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Chapter 1

Callie flinched as the door slammed shut behind Ryan’s back. The sound of his deep, furious voice came from behind his closed door only moments later, and she knew it would be one of those days when she needed to do her best to stay out of his way. Callie seriously regretted taking this job.

She understood now why the pay was so high. You’d have to pay someone a minimum of $27 an hour to put up with this absolute bullshit. Ryan hadn’t seemed crazy when Callie came in for her interview. In fact, she’d been a little attracted to him.

Despite working in an office for 10+ years, Ryan kept himself in shape. His arms bulged beneath the fitted jackets he wore, and his hard chest pushed against the fabric of his shirts. The permanent stubble on his face gave him just enough of a gruff and manly edge to set Callie’s cheeks on fire, and the scent of his cologne was intoxicating.

He’d charmed her during the interview. The high pay, flexible hours, and “calm working environment” sounded like heaven to a girl who’d spent most of her young-adult life working in chaotic restaurants. She’d been ready for a change of pace, and this secretary position checked all her boxes.

Until she actually started working for the monster. That’s what he was most days- a monster. There was no other way to describe his wild mood swings and violent outbursts. Callie had two days of calm after she was hired, and then Ryan let his true colors show.

The first time she saw him drag a client out of his office and throw him out onto the street, Callie was horrified. She was positive the police would show up at any moment, but Ryan was well-known in their small town. He was the best criminal defense attorney in the city, maybe even the entire state and none of the people who hired him were trying to attract more attention to themselves.

So they never reported his verbal assaults or physical abuse, and Ryan continued to get away with being angry, demanding, and physical. After that first incident, Callie seriously considered quitting, but she couldn’t do it. She had a ridiculous art degree to pay off, an apartment to keep, and other bills that just kept piling up.

Her fear grew a little each day as she saw new instances of Ryan’s temper. He punched a hole in the wall of his office last week, and the sight of blood dripping from his scarred knuckles made her wonder if he used to get into fights a lot. She could certainly picture it, especially given his abrasive personality.

Despite all the anger and explosions, Callie also witnessed a few vulnerable moments that made her feel conflicted. Two weeks ago, Ryan came in looking like absolute hell. He’d had dark bags under his eyes, more stubble than usual, and a haunted look that sent shivers down Callie’s spine even though he’d avoided eye contact with her that morning.

She remembered building up the courage to go into his office and talk to him. Callie had always been an empathetic person, and she couldn’t stand the idea of leaving Ryan all alone with whatever horrors he was dealing with that caused the awful look in his eyes.

She’d gone into his office without knocking, which she’d normally never do. Her muscles had been taut with expectation. Rather than scream at her or throw her out of his office, Ryan stayed sitting on the edge of his desk, head down and looking so lost. She remembered their brief conversation like it was yesterday.

“Ryan. Are you okay?”

“Just go back to work, Callie.”

“Is there anything I can get you?” Callie waited for Ryan to look up, say something, but her question was met with silence. She moved further into the room and sat in the chair directly in front of him. She saw his eyebrows twitch, but he continued to stare at the floor in abject silence. “Do you want to talk about it?”

“My ex-wife showed up last night. Yesterday was the anniversary of our daughter’s death. She’s never dealt with it.”

“Have you?”

Ryan finally looked up, but he didn’t need to say anything. The glassy, unfocused look in his eyes told Callie everything she needed to know. Instinctively, Callie stood and wrapped her arms around the man. He coiled up like a spring, and her heart skipped a beat. Was he going to shove her away? Hit her? Maybe this had been a mistake.

But then he was hugging her back the way a man who’d been lost at sea for years would cling to land, and she knew he’d needed this. After a while, Callie pulled back, and Ryan threw a rough hand behind her neck. He brought her face down to meet his and kissed her more passionately than she’d ever been kissed in her life.

When he broke the kiss, Callie was panting and flushed. He moved his hand to her chin, forced her to make eye-contact, and said, “Go the fuck back to work.”

