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Chapter 1



I’d known Emma for a while through my mom’s work. She was probably in her early thirties, always wearing this striking red lipstick that drew my eyes every time we talked. She wasn’t uppity, but her voice had this polished edge, clear and confident, like she knew exactly what she wanted. I was only twenty-two, but something about her—maybe that bold lipstick or the way she carried herself—had me hooked.

We were at one of my mom’s work gatherings, a stuffy event with too many people making small talk. I spotted Emma across the room, her lips catching the light as she laughed with someone. I waited for a moment when she was alone, then made my move, my heart thudding a little too hard.

“Hey, Emma,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Would you like to go out for a drink sometime?”

She turned to me, her eyes sharp but playful. “A drink? Sure. But don’t think you’re getting in my pants, Alex.”

I blinked, caught off guard, but managed a quick, “No, of course not.”

She raised an eyebrow, her red lips curling into a teasing smile. “Oh, so you don’t want to sleep with me?”

My face heated up. “I didn’t mean—”

“Relax,” she cut in, laughing softly. “I was just messing with you.”

We both chuckled, the tension easing, and arranged to meet up the next weekend. I couldn’t stop thinking about her lips as I walked away, already counting down the days.

The night of our date, I picked her up, and we hit a cozy bar downtown. Emma was stunning—her red lipstick popped against a sleek black dress, and her confidence filled the room. We talked for hours, the conversation flowing easily, her wit keeping me on my toes. I couldn’t help but stare at her mouth, imagining what it’d be like to kiss her. When I drove her home, I parked outside her place and turned to her, my nerves jangling.

“Can I kiss you goodnight?” I asked, voice quieter than I meant.

She tilted her head, offering her cheek. “Sure thing.”

I leaned in, brushing my lips against her soft skin, but disappointment tugged at me. I wanted those lips, that bold red I’d been fixating on all night. Before I could stop myself, I said, “I was really hoping to kiss you on the lips.”

Her eyes narrowed, and her voice took on a sharp edge. “I’ll decide when and if you get to kiss my lips, Alex.”

That moment, that tone—it was the first time I saw her dominant side, and it sent a thrill through me I didn’t expect. I mumbled an apology, but inside, I was buzzing. There was something about her taking charge that felt… right.

We started going out regularly after that, and I guess you could call us boyfriend and girlfriend, but it wasn’t your typical setup. Emma called the shots—where we went, what we did, even how long we stayed out. And the weirdest part? I was totally okay with it. No, more than okay—I loved it. Her control, her confidence, it pulled me in deeper every time. I found myself wanting to please her, waiting for her next command, and it was like nothing I’d ever felt before.






















Chapter 2


Our dates became a regular thing, and I was falling hard for Emma. She was like no one I’d ever met—sharp, confident, and always in control. Every time we went out, she decided where we’d go, what we’d eat, even how long we’d stay. I’d always been the type to take charge in relationships, but with her, I didn’t mind handing over the reins. In fact, it turned me on, the way she’d give me that look—red lips pursed, eyes daring me to step out of line. I wanted to please her, to see that flicker of approval in her gaze.

By our third date, I was desperate to get closer. We were at a quiet restaurant, her lipstick as bold as ever, catching the candlelight. As we finished dessert, she leaned in, her voice low and teasing. “Tonight, Alex, you can kiss me on the lips. But no tongues.”

My heart jumped. “Thank you,” I said, the words slipping out softer than I meant, almost like a reflex. She smirked, clearly pleased with my deference.

When I drove her home, I parked outside her place, my pulse racing. She turned to me, her lips parted slightly, and I leaned in. The kiss was electric—her mouth soft but firm, open just enough to drive me wild. I kept my tongue in check, not daring to cross her line, though every part of me screamed to deepen it. Her breath hitched, and I swore I felt her smile against my lips. She was enjoying this, maybe as much as I was. But when I pulled back, she just gave me a nod, like she was grading my performance, and said goodnight.

That kiss was all I got for weeks, and it was torture. Her kisses were incredible, but they left me aching for more. I’d go home hard as hell, replaying the way her lips felt, the way she controlled every second of it. I didn’t push her—she’d made it clear she’d decide when we went further. And I was hooked on that dynamic, on waiting for her to call the shots.

Then, out of nowhere, she suggested a weekend away. My mind went straight to what it could mean—us, alone, in a hotel room. “I’d love that,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “What kind of room did you book?”

She gave me that sly smile. “You’ll see when we get there.”

I couldn’t resist asking, “Are we… you know, going to have sex?”

Her eyes locked onto mine, her tone firm. “When I decide, I’ll let you know. And if we do, you better make sure I get what I want first. I expect you to last, Alex. None of that quick nonsense.”

