

Becoming the Office Bimbo

The complete trilogy of a young woman's descent into her deepest desires to be used by older, dominating men.

All characters and situations are fictional. All characters are adults. Please note that this is a work of erotica which contains explicit descriptions of a young woman with a secret desire to be dominated and used who has broken the rules- and gets harsh discipline for her naughty actions.  This story includes explicit descriptions of first time anal, harsh over the knee spanking, younger woman and older man, deep humiliation, group sex, and bdsm.  All sexual acts are consensual. Enjoy ;) 

Office Discipline

Samantha walked down the hallway to her desk, smiling and greeting her coworkers who were all making their way to their places for the start of another busy day. Samantha did not exactly love her job. Being in the inbound call centre for a major companies complaint's line left much to be desired. She could only be thankful that she worked with such a good team, and even more thankful that the high turnover rate meant they valued employees like her that had been with the company for more than two years. The truth was, she needed this job. It was amazing how quickly her savings fund had been depleted when her car broke down and she needed an emergency detail surgery all in the same month, and she had gone from having a nice cushion to rely on to living paycheck to paycheck, something she had not done since her college days. At 20 years old, she was lucky to have taken a job right after finishing her degree which left her more student debt than job opportunities. 

Which was why she felt panic rising up in her when the first thing she noticed after logging into her computer was an email flagged as urgent from none other than Armin Layman. She had only seen Mr. Layman once or twice before, but she knew his name from the monthly security email that was sent out. He was the head of security for the entire billion dollar company, all the way on the top floor of the 40 story building she worked in. He was tall and imposing, and had made her shiver with nervousness even just walking by. There was something about his eyes that made you feel like you were under a microscope, like they were undressing you and he knew every dirty secret you had. She could only hope that no one knew her dirty secret, the dirty secret that caused her to rush to her car every lunch hour for some privacy and to duck out of work occasionally to find a secret spot to indulge her most shameful desires.  The email had no subject, and when she opened it she bit her lip in nervousness at the contents.

“Come to my office immediately.”

Samantha tried to control her quickening breath. She had no idea what could be so urgent that she needed to meet with such a powerful man immediately. She had done nothing wrong that she could possibly think of. It was as if she was being called to the principals office. The same familiar sense of dread she had not felt since she was a child sat in her stomach, but this time there was so much more at stake than a phone call to her parents. She was an adult, with adult responsibilities, a very adult 250 pound Russian landlord who had made it very clear that rent could never late, and a career which she was now worrying was on the line. There was only one thing that could possibly come back to haunt her, but she hoped she was being paranoid about it. What she did on her own personal phone had nothing to do with the company, did it? It must be that there was a problem with her work phone or her work computer, perhaps a virus or some security flaw. 

She quickly dialed the number for her supervisor.

“Hey there Elliot, it's Samantha.”

“How are you today Samantha? Ready for another day on the lines?”

“I was. But I just got an email from the security department. Looks like they want a meeting with me, right now.”

“That's odd, no one else has had an email from security today. Let me know when you are able to get back on the lines, ok?”

Samantha winced. She had been hoping that other members of the team had been asked to go up to the first floor as well, but it looked like she was going to have to make the trip alone. She walked back down the hallway to the elevators, her heart quickening with worry. She pressed the button to the 40th floor and waited, stress filling her mind. She tried to put out of her mind what she had done on her own phone, shamefully, on her lunch hours or secreted away in a supply cupboard. The desires she had were so intense that she could not control them and they were all she could think about until she got what she needed. There was no way this was something about that. This had to be some mistake, or some hacker who had gotten into her computer at no fault of her own. She tried to reassure herself. The doors opened and a small gasp escaped from her lips as she saw just how beautiful the top floor of the building was. 

A large entrance hall awaited her, and she walked forward to the smartly dressed woman at the desk. Samantha felt horribly under-dressed in her casual skirt and blouse combo. She hoped that she was imagining that she was being judged. One of the perks of working in a call centre was that the dress code was very relaxed. But as she approached the secretary she wished she had spent longer on her makeup. The secretary was her age, but with black hair neatly tied in a bun and a white blouse that looked as pure as snow and a tasteful gold necklace that Samantha could tell cost more than a weeks pay. 

“How may I help you today,” she said, with crisp, curt tones. Samantha felt very out of place.

“I am here for a meeting with Armin Layman.”

Samantha noticed a miniscule widening of the secretary's eyes at the name.

“Is that so. Second last door on the left,” she said, pointing down the long hallway. 

She walked forward as if in a daze on a red carpet, her eyes trying to take in everything at once. The hallway was wide and adorned by beautiful paintings as well as portraits of former CEOS and vice presidents, all older white men with serious faces and she felt very out of place. The hallway was long and she could barely hear her footsteps which were muffled by the carpet. 

The second last door on the left was imposing and wooden. She knocked hesitantly.

“Come in,” came the low, stern voice from within. 

Samantha opened the door hesitantly and walked into Mr. Layman's office. He was sitting behind a huge wooden desk. Samantha had never seen a man with such a presence. He was older than her, late 30s or early 40s, and she had heard rumours that he was a ex-military before going into private sector corporate security. She believed it. Even sitting she could tell he was well over six feet tall, and his tailored suit could not conceal his strength and muscle. His broad jaw and clean shaven face was dominated by piercing grey eyes which were fixed on her. She wanted to hide from his gaze, it was so intense. 

“Sit.” She felt compelled to obey and she sat down in the chair in front of him. She lowered her eyes from his gaze.

“What am I here for?”

“Did I give you permission to speak?”

Samantha felt shocked. No one had ever spoken to her like this before. No matter how imposing and gruff this man was, this went too far.

“Hey, don't talk to me like that! I haven't done anything wrong.”

Mr Layman wordlessly slid a file over to her. Samantha opened it with shaking hands.

The first page was a list.

“woman tied up and spanked”

“disciplined by a dominating man”

“bdsm stories dominated woman”

“slut taken roughly by strong man”

Samantha stopped reading after the first four, her blood running cold with fear. “What the hell is this?” Samantha could hear the panic in her voice. She wished, more than anything, that she had never seen the words before. 

“That's exactly what you are here to answer.”

“I have no idea what this is! What kind of sick joke is this?” Samantha felt the urge to run out of the room. She was more scared than she had even been in her life.

“Our IT department notified security of something troubling. Apparently, someone has been accessing pictures, stories and videos of women being dominated, whipped, and being treated roughly on our property. Sometimes, it came from inside our building. As we have many women working here, it was our top priority to find out if our employees were in danger.”

Samantha was doing everything she could to control her breath. She wanted to run, to hide, to do anything to get away. Her worst fear was coming true. She had thought that if she was on her phone in the parking lot or hidden away in a secret nook, it would not matter if she read stories or watched videos about her secret fantasy. She had no idea it would be tracked.

“We triangulated the source and I personally went out to find out who was accessing such despicable, kinky material on our property. I was very surprised and disappointed to see that it was one of our employees. You. Did you enjoy watching, oh let's see what it was yesterday – fucked up the ass hard? Was it a stimulating lunch break? What kind of a slut can’t keep control her desires enough to not watch domination porn during work hours?”

What would happen to her? Samantha had never taken seriously claims that your life would flash in front of your eyes before you died, but now her future was flashing before her. She imagined losing her job, not being able to pay rent, and, even worse, not being able to use her last two years of experience on her resume. What would she say in job interviews? That she was fired for looking up kinky porn? She wished she could deny it, but it had been her secret pleasure. On her lunch break or when there were no calls, she would hurry to her car and eat while indulging herself on her mobile phone or hide in a secret nook or cranny, teasing herself mercilessly by watching her deepest, darkest fantasies. As soon as she got home she would cum to videos of women being whipped and spanked. No one knew her secret, shameful desire – no one, until now. The way he was looking at her was a combination of judgement and disbelief that anyone could be such a whore. 

“Look, I made a mistake, I'm sorry. I didn't realize...”

“You didn't realize you couldn't watch pornography on company property? You've broken some very strict rules, Samantha. You've put our company on alert for a potential threat, wasted countless hours of resources, and shown a complete lack of common sense. As soon as I send this file over to your supervisor, you are going to be fired. You will escorted out of the building and an email will be sent out explaining how wrong it is to watch dirty pornography on company property.”

Samantha felt her eyes tearing up. She was about to lose her job and her prospects for future work. Just as bad, everyone she knew would know exactly why she was fired. She would be known as a complete whore.

“Why... why did you bring me here if you are still going to get me fired?”

“I wanted to see up close what a true slut looks like. A slut so desperate to be punished and used that she cannot go an entire day without watching perverted videos and reading stories about being dominated.”

Samantha raised her eyes, and realized that something had changed in his tone. It was just as hard and stern as before, but now there was something else in it. He was so in control it made her crave his strong touch. The way he was talking to her was humiliating, like she was some helpless whore who could not resist her desires. She wanted badly for him to use her and throw her away, use her like the sluts in the videos she had watched. It was even worse to hear because it was true. She knew it had been wrong, had always felt guilty about brushing off her coworkers who wanted to eat with her, always with some excuse but in reality she would rush to her car and get her fix for being dominated. Her cheeks blushed bright red and she could feel their heat under his gaze. She had never felt so humiliated and helpless before in her life before this older, strong man. 

