

"Circle the ice on her breast," Carlos offered the cup back to the air steward.
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​​Domination 4: Unchained Desires
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(Threesome, Virgin, Love Story)

Daisy Rose

​​​Anne Mitchell isn't a stranger to carnal desires. After all, she's employed in the House of Lust, where pleasure and pain are all in the day's work.

When two black alpha males walk into the house and pay for an hour of her time, she quickly finds out that she just needed the right kind of domination.

Anthony and Dante know their ways around toys. More importantly, they know exactly what they want to do with Anne to make her scream.
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"I think I found The One," Vinnie declared.

I hadn't even opened my mouth to tell her just how ridiculous she was being before she continued talking again.

"Wait, hear me out before you decide if I'm a hopeless romantic," she continued hastily when she saw the look in my face.

I rolled my eyes. "Vin, you have to stop falling in love with the customers," I said, trying to sound kind, but the annoyance in my voice that was hard to hide.

Just last month, she fell head over heels with a guy who promised to 'whisk her away in his private jet'. In her defense, he was ridiculously hot and always dressed to the nines. He had one of those bodies that made girls weak in the knees and a face to match. Well, at least the bottom half of his face was handsome. Even the mask the House made everyone wear for anonymity couldn't hide that. Our customers were all upper class, but he was dressed particularly well. He saw her once a week for two months and always gave her a huge tip on top of the ludicrous price the House charged.

She was talking about how he would ask her to marry her and fantasizing about their honeymoon. They went on a date outside of the House, which was usually frowned upon, but House policy did not forbid romance between clients and employees.

It didn't take us to learn that it's never good to bring pleasure out of the house. It just complicated matters. Vinnie needed to learn that men who come here, come here for a reason. There's always a fatal flaw that made it hard for them to find love elsewhere. Why else would they be paying for sex in this day and age?

Then, he stopped coming for two weeks. Vinnie brooded and refused to take any other customers. It got her into a huge fight with the manager. He couldn't force her to do what she didn't want to though, and we were certain that it was just a phase. It was good for Tom to wait for her to get out of the phase nevertheless. Another manager would have fired her on the spot. He took her name off the books so no one would request for her.

Our rates weren't cheap and every second we spent doing nothing meant money we weren't earning for the House. It wasn't as if girls were lining up around the block to get her job, but there were girls lining up. We were exclusive and as such, our jobs paid very well. We were the people men came to if they wanted something more than an hour of sex. They came to use as much for the anonymity we provided as for the unique services. Not just domination and submission kink. We provided people who actually cared. We cared all too much. Or not at all, depending on what the clients wanted. We were lovers.

The House provided us with a safe space to conduct our businesses and in exchange the House gets a cut of our fees. Even when we weren't working, we were paid an hourly rate to get us through the days. Tips go straight into our wallets though. It was a good deal and got me through my degree. It was currently getting me through my master's program.

I stared at the love-struck young woman in front of me. She wasn't much younger than myself, at twenty-one-years-old. It wasn't her fault that she was falling in love with her clients. Most of us went through the same phase early in our career. It was easy to fall in love with a man who promised you the world and could actually deliver... if they really wanted to. There were rumors about women from the House leaving with their rich, wonderful lovers. But they were just that. Rumors.

The same guy came in a week later and asked for a different girl because he thought she was being too clingy. There weren't any questions asked and he was assigned a woman from a different shift.

Empty promises was part of the job. We had to learn to ignore them.

Vinnie clearly hasn't gotten that memo yet. She was upset for all of a day before she fell in love with the next guy full of empty promises.

And now, there's this... "Who's the new guy then?" I asked, curiosity getting the best of me.

She blushed crimson and lowered her lashes over her dark eyes. She was beautiful, as were all the girls in the House of Lust. She was two inches shorter than me and twenty pounds lighter, wearing a size zero. She was a hit in the House, what with her looking exactly like how playboy magazine models should. She was slim and petite, with gravity-defying boobs and could wear just about anything and still look amazing.

I was nothing like her, being much... rounder. Thankfully, all the fat distributed to the right places and graced me with an hour-glass figure that men drooled over. I wasn't delusional enough to think that I was every man's type, but I did well enough in the house to be earning big money every month.

"He's such a dream," she sighed. "He's a lawyer," she said as if he was royalty.

"That's nice," I said with a small smile.

"Haven't you ever fallen in love before?" she asked.

"Of course," I said honestly.

Of course I have...

