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The office door closed with a quiet, almost theatrical click, which sounded like a judgment in the sudden silence of the room. Alina felt the air change—heavy, electric, charged with an unspoken threat. And then he was there. Sebastian Volkov. His name alone was a challenge, his sight a provocation.

His smile wasn't just cool—it was the smile of a man who knew he'd won before the fight had even begun. His eyes, dark as polished onyx, slid slowly over her, as if disintegrating every fabric, every fiber, every resistance. She felt his gaze like a physical touch: first on her tightly laced business blazer, which accentuated her waist, then on the short skirt that barely covered her thighs, and finally on her high heels, which forced her body into a perfect, seductive silhouette.

"You've resisted long enough, Alina." His voice was a raspy whisper that spread through her mind like hot brandy. Every step he took made her pulse race. His presence filled the room, dominating it as if he had always been the master of this territory. "Today you'll learn who's truly in charge."

She opened her mouth to protest—a last, feeble attempt to maintain her dignity—but then his fingers touched her chin. His hand was warm, firm, unyielding. He forced her to look into his eyes, and in that moment she knew: her body had betrayed her long ago.

Her chest rose faster, her skin warmed under his gaze, and a dull, relentless pressure pulsed between her thighs. She hated him. She wanted him. And the worst part was—he knew it.

His thumb stroked her lower lip, a slow, almost thoughtful stroke, before he laughed softly. "You're trembling," he murmured, as if discovering a delicious secret. "From what? From me? Or from how much you'll enjoy this?"

Alina wanted to say something sharp in reply, but then his hand slid lower, over her neck, the tender spot behind her ear, and an involuntary gasp escaped her. Her body was already an open book to him, every goosebump, every shallow breath a silent invitation.

And then, when his lips finally touched her skin, when his tongue traced a hot path across her pulse, she realized: This was not a defeat.

It was the first page of a new game.

The world blurred into a single, blistering moment as Sebastian, with a single, dominant movement, drove her against the massive conference table. The cool mahogany pressed into her back, a sharp contrast to the heat blazing beneath her skin. His hands gripped her wrists with animalistic determination before her brain even registered what was happening—her arms were pulled above her head, her body forced into total exposure.

Then she felt it: the cool, supple leather of the handcuffs, wrapped tightly around her delicate wrists. An accessory she would never have suspected was in her own desk drawer—how long had he been planning this moment? The soft click of the locking latches echoed inside her, louder than any words.

"You love it, don't you?" Sebastian's voice was a dark murmur that crept into her mind like liquid gold. His lips followed the words immediately, a slow, burning path from her earlobe down to the beating pulse in her neck. Every kiss, every bite—just hard enough to make her flinch—was a humiliation that aroused her beyond belief.

His teeth dug into her shoulder as his hands explored her body. Through the thin fabric of her blouse, she felt his fingers curl around her breast, twisting her already erect nipple through the fabric. A strangled moan escaped her lips as he increased the pressure—right on the border between pain and pleasure.

"Look at you," he whispered against her skin, his free hand pushing up her skirt. "Every inch of you is screaming to be possessed by me." His fingers slid under the hem of her panties, finding them shamelessly wet. A triumphant grin appeared on his lips as he showed her his own arousal on his fingers. "And you're telling me you're not enjoying this?"

Her breath was now coming in short, hot gasps, her chest rising and falling beneath the tight blouse that revealed her every desperate movement. The humiliation of being so exposed, of being exploited by him, drove her higher than she would ever admit.

Sebastian mercilessly exploited her every reaction. His fingers dipped between her thighs, slowly and demandingly entering her, while his thumb made small, circular movements on her most sensitive spot. "I'll drive you to the edge," he promised, his voice a harsh promise, "and then I'll watch you fall over it."

Alina threw her head back, her body arching beneath his touch, every fiber of her being tensing. She hated him. She wanted more. And when his tongue joined his fingers, when he made her come for the first time with a single, deft stroke, she knew only one thing: She was lost.