“Please, is there any way you can let me resign without letting anyone know? I need a reference so bad from this job or else I'll never be able to find more work. I know it's a lot to ask, but please Mr. Layman, why does anyone else need to know?”

“Why does anyone need to know? You're such a sweet, innocent looking young woman. 20 years old, says your file. You don't look like you could have a dirty thought in your head. If I don't let your supervisor know, I bet you'll do the same thing at your next job, and then our company could be held liable. If you couldn't resist looking up such filthy, dirty things during work hours, what will stop your addiction from continuing on in your next job? 

“I won't. I messed up, and badly, but it will never happen again. I've learned my lesson.” Her voice trembled as she spoke. Secretly, she wanted to be taught a harsh lesson, wanted him to punish her for how bad she had been.

“I don't think you have.” His voice was even harsher than before and it sent a shiver through her spine. There was something else in his voice as well, something new that excited Samantha and scared her as well. Her mind was racing, trying to think of a way to save her career.

“Come over here.” His voice was so commanding that she felt herself moving without thought.

Samantha stood carefully, smoothing her skirt and walking around the desk. She was shocked and surprised to see the massive, hard bulge in his dress pants. It scared her but also made her nipples harden with desire. Suddenly, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her firmly towards him, forcing her over his lap. His strong hand pushed against the small of her back, holding her firmly in place. She could feel his iron hard bulge throbbing against her. Samantha wriggled and struggled, trying her hardest to get away but he held her easily, as if she was a toy. She was breathing heavily and went limp in defeat.

“Don’t struggle, you know you deserve this.”

The first slap of his hand on her ass surprised and shocked her and she tried again to escape, struggling against his rock solid arms. It was pointless. He was so much stronger than her it was laughable how little she could move. Her movements were controlled by him. She had never felt such a fiery pain in her ass. He held nothing back as he had brought his huge hand right down on her soft buttocks, and she yelped in pain. Her deepest, darkest fantasy was happening, and it was completely out of her control. She felt a confusing mix of fear, pain, and lust. Her heart was beating and she could smell his aftershave. 

“Let me go! Please, let me go!” Samantha had never be so desperately horny in her entire life. Her nipples were rock hard and her pussy was dripping wet. He was manhandling her so easily and she felt utterly helpless and in his control. She was begging to escape but her even stronger desire was for him to punish her badly for what she had done. Deep shame filled her as she finally understood what a slut she as for being spanked by an older man. 

Mr. Layman ignored her words and brought his hand down on her buttocks again with a satisfying crack. She was wriggling against his hard bulge and he brought his hand down once more on her ass, turned on by this younger woman who was being disciplined in his office. He loved how much she struggled to escape, but he knew what she secretly needed.

“Let you go? Is that what you want? You want me to let you go and send your file down to your supervisor so everyone can know what a whore you are?”

“No, please don’t do- ouch!” Samantha was interrupted by his harsh spanking, interrupted by him slapping her round ass again mid sentence. 

“You’re a dirty, filthy little slut and you need to be punished. Say it! Tell me what a whore you are!”

Samantha heard the words coming out of her mouth and she could not stop them. “I’m a dirty filthy little whore and I need to be punished,” she moaned out in pain, and he spanked her again even harder. She could not believe she was getting an over the lap spanking from an older man. She felt tears running down her eyes from the intensity of the spanking and the iron hard bulge in his pants was driving her insane. She wanted more than anything for him to bend her over his desk and fuck her hard. Her whole body ached to be touched and her pussy was begging to be filled. 

Her cheeks were red with shame and lust, and tears streamed down her face as she realized just what a slut she was. There she was, her secret desire to be dominated found out by an older, powerful man who had her over his knee. She shivered in fear, never sure when the next slap of his hand on her rump would come. She had no control in his huge, muscular arms, and she was hornier than ever from his huge bulge pushing against her. 

She did not have to wait long. Mr. Layman brought his hand down three times in quick succession, slapping her round ass hard and holding her tightly with his other hand as she yelped in pain and tried to get away from him. She panted heavily, never having experienced such pain before. Her ass was on fire. 

Mr. Layman pulled up her skirt slowly, exposing her round ass to him. The perfect flesh was exposed for his eyes. He saw that she had on slutty black panties and they confirmed what he had known, that she was secretly a whore who needed to be punished. Samantha was crying openly. This was the most erotic and intense experience in her young life and she was confused by how badly she wanted to be fucked by the older man who was disciplining her mercilessly. Half of her wanted to escape and the other half never wanted it to end. She was in his control, to be dealt with as he pleased. His huge bulge was pressed right against her and she felt the strange, overwhelming desire to please him. He was so strong and powerful and being punished by him felt so natural. 

Mr. Layman let his hand stroke her reddening ass cheeks slowly. Samantha shuddered in desire as his thick hand massaged her sore flesh. 

“Please, please no more Mr. Layman. I’ve learned my lesson. I don’t need to be punished anymore.” She was begging, pleading for the discipline to stop.

His response was to raise his hand, and she sobbed as it left her ass, knowing it was going to slap down on her again. There was nothing she could do to avoid the overwhelming pain. She tensed up in anticipation. Mr. Layman smiled at the way she was trying to escape his grip and brought his hand down, no longer holding back. Her loud yell of pain was exactly what he wanted to hear.

Samantha could barely handle the pain in her ass but she was loving how effortlessly he controlled her. She was hornier than she had ever been before and she wanted to be fucked by him hard. 

“Please, sir, I’ll do anything, just don’t spank me anymore and don’t send my file to my supervisor.”

Mr. Layman pulled her panties down, exposing her asshole and pussy. 

“The video you watched yesterday, what was it called?”

Samantha’s cheeks turned an even deeper shade of red in embarrassment. She felt completely exposed and on display for him. 

“It was called… fucked up the ass hard.”

“And have you ever been fucked up the ass?”

“No sir, I thought only sluts do that.”

“That’s what you are. A slut.” Mr. Layman spread her ass wide, loving the innocent little asshole that no one had ever fucked before. His iron hard cock was throbbing hungrily in his pants and he needed relief.

Samantha moaned in pleasure as she felt the first joint of his finger invading her asshole. She had never even played with it before and her pussy was melting with desire, teased by the attention he was paying to the rest of her. 

“Oh!” She said, as the second joint of his finger pushed past her resistance and slid into her tight asshole. She moaned as he started to finger her asshole, sliding his finger in and out of her. She wanted to be filled so badly.

“Please, Mr. Layman, sir, give me what I need.”

“What do you need?”

“I need to be dominated, to be fucked, to be treated like the whore I am. Please fuck me up the ass for the first time!”

“Beg for it.”

“I am, sir, I am, I need it, you’re driving me crazy with your finger and I want to feel your big hard cock inside my ass. Please, I’ll do anything.”

“You don’t even care about your file anymore, do you. You don’t care if I fire you, as long as you get my cock in your ass.”

Samantha knew it was true. She was driven mad with desire and was no longer thinking rationally. “Yes, sir, just give me what I need please.” His second finger pushed into her, and she felt her asshole tightening against the intrusion, unable to do anything to stop his thick fingers from invading her most intimate hole. 

“And what do you need? I want to hear you say it!”

“I need your big, fat cock up my ass!”

Mr. Layman lifted her off his lap and pushed her, forcing her to lean over the desk. Samantha tried her best to arch her ass up. He unzipped his dress pants and pulled down his briefs and his thick, throbbing cock sprung out, hungry for her virgin ass. He was not cruel and he spat on his hand, rubbing his cock head, knowing that she was going to have trouble taking his huge, thick dick in her tight hole. 

Samantha was barely able to string a sentence together. “Please sir please I need it,” she said through moans of desperation. She felt like a complete slut. She was about to be fucked up the ass by an older, rich and powerful man in his private office, a man who had humiliated her and knew her dirtiest, deepest secret. 

She felt her ass stretching painfully as he forced the enormous head of his cock into her no long virgin hole. A low moan of pain and pleasure escaped her lips as she tried to move away from his cock. She heard him open his desk drawer and pull something out, and suddenly he was grabbing her hands behind her back roughly and tying them in rope. The harsh rope bit into her wrists and no matter how hard she struggled he tied her tightly. She tried to resist but he was much too strong and she was helplessly tied.

“You just begged me to fuck your ass, don’t think you can get away.”

Samantha loved how he was forcing her to take his cock and tears dripped from her eyes as she bit her lip and felt inch after inch sliding forcefully into her. Nothing could have prepared her for the feeling of a massive, thick cock pushing into her and it excited her deeply, waves of pleasure and pain pulsing through her body.

“You’re right I love this,” she managed to moan out, feeling a pleasure she had never felt before. She could not believe how full her ass felt and yet she knew he had so much more to fill her with. His bulge had been so huge and now it was unleashed and invading her ass. She was panting, tied up in a strangers luxurious office and getting fucked up the ass for the first time. She cried out in pain as he spanked her hard.

“You need this, you whore! You need to be fucked up the ass by a big cock, say it!”

“I do I do need to be fucked up the ass fuck me harder spank me I deserve it!” The words spilled from her mouth, coming from somewhere deep inside of her, some hidden need she did not truly know existed. All of the times she spent looking at bdsm porn could not compare to being fucked up the ass by an older, dominating man and she screamed in pain and pleasure as he kept spanking her red ass, forcing his huge cock into her ass. 