Ever since that moment, Ryan seemed to be more on edge than ever. Callie had no idea what to make of the kiss. At first, she thought maybe Ryan felt the same buzzing, electric attraction to her that she’d been feeling toward him, but now that two weeks had passed without any further contact that wasn’t rude or demanding, she’d changed her mind. Clearly, it had just been a moment of extreme vulnerability for him. Maybe being extra mean toward her was his way of pushing her away or making her remember she was nothing more than an employee to him. Regardless, she’d done her best to push the attraction she still felt toward him away and forget about it.

The screaming in Ryan’s office stopped, and Callie breathed a sigh of relief. She refocused on her computer and started typing the notes from his last client meeting. She just needed to stay calm and out of his way for the rest of the day. Everything would be fine.
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Chapter 2

The tense, eerie silence behind Ryan’s door continued for a couple of hours. Callie tried to focus on her work, but today was one of those strange days when he didn’t appear to have any client meetings or phone calls. She imagined he was buried in paperwork, but something just felt off.

She didn’t have to wait long to learn the reason behind Ryan’s silence. He blasted out of his office and charged toward her with a wild look in his eyes. Callie immediately stood and scrambled back, causing her chair to crash back into the wall. He rounded her desk in seconds and slammed a flash drive down on her keyboard, deleting the last hour of work she’d done.

“What the fuck is this, Callie?” The absolute fury in his eyes and the dangerous tremor in his voice froze Callie to the spot. While she’d witnessed his anger many times and even had it directed at her in the past, it had never felt like this before. She’d never felt this scared.

Her heart pounded as she stared down at the flash drive. She’d given it to him yesterday, and it should have contained the last week’s worth of transcriptions she’d done for him. Callie had no idea what he was upset about. She knew she’d done her work correctly. He’d never criticized her about that before.

“I don’t understand.” The breathless, weak voice sounded nothing like Callie’s usual confident tone. She took a deep breath, squared her shoulders, and tried her best to look Ryan in the eye. “Is there a problem with the transcriptions?”

Ryan clenched his jaw, and Callie did her best not to cower away from him. He plugged the flash drive into her computer, opened the drive, and pointed to the middle of the folders. Wednesday’s folder was missing entirely, and Callie’s heart dropped. How had that happened?

“Where the fuck are all the files for Wednesday?”

“I typed them all up, Ryan. They should be there. I don’t know what happened.” Like a flash, it hit Callie, and she groaned. She’d been working on those files at home last week, and her old laptop was notoriously unreliable. The port where she plugged in the flash drive was messed up and often disconnected from the drive without her even noticing. Hours worth of work had clearly not been saved.

“Then why aren’t they there?” Ryan demanded, his voice clipped. He stood back, crossed his arms over his chest, and pinned Callie with a look that promised retribution.

Heat rose to Callie’s cheeks as the reality of what happened settled on her shoulders. She cleared her throat and tried to ignore the painful sting of humiliation as she carefully explained what must have happened. Ryan’s expression grew more furious with every word, and by the end, Callie was staring at the floor.

“So you’re telling me all that work is just gone? Do you have any idea how important those clients are? These aren’t dumbass thieves and addicts I’m representing, Callie! I work with the richest blue-collar criminals in the state, and if I don’t do my job well, they will destroy my reputation.”

“I know, Ryan. I’m sorry, but it was just an accident. I can retype the files tonight-”

“Just an accident?” Ryan uncrossed his arms and reached out. His strong hand wrapped around Callie’s upper-arm in a vise-like grip, causing Callie’s stomach to drop in fear. She pictured him throwing her out of his office like he’d done to previous clients, telling her she was fired, and the humiliation she’d feel when she inevitably had to go back to work at her old restaurant.