...

"The pictures don't do you justice."

Blood rushed to my cheeks and I lowered my lashes over my eyes even though I knew he couldn't see me. When I was able to look up again, my gaze went everywhere but the six foot tall, blue-eyed Greek-god just a few steps away. Instead, I stared at the massive room around me, beautiful paintings adorning the ivory walls.

A massive bed was behind me, but I couldn't see it. My arms were hung above my head, heavy and aching ever so slightly. My toes barely touched the ground. It was hard to move, let alone turn around to survey my surrounding.

The only thing I was wearing was a cardboard masquerade mask to shield my eyes. He was wearing the same mask, but he was still in full suit. I had expected him to be naked.

When Tom asked if I was ready, I told him I was with certainty. But now that I was here, helpless with a man whose name I didn't even know, I wasn't so certain. This would be the first time I had ever done anything close to... whatever this was. Sex. That was it. Pure, unadulterated carnal pleasures.

"I've never done this before," I murmured, my voice barely above a whimper. I was frightened, but also incredibly aroused. It was hard not to be. The man in front of me was ridiculously good looking. His eyes were an intense shade of green that seemed to look inside me, awakening a desire that hid beneath the frightened nerves.

I shuddered as he circled me, drinking in the sight of my naked body with his eyes, so intense, so unfamiliar. When he spoke, his voice was so deep and rough that it vibrated through my body like an electric current passing through my bones.

"I'm a virgin," I said, louder, since I wasn't certain if he heard me the first time.

"I know."

He closed in on me like a panther approaching a prey that had no way of getting away. When he finally touched me, I gasped.

"Your fingers are cold," I whimpered.

"Sorry," he said, not sounding sorry at all. His fingers grazed across my bare shoulders, leaving goose bumps in his wake. He danced his fingers over my shoulder blades and I trembled under his touch.

"Do you want me to continue?" he asked, almost careful, as if worried I would say no.

It was tempting, but I nodded tentatively. "Yes. Please continue, sir."

With steady hands, he moved further down. He was touching the cleavage between my breasts, then cupping my breasts, he elicited a moan from my lips.

"Are you aroused already?" he asked.

I arched my chest towards him and when he closed his fingers and thumbs to my nipples, I cried out. My eyes opened wide as he grinned and leaned in to kiss me, gliding his tongue into my mouth, twining with mine. He took his time, turning the kiss into a sensual experience, mimicking the thrust of cock in a pussy.

Trembling with desire, I was enveloped in his heady, seductive scent. His body heat spiked my own temperature and the neediness pulsed through my core. His body was so close to mine, but he took special care not to touch me.

Not yet.

I keened for him, the sound so unfamiliar to my own ears that my cheeks flamed red instantly from embarrassment.

As if he couldn't help himself even longer, his palm rested on the small of my back and he pushed me to him. His lips crashed against mine, eager and demanding, taking what he wanted and making me need everything he had to give. I leaned into his kiss, wanting, needing more. His mouth tackled mine with expertise, his warm tongue gliding over my lips, sliding inside.

My lips parted for him willingly, taking him in. The moment his tongue touched mine, he let out a shuddering groan that showed me that I was not the only one aroused.

His gaze never left mine and he slowly released his tightened grip on my nipples. I let out a low moan as the blood rushed back to my extremities. He stepped back and stared at me again, his searing gaze taking in the sight of my full breasts, nipples reddened from his pinching.

My sex clenched, moisture soaking my inner thighs.

"You're so beautiful," he groaned, staring.

Beautiful was the last thing I felt as I stood before him, completely naked safe for the mask shielding half my face from his wandering eyes. The urge to touch him took over my entire body and all I could do was moan in dissatisfaction.

Suddenly, his expression changed and he cupped my sex with his hand. His other hand grabbed my breast and tweaked my nipple, beginning a steady massage that felt so good my brain shut down. I pushed myself into his hand, offering more than I had to give.

A moan escaped my lips and the throbbing in my clit intensified as his fingers touched me where I wanted to be touched most. His fingers let a molten pleasure in my skin. He twisted my nipple and my sex pulsed with need, liquid flowing down into his cupper hand. My breath came in short pants and I squirmed in place, trying to squeeze my legs together as he slid a single digit inside me.

"There is a barrier to the opening in your body," he said, almost doctoral in his explanation. I wondered if that was his career, if that was his job. Did he teach medicine or did he practice it? It would explain his all-too-steady hands.
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