Mr. Layman had never seen as sexy a sight as his dick sliding its way deep into her resisting asshole, and he groaned in pleasure as he worked every last inch into her. 

Samantha was panting, feeling like she was being split apart by his huge cock. She was humiliated and being punished for how much of a slut she was. No matter how bad the pain and how extreme the pleasure, she knew she deserved it all. She was a whore to be used for his pleasure. 

“Please sir, please play with my clit,” she begged, her pussy aching so badly to be touched. 

“You little slut, you haven’t earned that yet. You have to prove you can take your punishment first.”

Samantha needed to feel pleasure from her clit, needed to cum more than anything. She was serving an older man’s cock with her tight asshole and it was driving her insane with pleasure. The huge cock sliding in and out of her ass was making her wetter than ever before, and the entire situation of being fucked by an older man in his top floor office was intense and making her moan loudly in pain and pleasure. He was so thick and huge that she had no idea how he had managed to push himself inside of her. 

“Please sir, please punish me!” The words came out of her mouth before she could stop them, and Mr. Layman responded by grabbing her hips and fucking her ass furiously. The pain she felt was replaced by uncomfortably intense pleasure and he gripped her so hard she knew she would have big bruises the next day. She could not believe the sounds coming from her mouth, a low, desperate moan and squeals of pleasure. Mr. Layman growled as he fucked her ass, the tightness of her no longer virgin hole bringing him closer and closer to orgasm. He spat on his fingers and reached under her, expertly finding her clit and rubbing it quickly, sending intense pleasure through her shuddering body. Samantha could barely handle the pain of her hands tied up behind her, but the pleasure of her first cock up her ass combined with his expert fingers on her clit was bringing her so close to cumming. 

“Don’t you dare cum without my explicit permission.”

His voice was stern and deep and she obeyed it instantly, trying desperately not to cum. She knew if she did there would be harsh consequences. She was on the verge of orgasm, but did not dare let herself fall off the edge. Her moans were animal and louder than ever. She bit her lips and squeezed her eyes tightly shut, trying her hardest not to cum. It was the hardest thing she had ever done in her life, endless pleasure washing over her, her orgasm barely kept at bay by her intense will not to disappoint him. 

Mr. Layman looked down at the panting young woman, seeing his cock ravage her ass and he felt his balls clenching in desire. He wanted to unload his hot cum right in her ass and there was nothing she could do to stop him. 

“Cum, bitch, while you take my hot load up your ass!”

Samantha screamed in pleasure as she felt his huge cock throbbing and shooting its hot load deep inside her ass, his fingers rubbing her sensitive clit as she came harder than ever before. She was so proud that she was making him cum with her ass and she tried to squeeze it tighter to give him even more pleasure. He kept pounding her asshole, his cock shooting endless streams of cum deep inside of her. He was growling like an animal as he fucked her hard. Samantha’s orgasm finished and he kept playing with her oversensitive clit as she tried to pull away, but he did not stop until every last drop of cum was drained from his cock. He pulled his cock out of her and she tried to clench her asshole. Samantha did her best to keep all of it inside her, not wanting to drip, but was so embarrassed as she felt cum leaking out. Mr. Layman expertly undid the knot, loving how red her wrists were. He liked seeing it almost as much as he loved seeing his red hand prints all over her ass. 

“If you leave my office now before a drop of that cum hits the floor, you’ll keep your job for another day.”

Samantha tried to clench her loose, opened asshole, holding a hand to it to prevent the cum from leaking out. She ran out of his office, wiping the tears from her eyes and feeling his cum oozing out of her no longer virgin asshole. Her ass was on fire from the harsh spanking and she was overwhelmed.

She walked down the hallway as quickly as she could, barely able to move from the harsh fucking her ass had taken. The secretary was still at the desk, and she looked at her with judging eyes.

“The washroom is over there,” she said disdainfully, pointing to a bathroom. Samantha gingerly stepped to it, knowing that she stank of cum and that the secretary could see her trying to hold cum in her ruined ass. 

She cleaned herself up in the bathroom, never having felt so satisfied by incredible, dominating sex. She was already dreaming of taking his cock again and hoped that she had done a good enough job to keep him interested in her ass and pussy. 

Mr. Layman cleaned his cock off with a tissue and tapped his fingers on his desk, thinking. He typed up a quick email and sent it out.

To: Samantha

Subject: Termination

Content: Samantha. You are terminated from your current position for your disgusting, uncontrollable sluttiness. This takes effect at the end of this day. 

However, I am pleased to offer you a new position as my personal assistant. Send a reply by the end of the day. 

Office Control

It was normal to be nervous for your first day at a new job. When your new job is being the personal assistant to an older man who just one day before spanked you until you cried, tied your hands and filled your ass with cum, your first day of work is practically terrifying. Samantha had barely slept the night before, lying in bed on her chest to give her sore, red ass a break, and it was not just the nervous anxiety of anticipating what punishments were in store for her. She had never felt so used, humiliated, and slutty in her life and she was embarrassed to admit to herself that she needed it. She was just now admitting something that all along she had known but tried not to believe - that she needed, more than anything, to be dominated. The fact that Mr. Layman wanted her for his personal assistant made her feel desired and sexy in a way she had not felt for what seemed like forever. The way he stared at her as if she was his property both scared and excited her. She knew he could walk into a bar and have his choice of women, and yet it was her she had chosen to be his personal slut. Tall, with a broad jaw and intense eyes, he had a rugged, animal sexuality about him that made Samantha shudder with desire. Imagining his calloused, strong hands slapping against her bare ass made her want to be punished again. 

When she had woken up, she had thought for just an instant that it was all a dream. The handprints on her ass, the bruises on her tender flesh and the throbbing pain in her asshole from his harsh fucking reminded her with every step exactly what had happened the day before. She had been unable to fully clean herself up and had had to field calls in her job while cum slowly leaked out of her asshole, trying to hide from her coworkers what had happened. Her supervisor had come by asking why she had been sent up to security, and her answer of "just a routine security issue" had been met with a disbelieving stare.

She put a cushion on chair when she ate a breakfast of a croissant and a coffee which was mostly milk, her mind running wild with the possibilities of what would happen today. She had already gotten a taste of his particular method of discipline and heat rose to her cheeks when she remembered the harsh punishment he had meted out for her filthy, dirty mistake of looking at bdsm pornography on the company property. She had always felt guilty and ashamed of her desires and now they had all come to light Mr. Layman, the capable, confident head of security for the multi-billion dollar company found out. He could see right through her innocent facade and into her dark desires. 

Samantha went to her room after her quick breakfast and tore apart her closet, looking for something suitable for her new position as a personal assistant. She had no idea what her salary was, or what her duties would entail, but after being fired from her call center job for her filthy actions she did not have much choice but to take it. If she lost this job, she would be out on the street, unable to pay her next months rent and she needed badly to keep it. When she had accepted the job, Mr. Layman had waited until nearly the end of the day to reply, leaving her wondering if she should come into work the next day. His email was short and curt.

I knew you would accept. I expect you to be wearing something that reflects how much of a slut you truly are. Do not disappoint me.

Deep in the back of her closet, she found a tight black skirt and white blouse from years ago. No wonder guys didn’t respect me in highschool. They could see half my ass whenever I bent over. She tried them on, and the fact that she had gained some curves since high school meant that what had been scandalous before now verged practically illegal. She was bursting out of the tight white blouse and the skirt was so tight it was almost glued to her skin. It was an outfit that would be barely suitable for a club, much less an office. 

It was obvious why he had hired her. She did not have to think hard to realize that the only reason she had not been fired immediately for her breach of company rules was that she had chosen his punishment instead. She needed to keep this job and if that took being stared at by every man that laid eyes on her while she took the subway to work and every woman raising their eyebrows in judgement, then that is what she would do. 

She looked at herself in the mirror critically. She wanted to be sexy, yes, but she knew that Mr. Layman had enjoyed turning her, a sweet, innocent young employee into a submissive whore for him. She threw the clothes aside and picked out a midnight blue dress with a low v neckline and paired it with a black belt. While still revealing, it was the style of dress one would wear to a cocktail party rather than a club. Samantha loved the idea of  him changing her from a classy office professional into his mindless slave. She had not spent a moment without imagining the feeling of his cock forcing its way deep inside of her, the way he had made her run out of the office as soon as he was done with her. It was an intense and addicting experience to be used. 

Samantha slipped on high heels and smoothed the dress around her curves, admiring herself in the mirror and looking critically for any flaw. Next she applied her makeup in the bathroom, hiding all blemishes and slipped into a tall pair of heels. A slim gold watch was the last addition to her outfit, an addition which made her jump in fear as she realized she might be late for her first day. No matter how much she had loved being spanked, it had been a very painful experience and she was not sure she could handle more punishment on her sore, red ass. She did not want to be late on her first day. The dress ended mid thighs, but if someone pulled it up or if she bent over, the red marks would be visible from the rough treatment she had received.

She rushed out the front door and noticed that a sleek black car was waiting at the side of the road. A suited man with grey hair stepped out and raised his hand in greeting, staring right at her.

“Uh, hello?”

“Good morning, miss Copini.”