As Ryan started to drag Callie around her desk, she panicked. She couldn’t go back to that stupid restaurant. Ryan could be a nightmare on occasion, but she enjoyed the simple secretarial work she did for him, and the pay was excellent. Plus, he wasn’t a bad person. He just had serious anger issues.

“Ryan, please. I know you’re upset, but we can fix this!”

“We?” Ryan snorted as he continued pulling Callie out from behind her desk. Rather than pushing her toward the front door as she’d expected, he began towing her toward his office. “You will fix this since it was your fuck up. But first, I’m going to teach you a lesson you will never forget.”

There was no reasonable explanation for Callie’s reaction to Ryan’s threat. Her heart raced with fear, but her stomach swooped with anticipation, and a titillating tingle started below her waist.

She’d be lying if she pretended to have never had any fantasies about Ryan. He was nearly 12 years older than her, built like a brick house, and incredibly dominant. Everything about him was exactly her type, minus the anger issues. But this shouldn’t be a turn-on. There was no telling what he planned on doing with her, and Callie struggled to pull herself out of his grasp.

Ryan flung the door of his office open, threw her inside, then stepped in and slammed the door shut behind him. The clicking of the lock held weight to it- a sense of finality that encouraged the fear swimming through her veins and made that nonsensical tingling pick up its pace.

Callie backed up, knocking over the chair in front of Ryan’s desk and only stopping when the unyielding wooden desk blocked any further retreat. Ryan stood watching her, his eyes alight with something that didn’t seem to be anger anymore. His body looked tense, as if he were a predator about to pounce, and the atmosphere between them shifted.
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Chapter 3

“Ryan, please-” Callie’s chest heaved as fear and anticipation fought for dominance inside her. Ryan’s eyes locked on her breasts as they swelled. Callie blushed and crossed her arms over her chest.

Ryan’s jaw tightened, and he stormed forward. Callie didn’t even have a chance to say anything or do more than reach a hand out- whether to stop him or pull him in faster; she wasn’t sure.

He grasped her wrist and pulled her roughly toward him. The momentum nearly pulled Callie off her feet and made it incredibly easy for Ryan to twist her around and slam her face down over his desk.

She cried out as he twisted her arms behind her back and pinned her wrists in one of his strong hands. Instincts kicked in then and sent Callie into a wild frenzy. She kicked out at him and struggled desperately over the desk.

“Stop! Ryan, what are you doing? Stop this, now!”

“You fucked up, Callie. You have two options right now. I can fire you and make sure no one in this entire fucking state who pays a living wage ever hires you again. Or, you can be a good girl and take your punishment. Your choice.”

Tears built behind Callie’s eyes as she tried to breathe through the curtain of hair that fell in front of her face while she struggled. She heaved in several deep breaths and tried to calm the trembling in her limbs.

“What are you going to do to me?”

“I’ll take that as you’ve decided to accept your punishment.”

Callie struggled to think of something rational and intelligent to say to get herself out of this situation, but she knew Ryan very well. He would absolutely put her on a blacklist that would reach every major company in this state if she didn’t do as he said. She did make a serious mistake that could have cost Ryan his reputation if he hadn’t thought to check that flash drive tonight. But this wasn’t right. It was like her deepest, darkest fantasy coming to life, and Callie wasn’t sure if she could take it outside her fantasies.

The hissing of Ryan’s leather belt being pulled through the loop of his pants set Callie’s entire body on fire. This was too much. Did he know about her fantasies somehow? Even if he did, there was no way she could actually let this happen in real life. No fucking way!

“Ryan, don’t you dare! Don’t you dare! You can’t do this to me! Stop!”

“You don’t mess with me or my work, Callie. Just because I have a soft spot for you doesn’t mean I’ll let you get away with shit like this. You’re going to take your punishment like a good girl, and you’re going to retype those fucking files tonight while you sit on a bruised ass.”

Callie panicked and began struggling desperately against Ryan’s hold. Her legs flailed, but Ryan was even stronger than she’d anticipated. Within minutes, he had Callie’s pants and panties sitting around her ankles.