With a single, brutal tug, Sebastian ripped the blouse in two. Mother-of-pearl buttons clinked like raindrops against the glass wall of her office, a destructive crescendo that made Alina catch her breath. The cool office air hit her bare skin, making her already erect nipples even harder—a silent invitation he immediately accepted.

His mouth was both fire and ice. His tongue circled one of the dark, sensitive buds, first slowly, then with demanding precision, while his teeth tortured it with just the right amount to elicit a strangled gasp from Alina. His free hand slid like a snake down her trembling belly, beneath the hem of her torn skirt, where her heat already awaited him.

"So wet for your enemy?" Sebastian laughed deeply into her breasts as his fingers ran through her already dripping wetness. The sound of his voice—a mixture of contempt and undisguised desire—made her even wetter. "What would your shareholders say if they knew how much you needed this?"

Splash. The sharp slap on her thigh burned her skin like molten metal. Alina moaned loudly, ashamed of the greedy trembling of her body that immediately followed the pain. But her hips rose to meet him, demanding more of this cruel attention.

Sebastian mercilessly exploited her weakness. Two fingers entered her without warning, curling into that telltale angle that made her flinch. At the same time, his thumb began rubbing that small, hard spot that only he knew so perfectly. "Look at me," he commanded as her eyelids fluttered. "I want to see you humiliate yourself for me."

Alina's gaze met his – and in that moment, she was lost. Her body clenched around his fingers, her hands clutching the edge of the table as one wave after another rolled over her. But Sebastian didn't stop. His teeth dug into her other nipple while his fingers continued to torture her twitching body until the pleasure was almost painful.

"That... that was just the beginning," he gasped, finally stopping. His eyes flashed dangerously as he straightened up and, with slow, theatrical movements, unbuckled his belt. "Now I'll show you what happens when you defy me."

Alina knew she should be afraid. But when she saw his full girth, she felt only one thing: a greedy, shameless anticipation. Her mouth opened involuntarily, her tongue gliding over her lips—a silent request he would immediately fulfill.

With brutal determination, Sebastian grabbed her hips and forced her to bend over the polished conference table. The ice-cold leather pressed against her bare stomach, a shocking contrast to the scorching heat blazing between her thighs. Her bound hands clutched futilely at the empty air, while her bare back presented itself to him—a blank canvas for his cruelty.

His fingers dug into her without warning, a brutal penetration that made her flinch. Every thrust was calculated, every angle perfected to drive her to the brink of despair. When she tried to resist, to twist her body away from the agonizing pleasure, an even crueler touch immediately followed—his free hand grabbed her hair and pulled her head back, while his fingers found an even more sensitive spot inside her.

"I'll push you until all you can do is scream," he whispered against her ear as his fingers continued to torture her. His voice was rough with suppressed lust, but his control remained ironclad. "Until you forget who you are. Until only my name is on your lips."

Alina's body was a single, twitching contradiction. Every muscle tensed, every nerve burned with overstimulated sensitivity. Her breasts pressed against the cold leather, her nipples hard as diamonds, while an unbearable pressure grew between her thighs. She hated it. She begged for more.

Then she felt him—the hot, stiff pressure of his cock pressing against her wet entrance. A final moment of tension, her entire body instinctively tensing before he entered her with a single, brutal thrust.

Alina's mouth opened in a silent scream as he filled her to the hilt. Every inch burned, every breath brought new, overwhelming sensations. Sebastian remained motionless inside her for a moment, savoring the twitching, wet flesh clinging to him, before withdrawing almost completely—only to thrust into her again with full force.

The rhythm he set was merciless. Every thrust made the table shake beneath them; every time he hit her, he hit the exact spot that drove her mad. Her screams echoed against the glass walls, unfiltered, uncontrollable.

"This is what you wanted," he said through gritted teeth, his hands gripping her hips and pushing her even deeper into him. "Since day one, you've longed to be destroyed by me."

Alina couldn't resist. Her body responded for her, clenching around him as the first wave of orgasm shook her. But Sebastian didn't stop. He slowed the rhythm, lengthening each movement until every nerve inside her was burning.