Samantha stopped in her tracks, puzzled. How did this guy know her last name, and what was he doing here? He had a faint hint of an English accent, as if he had moved young but it had never quite disappeared from his speech. She did not have time to waste or she would be unforgivably late.

“Good morning, how can I help you?” She managed to keep her tone polite even though she was stressed and bothered by this new stranger.

“Quite the contrary, miss Copini, it is I who is here to help you. My name is Phillip and I am your new driver. Come, Mr. Layman does hate tardiness.” His voice was sophisticated and sure, and she could tell that he had not always been a chauffeur. 

I seriously have a chauffeur? What kind of personal assistant gets a chauffeur? I don’t want to get my hopes up, but if I can hang on to this job I bet I’ll get a sizable raise and say goodbye to this god forsaken neighborhood! Samantha felt pleased when Phillip opened the passenger side door for her, and then felt a surge of annoyance when she realized it was the first time in her life a man had done that for her getting into a car. I seriously need to raise my dating standards.

“So, how long have you worked for Mr. Layman?” She was curious to learn more about the sophisticated older gentleman. 

Phillip never took his eyes off the road as he responded. “Bordering on 10 years now. I was one of his supervisors when he first came to our company, and he rose like lightning. You will never find a man more capable than him.”

“What exactly does he do?”

A slight smile came to Phillip’s face before it disappeared as if it were never there. Whether it was a smile of amusement or pride, Samantha could not tell. “He is head of security for the entire company. You worked in one of the low level call centers before Mr. Layman saw your potential, and you’ve seen that our company has interests in cellular telephones. What you may be surprised to learn is that we are also one of the leading innovators in many technological fields, some with national security implications. Mr. Layman is not just the man in charge of making sure no drunks stroll into the building. He keeps an eye on everything we do, from multimillion dollar deals to corporate espionage.”

Samantha always knew that the larger the company, the more pies they had their fingers in, but she had not realized just how important Mr. Layman was for the organization. She was glad she had chosen something classier to wear today. She already felt self conscious. What if she wasn’t good enough at her job? What if he lost interest in her, got bored, and sent her out the door? He could have her fired in a millisecond for what she had done. I`ll just have to be the best damn personal assistant he could wish for… and anything else he wants, as well. God, I hope he wants me. Mr. Layman was imposing in a suit, but she longed to see his body naked, to run her hands down his muscled chest. 

As they drove Samantha was very grateful for how smooth the ride was because every little bump sent waves of pain from her sore, aching behind. They pulled into the underground parking. Samantha had always taken the subway to work, and she looked around in awe at the beautiful cars. While she did not know much about automobiles, she could tell there was a fortune in cars in the underground parking. They stopped and Phillip exited the car and opened the door for her, and she stepped out feeling like a VIP. He lead her to an elevator and she stepped in.

``I wish you an excellent first day, miss Copini. I hope I do not overstep to say that a beautiful young woman like you could go very far if you meet Mr. Layman`s expectations.``

Samantha thanked him and then reached out and pressed the button for the 40th floor, feeling nervous excitement mixed with stress. Things had happened so quickly, and she felt overwhelmed. Her life had been upended by the tornado that was Mr. Layman. The elevator took her up and the doors opened with a ding. She walked into the same entrance hall she had been in yesterday. Yesterday, she had been scared to death, worried about what might happen in the meeting with Mr. Layman. Today, she was just as worried… but with every step reminding her of the punishment she had taken, the way he had made her cum and called her such dirty names… she was feeling a warmth between her legs and a quickness of her pulse in anticipation. 

The same snooty, smartly dressed secretary was behind the front desk. This time, Samantha did not feel so underdressed. 

“Congratulations on your new position, Miss Copini. You look beautiful today.”

Samantha smiled with a hint of smugness. Yesterday, she had felt embarrassed in the presence of such a beautiful, successful woman who was her age. Now, she could care less what she thought. 

“Thank you,” said Samantha and walked down the long hallway to his office. Each step made her feel less smug as the pain in her red behind shot through her and the soreness of her abused asshole made her wince. She arrived at the wooden doors and took a deep breath, trying to calm herself and then knocked on the door.

“Come in.”

Samantha entered the room. Once again, she could not keep her eyes off of him. Tall and broad shouldered, Mr. Layman had a presence that emanated from more than just his powerful body. He could take control of any situation just by walking into a room. He had a voice that people obeyed instinctively and sharp, piercing eyes that Samantha could almost feel on her.

“Good morning Mr. Layman.”

“Good morning Samantha. Turn around for me, slowly.”

Samantha felt her cheeks redden. She had thought that he might tell her what exactly he expected of her as a personal assistant, or even asked her how she was. She turned slowly. It was humiliating to be told what to do, humiliating that she was so attracted to a man 20 years older than her, humiliating how easily he had turned her into his personal slut. She could not resist his orders no matter how hard she tried.

“Stop.” She froze in place immediately. It was as if he could reach into her mind with his voice, command her even more surely than she could command herself. She could feel his eyes on her and she both loved it and feared what he was going to do to her. He had proven yesterday how merciless he was in spanking her roughly. 

Samantha shivered at the command. He was able to control her so easily. She was facing the door, which had closed behind her, and knew that Mr. Layman was appraising her. She could feel his eyes on her body, undressing her and she felt naked and exposed in front of him.

“Bend over.”

Samantha slowly bent over, feeling her dress sliding up and she knew the bottom of her ass was on display. Her cheeks went red with embarrassment. She was self conscious about her curves and her thick behind, and yet there was nothing she could do to hide. He could make her do anything he wanted. She felt humiliated by the fact that she had only been in his office for a minute and she was already bending over and exposing herself to him, that the much older man could see anything he wanted and take whatever he desired from her. Somehow, she had convinced herself that this position would involve a least some scheduling or dealing with his matters with some more satisfying duties on the side. It was becoming clear to her that he was only interested in her body. 

Mr. Layman could feel his cock swelling as he watched his new prize. He had a burning, powerful desire to use her and to make her his property. He relished the fact that had turned her from sweet and innocent into his personal slut without any effort. It was as if she was born to serve. He enjoyed how quickly she obeyed his orders, how it seemed so natural for her to without hesitation show off her body to him. He had never had such a powerful desire to take a woman and he knew he would fill this younger woman with his cum, and soon. But first he wanted to relish the fact that he could punish her however he wanted. He could see the painful red marks on the bottom of her buttocks that were exposed, and he wanted to slap her sore flesh until she begged for mercy. 

“Lift the back of your dress.” His voice was low and demanding. He was having trouble resisting running to her and pushing her against the wall and fucking her right there and then. His cock throbbed with hungry need and he had to restrain himself from simply pounding her into submission. He wanted to enjoy himself and dominate her until she could barely stand it.

Samantha clenched her teeth and slowly raised the back of her dress, exposing her red, stinging behind to him. She felt humiliated by how quickly he had made it clear what he was interested in. Samantha was in the large, decadent office of the rich, powerful head of security, a man much older than her and who was enjoying the view of her ass on display. He saw his hand prints clearly outlined on her ass, and remembered how she had begged and pleaded the day before, how he had slid his cock deep inside of her ass and took her how he wanted. 

Samantha heard his chair pushed back as he stood and she shivered in fear. She could hear him walking towards her and she clenched her eyes tightly shut. Her ass was so sore and pained from the day before and she was fearful of his hand spanking her again. I don`t think I can handle another slap of his hands on my poor ass... fuck it would be so hot if he did it anyways. He knows how sore I am, I don`t know if I want him to show me mercy or punish me hard. I`m such a dirty slut, bent over in his private office, so eager to please him. He`s just so... powerful. Her heart was pounding and she wanted to feel his hands caressing her, gently sliding his fingers inside her and making her moan and beg for more. She felt helpless and exposed, bent over and with his eyes on her ass. Her thin black thong did nothing to cover her.

Mr. Layman walked slowly towards her, feeling his cock throbbing, trapped in his dress pants. He had never felt such an animal urge to dominate a woman before. It was her helplessness, her hidden desire to be dominated that he had forced to come to light and the way she obeyed him as if she belonged to him that he had never experienced before. His thoughts were filled with images of whipping her and forcing his cock down her throat. He stood behind her, towering above her and could hear her heavy breathing, a mix of lust and fear as she worried that he was going to spank her again.

Samantha moaned as she felt his strong, calloused hand sliding up her right buttock, barely touching her sore skin. After the rough spanking the day before, her skin was incredibly sensitive, and even the lightest touch made her moan. She felt like a whore. There she was, in the private office of a man 20 years older than her, bent over and exposed. Even more humiliating was the fact that she knew that she secretly needed this. Compared to the bdsm pornography she had been addicted to, the real thing was so much more intense and drove her wild with pleasure. She needed, so deeply that it scared her, to be used as a slut. It was almost too intense for her young mind to handle. 

“When I called you up to my office yesterday, I had every intention of firing you. What kind of a slut can’t resist looking up porn on company time? I wanted to hear what you had to say and give you one chance to have some excuse or reason dramatic enough to sway my mind. I wanted to see if you would apologize for your actions, but I can see that you have no regret. You are a whore to your very bones.”

Mr. Layman squeezed her right asscheek slowly and Samantha gasped in pain and need. Her ass was on fire and every touch was torture, sweet, pleasurable torture. He did not care about her comfort. He wanted to grab her round ass and he did so for himself, making her moan in pain and desire. He enjoyed how desperate she sounded, how her classy but sexy dress was thrown aside to reveal her secret sluttiness. 