Tears of humiliation and fear poured down Callie’s face as she continued to fight against him, but she knew it was useless. There was nothing she could do to stop this, and there was no reasoning with Ryan. He was always right, and in his mind, you were either with him or against him.

The first stripe of the belt landed right across the center of Callie’s ass, and she screamed. She’d daydreamed and fantasized about being spanked by a man, but never like this. In her fantasies, she was always lying across their lap, and they’d warm her up with their hand first. It was kinky and fun in her fantasies, but this was anything but kinky or fun.

It hurt so much more than she ever could have imagined. Her ass burned, her legs shook, and she felt like she couldn’t catch her breath. A second hit landed right underneath the first, and Callie howled.

“Please, Ryan. Please don’t do this. I’m sorry. I’ll fix it tonight!”

“Damn right you’ll fix it tonight. And I’m going to make sure it never happens again.”

The belt landed right across Callie’s sensitive sit spots, and she tried to arch up against the pain, but Ryan had her pinned to the desk so tightly that she couldn’t even move an inch.

Tears poured from Callie’s eyes as the whipping continued. Her breath became more shallow as the fear of each hit stole the air from her lungs. When the hits finally landed, the fire that exploded across her ass made it impossible to fill her lungs.

She screamed and struggled, but Ryan was perfectly in control. He held her down with ease and laid burning stripe after stripe across her ass until Callie was sure she would never fully recover. Was it possible to get permanent damage from getting whipped with a belt?

Then the belt landed across the tops of her thighs, and the pain ricocheted through her. Callie sobbed helplessly as the fight drained from her trembling limbs. All she could do was lay over the desk and cry as her hips instinctively writhed from side to side in a desperate attempt to lessen her punishment.

She lost count of how many times the belt fell. It felt like she was trapped in some awful purgatory, and the only things that existed were the struggle to breathe, the pain, and Ryan’s hand grasping her wrists and holding her down.

When it was finally over, Callie’s skin buzzed with energy. Her ass and thighs felt like they were brutally sunburnt. The pain was indescribable. Callie started panting heavily, desperate to catch her breath, but the next thing she felt froze the breath in her lungs.

She choked on her tears as Ryan’s free hand pulled her ass checks apart. The tears came even faster now, but she was too afraid to fight back again. She didn’t want him to pick his belt back up. He’d laid it next to her head on the desk, which was a powerful reminder of the awful pain she’d just experienced.

His fingers began stroking between the folds of her pussy, causing a shiver of pleasure to run through Callie’s clit. She tried not to fidget or show the way her body was reacting. Humiliation burned Callie’s cheeks as Ryan slid his fingers inside her and began finger-fucking her. She was so wet, and she knew Ryan could tell.

“Ryan-”

“Your punishment isn’t over yet, Callie. Keep quiet or you won’t like what happens next.”
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Chapter 4

Callie shuddered as adrenaline began to build up in her system again. Her body felt heavy with exhaustion, and her ass and thighs still screamed in pain. But her pussy was slick, and her clit throbbed with need.

Ryan withdrew his fingers from her depths, and she tried not to moan in disappointment. She could hear him shifting behind her and desperately wished she could turn her head and see what was happening. He was still holding her wrists and pressing her into the hard wooden desk. Her cheek and wrists were going to be bruised after this.

The tip of Ryan’s cock appeared against her entrance, and Callie tried to wiggle away, but it was utterly useless. Ryan reached up to grab his belt, causing Callie’s body to freeze with terror.

Ryan chuckled above her and said, “Don’t worry, Callie. I’m not going to whip you again.” He tied her hands with his belt, and she struggled against the rough leather. After what this belt just did to her ass and thighs, she really didn’t want it touching her. But she wasn’t in control right now and had no say over what Ryan did to her.

