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Let your fantasies fly free... 

For they were not made to be caged.
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T

he stories in this collection were inspired by some of my favourite role-plays from over the years. From my late teens, into my early twenties, my inner writer became hooked on online, chatroom role-plays. They provided a safe and creative way for me to make sense of my submissive needs and desires. When the stranger on my screen was patient, creative and articulate, the chemistry was sizzling hot, and our stories would morph and unfold into an electric scene. This was a key part of my early sexual exploration and it is what, ultimately, gave me the readiness and confidence to expand my kinky repertoire in real life. 

I still enjoy role play as a form of expression and a way of spicing up a session. My book, A Taste of Submission: Darkest Kink, is loosely based on a kidnap role-play I enjoyed with my dominant in a hotel room! Like many people, one of my favourite fetishes is definitely men in uniform. I love the power and authority that the outfits represent... the accessories... the battle between one's desires and maintaining professionalism. 

All five stories in The Fantasies Collection deliberately dance between fantasy and reality as I hope to inspire your next play session! I hope this scenario sparks your fire and helps to fuel your wildest desires. Don’t forget to check out the other four steamy stories or get The Fantasies Collection and enjoy all five tales, back-to-back, plus a bonus story too!
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S

he didn’t want to go but she knew that she had to show her face; therefore, her face had to be flawless tonight. Adding a slick layer of dark mascara above her shimmering copper eyelids, she finished the look with a smudge of eyeliner and a neat coat of burgundy lipstick. Her eyebrows – thick, dark and shaped to perfection – framed her heart-shaped face and complimented the glossy waves of dark chocolate and caramel which ran down her back, to her waist. If Alexis had to attend her ex-boyfriend’s engagement party, she was going to do it in style. As Aaron was her mother’s Godson, Alexis had grown up with him and even though their relationship had ended amicably, it was the rest of the family who seemed to have experienced a terrible loss. Alexis hated the thought of entering the room dateless, again – Christmas had been bad enough. As she threw open her wardrobe door, searching for the perfect dress, she cringed at the thought of spending the whole night fending off backhanded comments and unwanted dating advice. She couldn’t even bring herself to think about the glances – the looks of judgement from their grandmothers and pity from the married couples.

Standing naked in front of the full-length mirror, Alexis held a red playsuit against her body and contemplated whether it was too short to wear. She put it aside, keeping it as an option as her toned runner’s legs did look amazing in it. She held up several other options: little black dress (too obvious); jumpsuit (too sensible); leopard print midi dress (too low-cut). Finally, she settled on an old favourite – an A-line navy dress, in a floaty fabric, that zipped up the front; it was perfect. Picking out her navy satin bra, trimmed with black lace across the cups, and a pair of knickers to match, Alexis smiled in satisfaction. She knew that she would look just on the wrong side of ‘the girl-next-door’. Who could feel sorry for her when she was dressed to kill? Strapping her feet into a pair of less than comfortable sandals, she grabbed her clutch bag and assessed herself in the mirror for a final time, hair-spraying the last few fly-away hairs and tucking the clasp of her necklace behind her hair. She waited for the song on the radio to finish playing, enjoying a final few moments of tranquillity, before finally forcing herself to head out to the car.
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LEAVING THE BYPASS and turning onto an A-Road, she pressed harder and harder on the accelerator; a rush of sheer exhilaration pushed her back in her seat. With the window rolled down and the warm, evening breeze running its fingers through her hair and kissing her neck, she felt truly unstoppable. As her favourite album blasted around her, she manoeuvred the country bends with ease and felt any pending apprehension dissipate as she revelled in the moment. Alexis forgot about Aaron and his new fiancé; she forgot about walking into the restaurant alone. At that moment, she simply did not care about anyone or anything.

Lost in the lyrics, she zoomed past a layby – half-shrouded by overgrown shrubbery. A flash of electric blue, luminous yellow and stark white pulled her from her daydream bubble and stopped her singing in its tracks. She glanced again, in both the side-mirror and the rear-view mirror but saw nothing. Turning down the music and steering out of the bend, she glanced again.

Blue lights. Flashing blue lights. Flashing blue lights and a blaring siren. Fuck.