“When I realized that you had no excuse, that you were simply a desperate whore begging to be punished, I had the urge to give that sexy ass of yours a hard spanking. You need to be taught a lesson. When I realized your innocent exterior hid such deep desires, I had to tie your hands and take your ass as mine. You know, as head of security I have more than just rope in my desk. I bet you’re just aching to find out what other toys I have to restrain and punish you.”

He reached out his other hand and pulled her thong down, enjoying the sight of her asshole, knowing that he had been the first to fuck it, the first to feel it with cum. He spread her ass cheeks, and Samantha remembered how he had stretched and widened her until she was gaping with his huge, thick cock. Samantha could not even form words in her lust. Her nipples were rock hard and she could feel her wetness growing as her pussy ached to be touched and fucked. She was scared not only by the way he controlled her but by the way he made her feel uncontrollably horny. It was as if he had invaded her thoughts, or reached deep inside of her and flicked a switch on that revealed her deepest, innermost needs and desires. She wanted to turn around, to feel his touch but she was forced to remain as a statue. He had not freed her. When he told her to bend over, she remained there, no matter how helpless and afraid she felt. His words trapped her as well as any ropes or handcuffs. 

Mr. Layman took his right hand from her behind and raised it, wanting to slap her sore flesh until she begged for mercy. Finally, Samantha spoke, her fear making the words tumble out of her mouth.

“Please, please don’t spank me again… I’m so sore from yesterday, please, let me have a break, I`ll please you any other way, my mouth, my pussy, anything sir just please spare me from your punishment.” 

“You do know that what you did was very, very wrong. You watched videos of women being dominated on company property, during work hours. You need to be disciplined. You need to be punished, and you know it, deep inside of you. Admit it.”

Samantha was panting in desire and fear. His words triggered something deep inside of her. Everything he said she knew was true. It turned her on so much to be in his office, in his control. She was holding on to her ankles, at the limit of her flexibility. 

"Please sir, have mercy, it hurts too much..."

His voice was cruel and stern. "Mercy? I have shown you mercy by hiring you as my personal assistant instead of sending your ass on the street. I show you endless mercy and you repay me with your insolence? 

“You’re… you’re right sir. I'm sorry. You're right, I deserve to be punished for my naughty urges and for my insolence.” Samantha starting breathing even quicker, almost hyperventialing in fear and lust as she said the words. She squeezed her eyes even tighter together in fear of what was coming. 

Mr. Layman brought his hand down swiftly on her red, aching ass with a satisfying crack. Samantha gave a piercing cry of pain and surprise and felt tears come to her eyes. She had nearly fallen forward from the impact of the cruel blow to her backside and was barely balancing. She tried to handle the pain, tried her best to take control of her body but she was barely able to withstand it. 

“Thank… thank you sir,” she moaned in pain, wanting to be his perfect slut. Her desire to please him was even more important to her than her pain. 

“Beg for another.” Mr. Layman's voice was harsh and cruel. He could tell just how hard it had been for her to handle the harsh spanking and he was not going to hold anything back. 

Samantha shivered, trying to make herself say the words. She fought against the aching pain in her behind. Oh my god it hurts so much, he owns my ass, I can't resist him... I hope I'm pleasing him, I hope I can satisfy him. He wants me to beg for more of this. I have to.

“Please sir please may I have ano-” She was interrupted by his hand slapping the firm flesh of her behind once again and she screamed again in pain, tears pouring down her face and ruining her makeup. It felt so right to be punished by a strong, dominating older man who treated her like a naughty slut. She trembled as she heard him undoing his belt, hoping beyond hope that he was going to pull down his pants and fuck her hard. When she felt the leather, folded over, rubbing against her pained flesh, she cried harder. She knew he was going to whip her with his belt.

"Please Mr. Layman, please just use your hands on me. My ass is yours Mr. Layman, please fuck it again, just please don't whip me with your belt."

Mr. Layman felt his cock pulsing even harder at her desperate begging. She was sobbing as she begged and he had never felt so powerful before. Samantha was more turned on the more she begged. She felt utterly humiliated and powerless to stop him from punishing her ass. Oh god, it's going to hurt so much. I deserve it, I deserve to be whipped like the slut I am. He loves making me beg, loves making me scream in pain and it turns me on so much to give him pleasure. 

Mr. Layman lifted his arm and brought his belt on her ass hard. The crack of the belt was drowned out by her shriek of pain. She gripped her ankles as hard as she could, feeling her body trembling and shaking uncontrollably. Tears flowed freely down her face and neck and she had never felt so turned on and dominated in her entire life. She could tell this older man was enjoying turning her from a sweet, innocent young woman to his personal whore, enjoying pushing her to the limits and making her admit how much she loved being his slut. 

She could not believe the words that came out of her mouth, barely understandable through her sobs. "Please sir, whip my slutty ass, I deserve to be punished sir I deserve it."

Mr. Layman brought his belt down twice in rapid succession, seeing the long red lines that stood out from his violent discipline. She was crying and sobbing from the pain, and he could see her entire body shaking with need. He could tell just how turned on she was by her need to be dominated and his cock was pounding with need, wanting to force its way inside of her. 

His hands grabbed her waist and pulled her upright, one of his hands wrapped tightly around her waist and the other exploring the sweeping neckline of her dress. His hands were rough and groping in their explorations. Samantha could feel his iron hard bulge pressing against her and she needed to feel him inside of her. She felt his hot breath on her ear as he whispered directly into it, and she felt so small and helpless in his huge, strong arms.

“My jobs is very stressful, as you might have imagined. After spanking you and fucking you hard up your tight little ass, I found myself relaxed in a way I have not felt for years. That’s why you are my personal assistant. You’re my stress relief, you dirty little slut, and you know deep inside of you that you need this.”

Samantha could feel his hand moving from her waist and up her dress, and she gasped in sudden pleasure as he slid a finger deep inside her wet, desperate pussy. Her thong was forgotten down her legs. Mr. Layman felt how sopping wet she was and he was surprised by just how much she needed to be treated like a slut. Samantha's ass was on fire, burning pain and now her sobs of pain were turned into desperate moans of pleasure as he stroked her expertly from within. He knew her body, knew how to make her moan and beg. 

“You’re so fucking wet, you little whore. You love this. You need this, more than anything.”

She was panting and moaning from the pleasure as he slid his fat finger deep inside her pussy, his huge bulge pulsing against her ass. She wanted to feel his cock deep in her wetness but she knew that if he wanted he could simply fuck her in her ass again, ignoring her needs. Oh god, I don't know if I can handle another deep fucking up my ass, please let him choose my other hole, please let my pussy please him. His other hand slid underneath the deep cleavage of her dress and his fingers found her nipple, pinching hard. Samantha had never felt so powerless. It was as if she was being swept down a torrential river. She groaned in deep, lustful frustration. His single finger was teasing her mercilessly, sliding into her pussy but not filling her. She wanted to feel his cock inside of her, feel it stretch her tight pussy and fuck her hard. 

“I’m not just going to spank you. I saw every video you watched on company time and I know you need more than just a little spanking. You need to be tied, whipped, and fucked hard. You need your nipples clamped -” he punctuated his sentence by pulling painfully on her hard, aching nipple, “and your mouth filled with cock.” 

With those words he grabbed her, lifting her into to the air. Samantha kicked desperately, trying to escape his powerful grasp. He threw her onto the ground and was on top of her in an instant, his massive body crushing her as he kissed her deeply. Samantha could barely breathe from the weight of him pushing down on her. With one hand he unzipped his pants and she could feel his huge cock pressing against her and she tried desperately to close her legs. She wanted to feel his dick deep inside of her but her instinct was to fight him off. If he was going to fuck her, he would have to conquer her. He would have to show her that no matter what she tried, she could not stop him from using her whenever he wanted.

She felt his hands forcing her legs apart, and kept trying desperately to close them but then he had her open and exposed, her wetness open to his girth. She bit his neck as hard as she could and his body held her legs open while his hand grabbed her neck, forcing her head back and stopping her from breathing. He looked deep into her eyes.

"I love when you struggle, but there's nothing you can do. You're going to pay for biting me, bitch."

Her bare ass was rubbing against the carpet painfully in the struggle, aching and shooting pain through her from the spanking and harsh strokes of the belt. She could feel the huge head of his cock pushing against her tightness and she could do nothing to resist the pleasure as he forced himself inside of her. He fucked her mercilessly, pounding her violently. He was punishing her with his cock and she could barely handle his hugeness pounding into her, filling her with pleasure and stretching her to her limit. Her hands beat helplessly against him, trying to push his muscular body off of her and she tried her hardest to breath as he kissed her deeply, his tongue invading her mouth. His hand was still gripping her neck but he relented, letting her have quick gasps of air between kisses. She was overwhelmed with pleasure and lust, her ass on fire and reminding her every second that she was the fucktoy of an older, dominant man. His cock slid deep into her and she moaned in deep, intense pleasure and then his mouth was on her ear, biting and licking at her between dirty, filthy words.

“I love it when you fight back, you little slut, but we both know what you need.”