The thought terrified and turned on her in equal measure. Ryan didn’t give her a chance to protest or think about what was going to happen because seconds later, he rammed into her. Pain exploded where his body met her burning ass and thighs, but her pussy stretched to accommodate him eagerly.

Callie’s hips slammed against the desk as Ryan fucked her mercilessly. She groaned and tried to twist away to relieve some of the pressure, but he reached down and fisted a hand into her hair, pulling painfully on her scalp and pressing her face even more harshly against the desk. His other hand grasped her hip with bruising force. He held her in place effortlessly as he fucked her and Callie could do nothing other than hand on for the ride.

Despite everything that should have been wrong with the situation, Callie lost herself in the primal act. Everything hurt, but pleasure built in her core as Ryan repeatedly hit the sweet spot deep within her. The throbbing in her clit became unbearably, and Callie vaguely heard herself begging him to touch her.

“Absolutely not. Naughty girls don’t get to come when they’re being punished.” Ryan fucked her even harder as he spoke, and Callie moaned as the confusing mix of sensations swirled inside her, cresting into the beginnings of what would have been the best orgasm of her life.

Sensing what was about to happen, Ryan withdrew and began spanking Callie viciously with his hand. She cried out, kicking and squirming away, but he didn’t stop until real tears streamed down her face, and the pleasure receded.

He slammed back into her and exploded after several brutal thrusts. Ryan pulled out, laid a heavy swat on her throbbing ass, and stepped back. She heard him adjust his pants and then move around the room. Seconds later, he was back and helped her step back into her panties and pants.

Rough hands undid the belt around Callie’s wrists, and she groaned at the painful release of blood rushing back into her hands. Ryan grabbed her by the shoulders and helped her into a standing position, then turned her around to face him. She tried to avoid eye-contact, suddenly feeling massively self-conscious and insecure.

Ryan grabbed her chin and forced her to look at him. She wasn’t sure what she expected to see in his eyes- anger, relief, maybe some kindness, but what she saw was none of those things. He looked hungry, as though now that he’d gotten a taste of her, he’d never have enough.

Hot, prickly shame rose to Callie’s cheeks, and she started to cry again. She shouldn’t have enjoyed any of that. But she couldn’t deny that it’d turned her on like nothing else ever had.

“You need to go home and finish those files. I expect them to be waiting for me on my desk when I get in tomorrow. Understood?”

“Yes, sir.”

Finally, Ryan smiled, but it wasn’t a kind smile. It was predatory, self-satisfied, and full of promise. He leaned forward and planted a kiss against Callie’s forehead.

“Good girl. I’d hate to have to punish you again.” Something in his tone suggested that he would very much like to punish her again. Callie tried to convince herself she never wanted anything like this to happen again, but the evidence of her excitement still beat a manic rhythm in her clit. She wondered if he could tell.
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Chapter 5

The next morning…

Callie woke up with a raging headache and a full-body soreness that reminded her of the last time she’d been sick with the flu. She glanced at the clock and sighed. She hadn’t gone to bed until nearly 3 a.m., and that was after she had spent over five hours retyping those files. Which she did standing at her kitchen counter.

She shuffled into the bathroom and took a long hot shower. When she stepped out, she gasped at the sight that greeted her in the full-length bathroom mirror. Her entire body was covered in bruises. Her wrists and hips were mildly bruised, but her ass and thighs were a mess of black and blue marks and welts. Even her cheek had a slight mark from the previous night’s activities.

Callie spent a lot of time tossing and turning before falling asleep last night. As soon as she’d gotten home, she’d went straight to her bedroom and turned on her vibrator. Callie didn’t pleasure herself often, but when she did it was usually to the same type of fantasy. Last night, she’d replayed what had happened with Ryan in her head, and she’d had the most intense orgasm of her life.

But this morning she felt dirty. Callie considered herself a strong, independent woman, and advocated for feminism. Nothing about what happened last night aligned with her usual beliefs.