"No," she gasped, feeling a second, even stronger wave brewing. "I can't take this anymore..."

"Yes," he corrected her before thrusting into her with renewed ferocity. "You will take everything I give you."

And as her body exploded beneath him, as her consciousness dissolved into a sea of white light, she knew only one thing: He was right.

Every thrust was a revelation—a brutal punishment for her resistance, a sweet reward for her submission. Sebastian held her body in an iron grip, his hips slamming against her twitching flesh with the precision of a metronome that knew only one rhythm: possession. Alina's fingers desperately clawed at the edge of the desk, her knuckles white with tension, while her mouth opened in silent, throaty screams that echoed in the stifling air of the office.

The humiliation burned hotter than any fire – here, in her own domain, on the table where contracts were usually signed and power games were decided, she was nothing more than a toy for his lust. But this very thought, this utter degradation, drove her higher than she ever thought possible. Her breasts bounced wildly with every movement, her painfully erect nipples scratched against the cold leather, while an infernal fire blazed between her thighs.

Sebastian leaned over her, his sweat-slicked torso pressed against her back, while one hand tangled in her hair and brutally yanked her head back. "Watch me use you," he hissed in her ear before his tongue traced the delicate skin of her neck. His other hand moved forward, clamping around her throat—not hard enough to suffocate, but tight enough to make every breath a privileged gift.

Alina's world shrank to these touches: the brutal stake that repeatedly impaled her; the burning hand on her throat; the electrifying spasms that shot through her entire body from her core. She was an instrument, and Sebastian played her with the ferocious virtuosity of a maestro.

"Come for me." It wasn't a plea, it was a command, spoken with the unshakable certainty of a man who knew her body was completely at his mercy. And her body—the traitor—obeyed promptly.

A first wave of excitement rippled through her, making her muscles clench around him, but Sebastian didn't stop. He slowed his thrusts, lengthening every inch of his withdrawal, only to slam into her again with devastating force. "Not yet," he growled as she sobbed, begging his name. "I told you to come—don't stop."

And then all hell broke loose. A second orgasm ripped through her, even more intense than the first, followed by a third that seemed to tear her apart. Alina's body arched like a bow, her voice echoing in a piercing scream that should have echoed throughout the entire floor. But Sebastian kept her on the edge, driving her through wave after wave until her consciousness dissolved, leaving nothing but raw, shameless lust.

Only when she collapsed onto the table, completely exhausted, did he release her—but not without one final, devastating thrust that marked his own climax within her. Hot streams filled her, while his deep, ragged moans vibrated in her neck.

Then silence. Only their panting breath and the soft dripping of their shared lust onto the expensive carpet.

Sebastian only let go of her when her body lay a shattered, breathless bundle on the crumpled leather of the conference table. Alina's chest rose and fell in irregular heaves, each breath a gasping confession of her utter exhaustion. Her immaculately styled hair was a wild, sweaty twirl, her perfectly made-up lips swollen from bitten screams. The cool air of the office tickled her hypersensitive skin, making her shiver where his burning hands had just been.

With slow, theatrical movements, Sebastian dressed again. Every gesture was a demonstration of his regained control—the tight adjustment of his cuffs, the effortless tying of his tie, the quiet snap of his belt. But his eyes, dark and unyielding, betrayed the truth: This triumph was only the beginning.

"From today on, you belong to me." The words weren't a promise, but a statement of fact, spoken with the calm certainty of a man who knew he'd already won. His hand stroked her still-trembling thighs as he passed, one last, possessive touch before he turned toward the door.

Alina lay motionless, her body a landscape of devastation—purple teeth marks on her breasts, red marks from his nails on her hips, the sticky memory of his lust between her still-trembling thighs. But it wasn't the physical state that shocked her most.

It was the terrifying realization that she would never be able to put herself back together again. That a part of her—the worst or the best, she didn't know—had remained forever on that table.

And most devastating of all? A tiny, shameless part of her being was already longing for the next humiliation.