Samantha could only moan in response. The feeling of an older, strong man on top of her, taking her as his own was incredible. She had never felt so powerless in her life and she loved the way he pinned her down with his strength. His cock slid in and out of her forcefully, his thrusts viciously hard and she bit her lip, her eyes rolling back in pleasure. She was in paradise. She finally understood what she needed. 

“Your life is now devoted to my cock. You live to serve me, you dirty little whore. All you want is my cock.”

Each word was like a slap in the face to Samantha as her body quivered in pleasure. He was exposing her deepest, darkest desires and hearing them said while he fucked her hard made her even more turned on. Pleasure was washing over her, intense and deep. She was overwhelmed with her craving to be dominated by this older, strong man. His voice was almost a growl as he spat out humiliating, insulting words. Each thrust sent her deeper into pleasure and she felt her orgasm building up as his massive cock filled her completely. 

“Oh Mr. Layman oh sir please may I cum please!” Samantha begged without pride, reduced in her need to a helpless slut.

“Cum, you fucking slut!” Mr. Layman’s growling, angry voice sent her over the edge and he kept pounding her hard, stretching her open as she came. She was overwhelmed by the pleasure combined with the pain of her ass rubbing against the carpet with each of his thrusts. He could feel her pussy tightening in the throes of her passion and it pushed him over the edge, his massive cock throbbing as he unloaded himself into the 20 year old slut he had taken as his own. 

“I’m cumming deep inside you, you fucking whore!”

“Oh yesss cum inside me sir fill me up with your seed!” Samantha could no longer think in her overwhelming pleasure, her entire body pulsing with the deep satisfaction of being used. She could feel his huge dick filling her up with cum and she could do nothing to stop him from filling her with his seed. His cock shot endless streams of hot cum inside of her and she knew that he could make her take his cum wherever he wanted, whenever he wanted. He was pounding her with an intense, animal ferocity that scared and overwhelmed her. Finally his thrusts slowed. He pulled himself out of her suddenly lay on his back beside her, his still hard cock dripping with cum.

“Clean it up. That mouth has to be good for something. And don’t you dare spill a drop of my cum on the carpet.”

Samantha leaned over him, feeling cum dripping out of her pussy and pushed her left hand against her opening, trying to stop the flow of cum. She wrapped her lips around his still throbbing cock and sucked and licked, gulping down all of the remaining cum and feeling his cock pulse in response, shooting its last streams of cum into her mouth. She wanted every drop. 

“Your work is done for now. Go get cleaned up, I’ll have Phillip take you home. You need to be ready at any time to serve me - from now on, you’re my on call slut. Understand?”

“Yes sir.” Samantha got up on shaking legs, still trembling from her orgasm. She could feel his huge load of cum dripping between her fingers and she hurried to the door, terrified it would spill.

“Let me get that for you.” Mr. Layman opened the door for her, and she took a quick look down the hallway, not wanting anyone to see her. “Keep satisfying me and someday you will earn the privilege of using my personal bathroom to get cleaned up.”

“Thank you sir,” said Samantha, humiliated that she would have to walk past the snooty secretary again, once more with cum dripping from her. She waddled down the hallway in her high heels, trying to stop the thick load of cum from spilling out and held her head down low as she passed the secretary and got cleaned up in the bathroom. 

Mr. Layman sat back in his chair, feeling relaxed and satisfied. He knew he would be keeping her around longer. It was not just her body that made him so focused on her. It was seeing how deeply her desires ran, and what she truly needed. Exposing her slutty desires and seeing her experiencing them for the first time was priceless to him. He had the sudden urge to see her even more forcefully used and humiliated, in a way that he alone could not do. He had the urge to see her blissful expression and her fearful lust as she was used and dominated by multiple men, and he dialed the number for one of his best friends from the special forces. 

End

Shared Office Toy

Samantha woke up aching, her ass painfully sore from the harsh belting she had received the day before. She shivered with desire as she remembered how brutally he had punished her just yesterday and how he had filled her tight pussy with a huge load of cum. In two days, the older man had brought out the sex crazed slut inside of her and she realized just how badly she wanted him to call her in to work today. She could barely understand the deep desires that had been awakened in her by the strict older man who used her mercilessly for his own pleasure.

Mr. Layman had made it very clear that she was a personal assistant only in name and that her only purpose was to relieve his stress by taking harsh punishments and sucking his cock whenever he desired. She was literally his personal cum dump. As she showered she could only imagine the next time he would want to use her, and she moaned in desire as she played with her nipples in the shower, wanting to feel his harsh, calloused hands slapping her ass hard while she begged for mercy. She started to play with her clit, but stopped as she realized that nothing could satisfy her the way Mr. Layman could. The way he humiliated, debased, and used her body for his own pleasure was so intense and filled a deep need she had no idea was so powerful inside of her.

She spent the morning cleaning her home mindlessly. In truth, all she wanted was to see her phone beep with a text from him or to see the car drive up to her place and take her to her master. Oh my god, all I can think about is his huge, thick cock in my mouth and fucking me hard. I can't wait to make him cum again. No matter how badly her behind hurt, it was waiting for him to want her that was so much more difficult to handle. She craved his touch, craved his cruel words and the way his huge dick got rock hard when she moaned in pain from his rough hands. He better call me in today. I pleased him so well yesterday, he told me how much he loved punishing my ass. 

When the doorbell rang, she jumped up from her chair, wincing at the pain the sudden movement caused in her sore behind. She opened the door to see her personal driver, Phillip standing there with a bag in his hands. Phillip had been assigned to be her chauffeur and the dapper old gentleman made her feel like a proper lady. 

“Morning, Miss Copini. Mr. Layman has requested your presence at the office, and for you to wear this,” he said, handing the bag to her. 

“Thank you,” said Samantha. “Come in, I’ll go change.” She bit her lip, almost wanting to tell him to come with her to the bathroom and watch her change. Her desires to please were becoming overwhelming. Now I want to fuck Philip? My god, soon I'm going to want to suck off every man I see. 

She let him in and went to the bathroom, opening up the bag to see what was inside. There were only two contents - a white pushup bra and a tight white dress that looked like it was two sizes too small. She got naked and put on the pushup bra, critically looking at herself in the mirror and surprised just how big it made her breasts look. It took her three minutes to force her way into the white dress, and she gasped and how slutty she looked. I look like a high priced whore. The dress barely covered her ass and her breasts looked like they were about to pop completely out. One hard breeze and my tits are going to be exposed for the world to see. She then realized that there was a reason Mr. Layman had not included panties in the bag. He obviously wanted her to be completely naked underneath her tiny white dress. She bent over and took off her panties, realizing that from behind, her pussy and asshole would be completely on display every time she bent over. I hope he makes me bend over and can't resist stuffing my pussy with his cock. She felt like a complete bimbo slut. She took her time with her makeup, knowing that by the sluttiness of the clothes Mr. Layman would want her to have slutty, red lips that looked perfect wrapped around his huge cock and eyeshadow to accentuate her batting eyes as she looked up at him. 

She left the bathroom and as soon as she got to the front door she could see Phillips eyes widen as he stared at her. I bet he wants to push me to my knees and make me swallow his cock, the dirty old man. She could not blame him. The tiny white dress hugged her curves and the push up bra was doing nothing to hide any of her assets. She was completely on display for any man who looked at her. 

“You look quite fetching, Miss Copini,” said Philip with a charming smile. He had a particularly sophisticated way of saying that she looked like a sexy slut who would suck any cock she bumped into. 

“Thank you,” said Samantha, not embarrassed by his eyes undressing what little there was left to undress of her body. She had become used to be naked in front of older men, and in comparison to having her asshole stretched open and filled with cum, simply looking at her was nothing. The truth is, if Mr. Layman told me too, I'd pleasure my chauffeur right here and now. 

He lead her to the car, opening the door for her and letting her sit in the back this time. She noticed a brown box on the seat beside her and wondered what it could possibly be. I hope it's more presents for me to look my best.

“What’s this?”

“The final touch to your outfit, Miss Copini.”

She opened the box to see a pair of white heels that had to be at least six inches. She had never worn heels so tall and she kicked off her smaller heels and put them on, worried about being able to keep her balance. One little push and I'll be on the floor, helpless to resist. She knew that for as long as she wore them she would be walking carefully and slowly, which suited her considering that moving faster than a snails pace made her posterior burn with pain from the belting Mr. Layman had given her the day before.  

Philip drove smoothly to the underground parking lot and let her out of the car, wishing her a good day. I love how he opens the door for me. I feel like a celebrity. I look like one too... well, maybe a porn star. She walked slowly and carefully to the elevator, trying to get used to the new heels. The elevator ride was just as quick as usual and she was let off at Mr. Layman's floor. This time, the snooty secretary looked at her with open contempt at how slutty she was dressed. Well fuck her. She's just jealous I'm the one Mr. Layman wants. I bet she fantasizes about getting fucked by him and listens at the door while Mr. Layman is making me moan in pleasure. 

Wordlessly, Samantha walked past her, holding her head up high. In comparison to rushing past her trying to squeeze her ass cheeks together to keep a huge load of cum from oozing out, being dressed provocatively was nothing. When she got to Mr. Layman's office and opened the door, she was expecting to see him sitting behind the desk once again. Her eyes opened wide and she gasped in surprise when she saw that he was not alone. 