There was no way she could continue working with Ryan after last night. It was too confusing. Callie was determined to sneak into the office before Ryan arrived and leave the flash drive on his desk, along with her letter of resignation. It was the coward’s way out, but Callie couldn’t think of a better way to approach the situation.

She tried to rush through her normal morning routine, but every step caused the pain in her backside to flair, and her body still felt heavy with exhaustion. She made it to the office at exactly 7:35 a.m. and breathed a sigh of relief. Ryan didn’t come in for another twenty-five minutes. Perfect.

It was eerie walking back inside the office, especially since Callie never planned on returning. Everything was quiet and still, a complete contrast to the chaos of last night. When she opened the door to Ryan’s office, she froze at the sight of the desk. Flashes of being bent over, whipped, and fucked viscously ran through her mind, sending a pleasant tingle straight to her clit.

Callie shook her head and cleared her throat. She needed to get out of here before this place fucked with her head any more than it already had. She hurried over to Ryan’s desk, dropped the flash drive and resignation letter right in the center of it, and spun around, only to scream in surprise.

Ryan was leaning against the door frame; arms crossed over his chest and eyes burning. She instinctively backed up, then yelped when her ass hit the desk. Callie shuffled sideways until she was away from the desk and watched Ryan with wide, fearful eyes.

He moved into the room slowly and approached his desk. He nodded at the flash drive, then picked up her letter and frowned. It only took a moment for him to scan the letter, and he scoffed.

“What the fuck is this?”

Callie tried to straighten herself up to her full height, desperate to feel less vulnerable in his presence. “I’m sorry, Ryan, but I don’t think it’s appropriate for us to keep working together. Last night was… well, it wasn’t very professional.”

“It wasn’t very professional?” Ryan’s lips twitched as if he wanted to laugh at the absurdity of what Callie was saying.

She glared at him, suddenly feeling far more confident, and said, “It was wildly unprofessional. And illegal. I never said yes.”

That wiped any trace of humor from Ryan’s face. He stormed forward, and Callie instinctively held her hands out toward him and cringed away. One rough hand shoved hers away while his other hand came up and wrapped itself around her throat. Ryan pushed her against the wall and held her throat in a grip that was tight, but not tight enough to hurt.

“Don’t try to pretend that you didn’t love every goddamn second of what I did to you.”

Callie’s hands twitched at her sides, and a thousand different thoughts ran through her head. Should she try to de-escalate the situation? Kick him in the balls? Beg for mercy? Despite her racing thoughts, she couldn’t do anything but stare at him in fear and anticipation.

Ryan smirked and leaned forward, pressing his lips against hers so gently and briefly that it was almost as if it hadn’t happened. “I like you, Callie. You’re full of spirit and fire. But you’re young and inexperienced. You need a man like me to teach you a few things.”

Callie couldn’t think of a way to respond, so she continued staring at him like a deer in headlights. Ryan moved his free hand down and slid it under the waistband of her pants. Callie tried to struggle, but he tightened his hand around her throat and narrowed his eyes in warning.

She froze, her eyes going to the belt around his waist. Ryan noticed where her eyes went and his smirk grew as his fingers delved under her panties and pushed themselves inside her.

“You were so wet for me last night. Even now, you’re practically dripping. You liked the way I took control and punished you last night, didn’t you?” As he spoke, Ryan began to slowly pump his fingers in and out of her pussy. Callie bit her lip to stop herself from moaning and locked her muscles in place to stop herself from thrusting against his hand. “I bet you were desperate to get off by the time you got home. Did you make yourself come with your fingers? Or a toy?”

Callie gulped and closed her eyes. The memory of her orgasm from the night before set her clit throbbing again, and her pussy clenched around Ryan’s fingers. He added a third finger and shoved them deep inside her, pressing his palm tightly against her needy clit.

“Answer me, Callie.”

Her eyes popped back open, and the look on his face made her knees weak. She desperately wanted to move against his hand, but she held herself still. “A toy.”

“A vibrator?”