The door closed with a quiet click. Outside, the world continued on, oblivious. Inside, only Alina remained—and the inescapable truth that nothing would ever be the same again.
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The late evening sun cast long shadows across the elegant parquet floor of Lara's law office as her high-heeled Louboutins clacked a perfect rhythm against the polished wood—each sound a demonstration of her apparent control. The files in her hands weighed heavier than they should. Two names: Viktor Orlov and Nikolai Sokolov. Businessmen with dubious reputations, whose dark dealings had long preceded her like a menacing whisper in the corridors of power.

Lara's fingers glided over the sealed documents, her teeth unconsciously digging into her perfectly manicured lower lip. She had handled high-stakes cases and was feared in the city's courtrooms—but something about these two men made her normally cool blood race.

Then she opened the door.

The air in the room seemed to instantly thicken, as if the molecules themselves were aware of the danger posed by these two men. Viktor, the taller of the two, leaned back casually in her leather chair, his muscular thighs stretching the exquisite fabric of his suit trousers. His gaze—ice-blue and impenetrable—swept over her body like a physical foray, lingering at her plunging neckline before slowly sliding down to her high-heeled feet.

Nikolai, the quieter but no less dangerous partner, stood at the minibar cabinet, pouring three glasses of cognac with casual elegance. His smile was a predatory smile—full of promised cruelty.

"You want to take over our case?" Viktor's voice was a deep, vibrating murmur that reverberated directly between Lara's legs. She felt the hairs on the back of her neck stand up as he formed each sentence with deliberate slowness.

Nikolai stepped forward, balancing the cognac glass between his slender fingers. "Then we should... get to know each other better." His free hand briefly touched her fingers as he handed her the glass—a seemingly polite gesture whose electric touch made her shiver.

The first sip burned her throat, but that wasn't the only thing that suddenly set her on fire. Viktor's eyes hadn't left her, while Nikolai was now standing behind her, close enough that she could breathe in his expensive scent—wood and something immoral.

"An interesting office," Nikolai remarked, his fingers almost casually stroking the mahogany paneling behind her. "Very... private." The unspoken threat hung between them.

Lara forced a professional smile, but her mouth was suddenly dry. "All my clients are confidential, gentlemen."

Viktor leaned forward, his massive forearms resting on his knees. "We are no ordinary clients, Miss Berg." His gaze moved to her lips. "And you will soon understand that this is no ordinary case."

Nikolai's breath brushed her ear as he approached from behind. "Drink up, lawyer," he whispered. "We still have so much... to discuss."

The second sip of cognac burned less, but Lara's suspicion that she was no longer in control burned all the more brightly. Her nipples strained against the silk lining of her bra, and she hated herself for how much her body was already reacting to this dangerous display of power.

Viktor stood up, his massive body blocking the last of the evening light. "I think," he said in a voice that brooked no argument, "we should begin with a thorough examination of the evidence." His hand reached out—not for the files, but for her chin. "Wouldn't you agree, Miss Berg?"

At that moment, Lara knew two things: She had made a fatal mistake. And these men would make her pay for it in the most horrific—and perhaps most desirable—way.

The third cognac tasted different—sweeter, heavier, with an aftertaste that burned her tongue and slowly ignited a numbing fire in her veins. Lara felt the crystal glass slip from her fingers before Nikolai caught it, his other hand already slid possessively onto her bare thigh.

"You seem a little... overheated, Miss Berg," Viktor murmured from the other side, his fingers traversing the hem of her tight-fitting dress. The touch was electric, even through the nylon tights, which suddenly seemed like an unbearable obstacle.

The two men exchanged a glance—a silent understanding, a dangerous complicity—before their hands began to work in sync. Viktor's strong fingers dug into her flesh, while Nikolai, with surgical precision, undid the mother-of-pearl buttons of her expensive designer dress, one by one, each soft "ping" another nail in her coffin of innocence.

"We know what you really need," Nikolai whispered against her neck, his teeth scraping the sensitive skin behind her ear. The cognac on his breath mixed with his expensive perfume to create an intoxicating poison.