I swallowed hard. “Should I get condoms?”

She laughed, sharp and commanding. “No way. If you’re coming inside me, I want to feel it. And don’t worry—I’ll tell you exactly what to do.”

Her words sent a jolt through me. The idea of her dictating every move, of being used for her pleasure—it was intoxicating. I was already hers, and I loved it.

The day of the trip, I picked her up, and damn, she looked incredible. Tight jeans, a low-cut top, that red lipstick practically screaming at me. She was flirty in the car, teasing me with little comments about how I’d better behave if I wanted to “earn” anything. By the time we reached the hotel, I was half out of my mind with want.

We checked in, and I was silently praying for a double bed as we walked to the room. When we stepped inside, my eyes landed on it—a big, inviting double bed. But then I saw the single bed against the other wall. A family room. My stomach sank.

Emma caught my expression and smirked. “How you behave tonight decides where you sleep, Alex. Do as you’re told, and maybe you’ll get the double bed.”

Her words lit me up. I wanted to call her mistress, to kneel right there and beg for her orders. The thought of being under her control, of earning her approval, had me hard already.

We got ready for dinner. She disappeared into the bathroom to shower, and when she came out, I nearly lost it. She was in a white thong that barely covered her, a bra that pushed her breasts up, her nipples poking through the thin fabric. My mouth went dry as I watched her lay out her outfit on the bed: a short skirt, a white blouse, stockings, a suspender belt, and sky-high heels.

She sat at the dressing table, brushing her hair, and said, “Hand me my lipstick, mascara, and eye shadow.”

I scrambled to grab them, my hands shaky as I passed them over. Watching her apply that red lipstick, slow and deliberate, was like foreplay. I was rock hard, tempted to suggest we skip dinner and get to it, but I didn’t dare. She’d shut me down, and I wasn’t ready to risk her disapproval.

Then she handed me her stockings. “Put these on for me.”

I knelt in front of her, my face inches from her thong. I could see the outline of her pussy, and it took everything not to lean closer. I slid the first stocking up her leg, my fingers brushing her thigh as I clipped it to the suspender belt. My cock throbbed, my hands trembling as I did the other one. She watched me, her expression unreadable but intense, like she knew exactly how much this was wrecking me.

“Put on my shoes,” she said, handing me her heels.

I slipped them onto her feet, still kneeling, her pussy so close I could smell her arousal. She stood up, towering over me, and said, “Show me how much you want me.”

I didn’t hesitate. I yanked down my pants and boxers, my cock springing free, hard and aching. Her eyes flicked down, and a slow smile spread across her face. She was impressed, and that look alone nearly pushed me over the edge.

She slid her thong aside, revealing her glistening pussy. “Use your tongue,” she said. “Make me come, and maybe I’ll let you fuck me later.”

I pulled her thong down, and she sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread wide. Her pussy lips were slick, her nipples hard through her bra. I’d only gone down on a girl once before—my aunt’s friend, years ago—but she’d taught me well. I started slow, licking up and down Emma’s slit, savoring her taste. When she spread herself open with her fingers, I slid my tongue inside, then moved to her clit, licking and sucking gently.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, her voice low and needy. “Slow, Alex. Make it last.”

I was desperate to come, my cock throbbing against my thigh, but I focused on her, on the way her hips bucked, her groans growing louder. “Finger my ass,” she ordered.

I eased a finger into her tight hole, feeling her tense and then relax around me. She loved it, her moans turning into gasps. I kept licking her clit, sucking harder, and she grabbed my head, pulling me tight against her. “Fuck, I’m coming!” she screamed, her body shaking as she soaked my face with her release.

I moved to slide my cock into her, desperate for my own release, but she pushed me back. “I said later, Alex. After dinner. If you fuck me now, you’ll last two seconds, and that’s not what I want.”

I groaned, frustrated, but she wasn’t done. “I’ll take care of you,” she said, her hand wrapping around my cock. “But no sucking—I don’t want to spoil my appetite.”

She stroked me fast and firm, her eyes locked on mine. It didn’t take long before I was coming, spilling over her hand. She licked her fingers clean, smirking, and I knew I was in deep.

Dinner was torture. We shared a bottle of wine, the food was great, but all I could think about was getting back to the room. Over dessert, she leaned in, her voice low. “If we’re going to have a sexual relationship, it’s on my terms. When I want it, how I want it. You don’t get a say, and you don’t refuse me. If you want to jerk off, you ask permission. Got it?”

I nodded, my throat tight. “Yes, Emma.”

“Good boy,” she said, and my cock twitched at the words.

Back in the room, she made me undress her, peeling off her blouse and skirt until she was in just her stockings and heels. She got on her knees on the bed, her
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