As the police car closed the gap between them, Alexis slowed to a steady fifty miles per hour. The incessant wailing of the siren made it clear that it was not leaving so she slowed down, further still, before pulling into the next layby. The car shuddered as the tyres crunched the rough and uneven terrain. As she killed the engine and removed the keys from the ignition, the noise around her was quickly replaced by the pounding of her reckless heart. She watched in the side-mirror as the officer turned off the headlights and threw open the door. Masked by the duskiness of the early evening, the uniformed officer exited the vehicle and walked towards her. Her throat grew dry as the soft light of the setting sun carved out the figure of a strong man. He walked in confident strides, growing taller and broader as he got closer to the driver’s door. She waited until he patted on the window – getting ready to turn on the charm - before winding it down.

“Do you realise how fast you were driving? In a hurry to get somewhere, are we?” His voice was deeper than she had expected – with a gruffness that made her reluctant to look at him. His words, however, made her smirk – he couldn’t have been farther from the truth.

“Definitely not in a hurry,” she smirked without realising. “Look, I’m sorry, Officer; I didn’t realise. How fast was I going?” She asked, wondering if she had beaten her personal best. He narrowed his eyes, immediately marking her as an entitled brat. Leaning against the door, he encroached into her space, forcing her eyes to contact with his.

“Keys. Now.”

“Why? Can’t I just show you my licence, you run it through your computer thing, and I can get on my way?” She smiled sweetly, widening her eyes to feign an air of innocence. “Please, Officer,” she cocked her head to the side and touched a perfectly polished finger to his chest. She had done this before, he was sure of that.

“Keys, now, or we can add attempting to coerce a Police Officer to the charge.” He put out his hand and waited patiently as she huffed and contemplated her severe lack of options. Reluctantly, she shoved the bundle of keys into his palm and rolled her eyes.

“Charge? You’re kidding, aren’t you? Well, this is ridiculous. There’s nobody on this road so what does it matter if I was going a teensy bit fast!” Alexis began fidgeting in her seat, realising this wasn’t going to be so easy this time. This guy is a real jerk, she thought to herself.

“Thank you. Licence, please.”  She opened her bag and pulled her driver’s licence from the inside zip pocket.

“Here – it’s clean too.”

“Yeah, maybe, but something tells me that’s because you haven’t been caught, not because you’re a good girl.” He smirked, telling her to stay inside the vehicle while he ran his checks. Her stomach squeezed and tingled at hearing those words; she bit her lip instead of arguing back. Watching in the mirror as he walked back to his car with her keys and license, she couldn’t help but admire his stature and the arrogance in his stride. There was something undeniably sexy about him and she hated herself for acknowledging it.

The annoyance she felt at not being in control of the situation gnawed away as she waited impatiently for him to return; she was confident that he was taking his time just to irritate her – to toy with her. She gripped and squeezed the steering wheel, watching the seconds spin by, thinking about how much worse it was going to be, walking in late with all eyes on her. What was taking so long? She wondered. Finally, after reaching the very end of her tether, she threw open the door and made her way towards the police car. Struggling on the uneven roadside, she took small steps in her stiletto heels, marching in a way that ruffled the hem of her dress in the light breeze, revealing an extra slice of thigh. P.C. Tannen exhaled deeply as he saw her approaching; he knew she wasn’t going to be an easy customer. So much for an easy shift and an early night, Matt sighed.

“I told you to stay inside the vehicle. You have a hard time following instructions, don’t you?” He locked the doors, moving in front of the car to where she stood. She crossed her arms in a way that accentuated her cleavage and pouted in a way that made his cock stir. She was beautiful, yes, but she also had a body to die for; it was a killer combination that was impossible to ignore and painstaking to resist.

“I have to go so will you just give me a ticket or whatever and give me my keys? Like now.” He raised an eyebrow but didn’t respond to her petulant attitude. She sighed and quickly decided to change tactic. Closing the gap between them, she let the sweet scent of her perfume do the hard work of softening his exterior instead as she stroked her fingertips, just barely, against the back of his hand. “I’m sorry... that came out wrong,” she delivered the




























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE SECRET SUBMISSIVE

4





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