Lara wanted to protest, to maintain her professional facade, but when Viktor's mouth finally descended onto her exposed nipple—first gently sucking, then nipping with his teeth—all that escaped her was a gasping "Please..." that was as much a request for more as a pleading apology.

Her breasts, now freed from the remnants of her dress and lace-trimmed bra, rose and fell uncontrollably. Viktor's tongue drew cruel circles around the already rock-hard tip, while Nikolai's fingers slid between her thighs, exploring the moist heat there she had tried so desperately to hide.

"Ah, what do we have here?" Viktor sneered as his fingers touched the soaked silk of her panties. "The great lawyer Berg, known for her icy professionalism... and yet here she is, burning between our fingers."

Lara's hands gripped the armrests of the chair as Nikolai's fingers slid under the fabric of her panties and brushed directly over her wet, pulsing core. A shock shot through her, causing her hips to jerk upwards involuntarily—an instinctive invitation that both men acknowledged with dark laughter.

"No... you... you can't do that..." she stammered, her body belying every syllable.

"Oh, we're allowed much more than that," Viktor corrected her, slipping her dress completely off her shoulders. "In fact..." His hand grabbed her hair, forcing her head back as Nikolai dropped to his knees before her. "...we'll show you what it means to be truly alive."

As Nikolai's mouth pressed against her pussy and Viktor's fingers wrapped around her throat, Lara lost all memory of who she had been—all that remained was the here and now, the overwhelming sensuality that tore her apart and put her back together again.

A painful throbbing in her temples woke Lara from her dazed stupor. The first few seconds were confusing—the ceiling of her office, the familiar smell of leather and wood—but something was fundamentally wrong. Then she felt the cool air on her bare skin, the unpleasant pulling in her shoulders, and with a terrifying jolt of realization, she understood: Her wrists were bound behind her back with a silk tie that tightened around her flesh with every movement.

"Ah, she's waking up." The voice came from the right—deep, smug, dangerous. Viktor.

Lara's eyes fluttered as she tried to sit up on the leather sofa. The movement caused her bare breasts to bounce, and her bound wrists twitched reflexively to cover themselves—a useless gesture that only provoked derisive laughter from both men.

"Watch us when we use you," Viktor commanded. He stood before her, already half-undressed, his muscular torso cast into relief-like shadows by the dim office light. His gaze was icy cold yet glowing with desire—a paradox that made Lara shudder.

Nikolai, the quiet one, the more dangerous of the two, didn't say a word. He simply acted. With a single, fluid movement, he grabbed her by the hips and forced her astride his lap. The thin fabric of his suit pants concealed nothing—she could feel every inch of his stiff cock beneath her, pressing against her bare pussy.

"No..." Lara whispered, but her protest died as Viktor's massive hands rested on her shoulders and pushed her backward—right into Nikolai's bare chest.

"You're not a lawyer anymore," Nikolai whispered in her ear as his fingers slid between her thighs and, without warning, inserted two fingers inside her. The sudden filling made her moan, her body arching forward involuntarily—right into Viktor's grip. "Just our thirsty little whore."

The humiliation burned hotter than any touch. But as Nikolai's fingers began to move inside her—slowly, then faster, with perfect pressure against the spot that drove her crazy—Lara couldn't stop her hips from gyrating in rhythm.

Viktor watched the spectacle with dark, sparkling eyes, one hand in her hair, the other on her breast, where his thumb traced cruel circles around her nipple. "Look at her," he said to Nikolai, as Lara's breathing quickened. "Even after such a short time, she knows her place."

Nikolai didn't respond with words. Instead, he increased the pressure, added a third finger, and stretched her further until a faint pain mingled with the pleasure. Lara's mouth opened in a silent scream, her body tensing as the first wave of orgasm rippled through her.

But they didn't let her come.

At the last moment, Nikolai withdrew his fingers, leaving her trembling and unfulfilled on his lap. "Not so fast, little whore," he murmured, his palm roughly stroking her






























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
EROTIC SHORT STORIES ABOUT

LUST, PQWER & SECRET FANTASIES ‘

4





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