“Yes.”

Ryan nodded and eased the pressure off her clit, grinning as Callie whined. “Tell me it wasn’t the best orgasm you’ve ever had.”

“Ryan-”

“Tell me. Unless you want me to take off my belt again.”

Callie shuddered in fear, and Ryan gave her a wolfish smile that made her stomach flutter with anticipation. He started working his fingers more quickly inside of her now, making it harder for Callie to breathe, let alone think clearly.

“It was good, okay? It was, but-”

“No buts. You are mine.”
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Chapter 6

Ryan withdrew his fingers and pulled his hand free from Callie’s clothes. She whimpered at the loss, but she should have known he wasn’t done with her yet. Ryan dragged her back over to the desk, and the thought of getting whipped with his belt again while her body was still in so much pain made her eyes fill with tears.

“Ryan, please don’t. Please.”

He shoved her over the desk with ease. Callie only fought against him for a moment this time before surrendering to his superior strength. He pinned her wrists against the small of her back again, then pulled down her pants and panties. There was silence for a moment as he admired his handiwork, and Callie squirmed as her nerves prickled with anxiety.

“I think you need a little reminder of who’s in charge here. I did not give you permission to quit, Callie.”

“Please, Ryan. Please, it already hurts so much-”

“Good. Let’s see if we can make this beautiful ass of yours hurt even more.”

Without hesitation, Ryan’s strong hand fell against Callie’s left ass cheek. She cried out at the awful pain, although it was nothing compared to the pain his belt brought last night.

He spanked her quickly and harshly, alternating cheeks every few seconds and never giving her a second to catch her breath. Callie moaned and writhed in pain as he built up the fire in her ass.

The spanking only lasted a few minutes, but it was enough to make tears stream down Callie’s face again. Heat radiated off her ass as Ryan finally stopped, making her body tremble with pain, fear, and need.

His fingers found her pussy again, and he chuckled as three digits easily slid deep inside her. “So wet for me.”

He fucked her with his fingers for a moment as she lay helplessly over his desk and struggled against the hold on her sore wrists. The throbbing in her clit was becoming unbearable again, and Callie moaned as she pushed her hips back against his hand with every thrust.

“Do you want me to make you come?”

“God, yes! Please!”

“I will, but only if you’re a very good girl. I’m going to let go of your hands, but you’re going to keep them exactly where they are. If they move, I’m taking off my belt and you won’t get to come today. Understood?”

“Yes!”

“Yes, what?”

A deep flush of pleasure ran through Callie at Ryan’s commanding tone. “Yes, sir,” she whimpered.

“Good girl.”

Ryan’s hand released her wrists and immediately found her clit. Callie moaned and pressed against him as he expertly applied the perfect pressure and movement she needed while continuing to fuck her with his fingers.

She came almost embarrassingly fast and more intensely than she’d ever had in her life, including last night. Ryan gave her a moment to catch her breath, then he helped her stand, turned her around, and pushed her to her knees.

He quickly undid his belt, pushed down his pants and boxers, and shoved his cock deep into her mouth. Callie nearly choked on his girth, but she had a pretty good idea of what would happen next if she displeased him.

Callie worked on giving the best blowjob of her life. She swirled her tongue, hollowed her cheeks, and took him as deeply as she could. Ryan curled his hand in her hair and fucked her face hard. When he came, Callie swallowed every last drop.

He took a couple of steps back and pulled his clothes back into place while Callie waited on her knees. She didn’t know what he expected of her next, and she didn’t want to do anything to earn another spanking. At least, not right now.

Ryan looked down at her on her knees and gave her a genuine, satisfied smile. He reached out and stroked the top of her head, then let his finger trail down her cheek until it rested on her bottom lip.

“You and I are going to have a lot of fun together, Callie. Now go home and get cleaned up. I want you back at the office in an hour. If you’re not…”

Callie grinned. “Yes, sir.”

The End.
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