Three men were in the room, standing and laughing while they sipped amber liquid. They stopped talking when they saw her enter. Mr. Layman stood in the middle, a glass of scotch in his hand and he was flanked by two of the biggest men she had ever seen. Both of them had the same grizzled, intense look as Mr. Layman. They were muscular and tall, and looked like they could throw her around like a ragdoll. They stared at her wordlessly, judging her in their mind. All three men wore suits and her eyes flickered between the thick bulges in their dress pants, wanting desperately to serve them. One of the men in particular had an enormous bulge in his pants and Samanta’s eye’s widened as she imagined just how thick and huge his cock must be. Look at how big that thick bulge is... I can't wait to pull his dress pants down and make him growl with pleasure. I wonder if I can fit it all in my mouth? 

“Ah, there’s the slut I was just telling you about. Samantha, come in and say hello to my two friends from the military, Derrick and Jake. We were just talking about the time Derrick got thrown out of a whorehouse. The whore took one look at his cock and didn’t want him within two miles of her. But you won’t be kicking Derrick out, will you?”

Samantha could only stare at Derrick’s massive bulge. She wanted to drool on his cock and feel it slide in and out of her mouth.  Can I handle such a massive dick?

“No sir, I won’t be kicking Derrick out.” She made her voice sound servile and submissive and she bit her lip sexily, putting on a show for them. They want to turn a young woman into their personal whore, and I'm going to do everything to please them. I love how their eyes stare at me like I'm their property, like I'm some toy to be used as they please. 

Derrick laughed a deep, booming laugh. She could barely believe how his huge, muscled body could fit in his tailored suit which showed off every inch of his taunt, hard flesh. Jake was only slightly smaller and he was perhaps ten years older. He had short buzzed grey hair and a grizzled face.  He had a grim look on his face and she could tell he thought very little of her. He looks almost annoyed that I'm not already sucking him off. 

“Good slut. Today, your assignment is to serve all three of us any way we please.”

“Yes sir, I will serve you all in any way you choose.” This is a dream job. I can't wait to see how much these men cum. Still, I'm pretty scared they are going to spank me again... I don't know if I can handle it. But oh God, I love the feeling of their rough hands abusing my helpless ass. They take control of me so easily. 

“Good whore. First of all, I want to show my buddies just how much abuse your sexy little ass can take. Bend over the desk.”

Samantha walked slowly towards the desk, feeling the three sets of eyes of the older, muscular men following her every move. She bent forward on the desk and looked back over her shoulder as Mr. Layman slowly slid her dress up over her ass, exposing her to the three men. I can feel their eyes staring at my ass, loving how tight my little asshole looks. I wonder if any of them is going to want to fuck it today? Fuck, I'd love to feel one of their big fat cocks stretching me out. 

Jake let out a low whistle of appreciation at the red marks all over her plump behind. 

“You really did a number on her.”

“Yes I did, and she loved every second of it didn’t you, my little whore?”

Samantha felt her body trembling in desire at the experience of being so exposed in front of three powerful older men. “Yes sir,” she moaned, wanting badly to feel his hand spanking her again. Admitting it to them made her feel embarassed, humiliated and even more turned on. She knew they were going to spank her until she begged for mercy. 

“Want a turn,” asked Mr. Layman, motioning to Jake. 

“Sure do.”

Samantha looked forward and felt the much older man start to rub her ass before he brought his hand up and spanked her hard. He was even more businesslike about it than Mr. Layman. She yelped in pain and it was as if he did not hear her. Oh my god, it hurts! Just keep holding on and soon it will stop. Ugggh but it feels so good to be punished, I'm such a bad little slut who needs to be shown how to act. His hand kept raising and striking down on her behind, and she trembled in pain and flinched as he spanked her hard and fast, over and over. She felt tears come to her eyes. 

"You fucking whore, you deserve to be spanked till you cry."

“Please, please be gentle…” 

“Hold the bitch down,” said Jake in his gruff, commanding voice and the enormous hand of Derrick was on her back, pushing her against the desk as Jake kept spanking her ass hard until she started to cry and beg him for mercy. I can't take it anymore! I can't do anything to escape, his hand is pushing me down against the desk so easily no matter how hard I struggle. She felt incredibly helpless as one hand pushed her firmly against the desk and the other man spanked her roughly. She fought hard against his hand, unable to escape the iron grip of him pushing down on her. She had never felt so used and punished and it made her incredibly wet. Each spank to her ass was both painful and teased her mercilessly as she imagined getting fucked hard to try to concentrate on anything other than the agony of the rough spanking. Finally, he was satisfied and stopped.

“Your turn,” he said, and Derrick got behind her and she moaned in lust as he rubbed the hard bulge of his cock against her ass. She could feel his iron hard rod massive and pressing against her and she wanted badly for him to fuck her hard. It's so fucking huge. 

Instead, he brought his huge hand down on her ass with a resounding slap. Samantha screamed in pain as he started to spank her slowly but methodically, his huge hand almost as big as one of her ass cheeks as he brought his hand down on her mercilessly. By the time he was finished, she was shaking in pain and could barely keep herself upright.

“What did I tell you, she loves getting spanked.”

No matter how badly it hurt, Samantha could not deny that the experience of getting spanked by older, dominating men turned her on in a way she could not control. I love being punished even though it hurts so fucking bad. She was soaking wet and wanted nothing more than to fuck these three men. 

“Get on your knees.” Mr. Layman’s voice was stern and commanding and she found herself on her knees as quickly as she could be in her tall heels. She looked up at the three stern faced men, each bigger than the last. Finally, finally I get to suck a cock.

“What are you waiting for? Unzip, bitch.” Jake’s voice was gruff and uncaring and she unzipped his pants and pulled out his thick, semi-hard cock. He was probably in his late early fifties and his pubic hair was greying. Without being asked, she took his cockhead in her mouth, feeling it swelling in her warm mouth and she swirled her tongue around the cockhead, wanting to feel his full thickness deep in her mouth. He's so much older than me, his hair is grey but he loves seeing my slutty little mouth pleasuring his cock. 

His cock grew in her mouth and almost gagged her as she sucked. He grabbed her hair roughly and started to force her to deepthroat. There was something so cruel in the way he debased her that made her pant with lust and her nipples were painfully hard. Her ass was burning in pain as she sucked his cock deep in her throat. 

“Get her on the couch,” said Mr. Layman.

Jake pulled his cock out of her mouth as Derrick grabbed her and almost flung her onto the nearby couch. Jake sat down and grabbed her by her hair, pulling her mouth down on his cock again and she felt a thick finger sliding into her wetness. Oh yes, fill my little cunt. 

“You weren’t joking, this whore is wet as hell. She loves this. You better fuck her first though, when I’m done with her she will be so loose you won’t feel a thing.” Derrick’s mocking voice washed over her and she shuddered with desire as she felt his finger removed from her now empty pussy and wanted only to be filled. 

She could feel the weight of another man on the couch as Mr. Layman pulled down his pants and got on the couch where she was on all fours, trying to arch her ass as high in the air as she could for his enjoyment. She felt him grip her hips hard and suddenly she was full of his cock, stretching her pussy as he forced himself deep inside of her without a pause. Oh god yes I love feeling Mr. Layman's thick cock inside of me. She heard the older man groan from the tightness of her cunt wrapping around his thickness. She was being taken hard from behind while her mouth was full of a much older man’s cock and she could barely breath as he grabbed the back of her head and forced her to take his entire thickness down her throat. She was being pushed forward by the hard thrusts of Mr. Layman fucking her doggystyle and she could not move her head an inch because of the iron grip Jake had on her head as he enjoyed pulling her head up by her hair and then slamming her mouth back down on his length. I need to arch my ass up as well as I can, I need to give him a perfect view of his property. She could feel his cock pulsing and then he came hard, thick strings of cum filling her mouth as he bucked his hips, sending wave after wave of hot cum down her throat. Oh god he's cumming so much. She could feel cum spilling out of her mouth and she tried desperately to get every last drop down her throat. She knew there would be consequences if she spilled. She was in overwhelming pleasure from the huge cock fucking her from behind and Jake finally finished cumming and pulled her head up to look in her eyes. His grizzled face looked down at her uncaringly. He had got what he needed and now she was nothing to him.

“I’m calling it a day, this slut has nothing more for me.”

With that, he left the room. Samantha could not watch him leave because she was getting pounded so hard that she was just trying to cling to her thoughts. Oh my god, he's going to make me cum. It felt so good to be fucked by her master and she bit her lip as the pleasure built up and her whole body started to shudder in her need. She felt her orgasm washing over her as Mr. Layman fucked her deep and hard and she gasped when she realized she had cum without his permission.

“Bad little slut. This slut knows she isn’t supposed to orgasm without my permission. How should we punish her?” Samantha felt deep shame overcome her. She could not believe she had disobeyed her master. I'm such a stupid, stupid little whore. He slowed down fucking her and she turned her head to look at Derrick, who still had not dropped his pants.

“I think we need to teach this bitch a real lesson. I think I’m going to fuck her up the ass.”

He unzipped his pants and pulled them down, his boxers showing the lines of his massive rod. She could see the outline of it and gasped as Mr. Layman pulled his cock from her pussy and sat down where Jake had been sitting before. There's no way I can handle that monster in my ass. It's going to split me in half! She wrapped her lips eagerly around his cock, wanting to please him. Fuck I love sucking his cock. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched Derrick pull down his pants and she gasped around Mr. Layman’s cock as she saw just how monstrous it was. It's so thick! I can't handle that up my ass! It had to be ten inches of thick meat and as he took his place behind her, she shuddered at the realization that he was going to destroy her asshole. 

“You got any lube?”

“Top drawer. Oh yeah, keep sucking my cock bitch.”

Samantha focused on Mr. Layman’s cockhead, knowing how sensitive it was and wanting to please him badly. Her ass still ached from the spanking and she could hear Derrick getting the lube from the desk and spurting it onto something. She moaned on Mr. Layman’s cock as she felt Derrick slide his fat finger deep into her ass. Oh that feels so goooood maybe I do want him to fuck me hard up the ass... I hope I can handle it. It was cold from the lube and she felt deep pleasure and her body shuddered with desire.

“I think the bitch likes it,” said Derrick, laughing.

“I trained her ass a couple days ago. She can’t resist a good ass-fucking, can you, slut?”

Samantha moaned a yes before he grabbed the back of her head and started to bob her head up and down on his cock, and she took his manhood deeper and deeper in her throat. She was humiliated by how slutty she was acting but her desires were too overwhelming to resist. I want him to fuck my ass and fill me with his hot cum. The fat finger in her ass was turning her on and teasing her and she already felt herself loosening up as he slid his finger in and out of her. She was shivering in desire as she imagined how full she would feel when he slid his huge cock inside of her. 

“I’m not going to loosen you up too much, bitch. You deserve to be punished for cumming without permission.” 

With those words he removed his finger and pushed his massive cockhead against her tight asshole, slowly pushing against her resistance. Oh noooo it's so big. Samantha was moaning in pleasure around Mr. Layman’s fat dick which was deep in her mouth and she felt herself drooling all over him as he fucked her mouth hard, pulling her head up and down his cock. She had no control. She felt Derrick’s hands grabbing her hips and she knew that even if she struggled she could do nothing to stop his enormous cock from invading her tight asshole and stretching her out until he filled her ass deep with cum. 

She closed her eyes in pain as she felt his cock push into her ass, stretching her wide open as he groaned in pleasure from her tightness. She knew how much her asshole was pleasing him but she could not help but try to tighten her hole to keep his massive cock out. It was her body’s natural reaction to his enormous cock. It hurts so bad but I want it deep inside of me. Uggh it feels so good stretching my little asshole. No matter how hard she tried, she could not stop his massive cock from pushing into her, stretching her wide open as he worked the first inch of his monstrous member into her resisting hole. She was thankful he had used lube as tears came to her eyes from the pain of it. She kept sucking dutifully at Mr. Layman’s cock, wanting desperately to please her master and to show him that she could handle the enormous, fat dick all the way up her ass. 

Derrick had never managed to get his full length up a woman’s ass but he was planning on doing it today. His army buddy had called him over to fuck his new slut and he had been wanting the opportunity to absolutely debase a younger woman with his massive cock. Watching her young ass stretching to try desperately to accommodate his huge girth only made him harder and only made him push his lubed cock deeper and deeper into her ass. Samantha was whimpering on the cock deep in her mouth, crying from the pain and pleasure of his enormous rod pulsing as it invaded her ass. When he had worked half of his huge cock inside of her he started to fuck her, letting his length leave her ass and then pushing it back in so that she had to take it over and over again as her asshole tried desperately to tighten up again. I'm getting looser and looser, he's making my ass gape for him. He was cruelly fucking slowly but firmly, knowing just how hard it was for her to handle his enormous rod. He could not wait to be balls deep in this slut.

“Keep sucking, bitch. Don’t focus on that big dick in your ass, focus on the one in your mouth. Please your master, slut.”

Samantha was crying from the abuse her ass was taking but it also felt so good deep inside her ass and she tried her best to ignore the overwhelming pain and pleasure and focus on sucking his cock. Her mouth was sore and tired but she kept sucking him, loud slurping sounds coming from her drooling mouth as she took his full length deep in her wet mouth. Oh please cum soon Mr. Layman, please fill my mouth with your cum. She wished she could play with his balls but her hands were on the couch, trying desperately to balance as Derrick fucked her faster and faster, his cock sliding deeper and deeper into her ass. 

“I’m about to cum, slut,” said Mr. Layman and she redoubled her efforts on his cock as she felt his shaft thrusting furiously in her wet mouth and his cock started to spurt wave after wave of creamy cum deep into her mouth. Oh god yes I love making him cum oh yes I love feeling his cum filling my mouth. She could not handle it all and felt it oozing out of her mouth as he bucked his hips and kept fucking her mouth while he pulled her hair hard and she sucked it up eagerly, loathing each wasted drop. She wanted to please her master. His groans of pleasure as he came deep in her mouth made her feel so proud and useful and she loved being used for his pleasure. Finally his cock finished twitching in her mouth and as it softened she licked up every last drop, cleaning his cock.

“Damn, she does a good job,” said Derrick admiringly as he pushed his cock deeper and deeper in her ass. Her high heels and tight white dress turned him on as she was the epitome of a cock hungry slut. Finally he managed to get the entire length of his cock deep inside of her and heard her moan deeply and in complete pleasure. He could not believe this whore was enjoying getting fucked by his massive cock. 

Samantha started to get used to the huge rod in her ass and she knew she was stretched out by it because her ass barely resisted when he forced it into her with each thrust. He started to fuck her hard, letting his balls slap against her as he did so and growling in pleasure at the tightness of her ass on his massive cock. 

“Play with your clit, bitch.” He wanted to hear her cum while he fucked her up the ass. Mr. Layman sat on a chair and drank scotch, enjoying watching his friend completely debase his secretary. He could see the slutty lust in Samantha’s eyes and he felt pride that he had turned her into such a whore so easily. 

“Spank her a little, she loves it,” he said, sipping his drink.

Samantha closed her eyes tight in pain as he slapped her ass, fucking her deep as he started to assault her with his open palm. She started to play with her clit, trying to focus on the pleasure of it instead of the agonizing pain of his strong hand slapping her ass over and over. Oww owww it hurts so much but it feels so good to be fucked. She was moaning in abject pleasure as she played with herself and she wanted to cum so badly.

“Please Mr. Layman, please may I cum,” she begged, whimpering with pleasure as Derrick kept pounding her ass with his cock.

“You can cum, but if you do you aren’t allowed to stop playing with your clit until you make Derrick cum in your ass.”

His permission was all she needed to orgasm hard as she played with her clit, waves of pleasure washing over her as she shuddered in desire. Derrick felt himself nearing orgasm at the sight of the complete slut cumming hard while he fucked her up the ass. Samantha instantly regretted cumming as her orgasm subsided and she was forced to keep playing with her oversensitive clit which was almost painfully pleasurable. Fuck it feels too good! I need him to cum, and fast! She was moaning and screaming in pleasure and she started to push back against his cock, wanting desperately to make him cum so she could finally have relief. She wanted to please his cock, wanted Mr. Layman to be proud of how well she serve his friends and she tried desperately to tighten her ass on his huge member in order to give him even more pleasure. He kept spanking her hard and fast and she felt tears streaming down her face from the overwhelming sensations. 

Derrick could not believe she was pushing back against his cock and the tightness of her asshole was more than he could handle. He stopped spanking her and gripped her hips painfully hard and growled as he started to cum deep inside of her ass. Derrick kept pounding her hard, filling her asshole with cum and Samantha felt herself orgasming again, and she screamed in pleasure, her entire body shaking with the force of her orgasm as she felt his cock pulsing and shooting cum deep into her ass. She gratefully stopped playing with her clit and fell forward as he slowed his thrusts, wanting to leave every last drop of cum deep inside of her as her ass milked his cock of every last bit of cum. 

Samantha almost passed out from the pleasure and pain and she lay on the couch sweating and panting, her ass on fire from the spanking and her asshole sore from the hard fucking she had received. Derrick pulled his huge rod out of her slowly and laughed at how wide her asshole was after the harsh fucking. He grabbed her sore asscheeks and spread, amazed at how wide her formerly tight hole had become and watching as his cum oozed out of her asshole. 

“I’m heading out. Thanks for letting me fuck your whore.”

“No problem. Anytime you need a cum bucket, just give me a text and I’ll send her over to please you.”

They were talking about Samantha as if she was not there. She could barely move from the intense pleasure and lay on the couch, shaking as cum dripped from her asshole.

“You did very well, my little slut. Go get cleaned up. Today you earned my personal bathroom. Go on, hurry up.”

She got to her legs shakily, almost falling as she made her way to the bathroom.

“Thank you sir,” she managed and stepped into his private bathroom. It was all marble and she kicked off the heels gratefully and pulled off her tight dress before stepping into his personal shower. She loved the feeling of the hot water washing over her and could not believe she had just satisfied three older men in a row. No matter how much her ass hurt, not matter how sore her gaping asshole was from the abuse and no matter how much her jaw ached from being throat fucked hard, she already wanted more. She was an insatiable whore who needed cock more than anything and she loved every moment of being Mr. Layman’s slave. She sighed in pleasure under the hot water. This is my new life, and I love it. I hope he uses me every day. I hope he shares me with even more of his friends and I hope he makes me beg to suck cock after cock after cock.

End
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