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CHAPTER ONE

Spanked and Denied

Dominated and Shared

Brooke Dubois

He has me on my back, writhing in desperate pleasure, exactly how he wants me. He knows I am helpless to resist him, helpless to do anything to end the relentless torture of being brought so close to orgasm without permission to cum. I know that he loves my moans and whimpers, but the sounds coming out of my mouth are uncontrollable. Even if he had threatened to whip me if I uttered another sound, I could not stop. His tongue slides up and down my pearl expertly, bringing me to the verge of orgasm. He keeps me here, on the brink, torturing me in my desperation. 

"Please sir, oh sir may I cum," I beg pitifully. He has been tormenting and teasing me for the last fifteen minutes, bringing me tortuously close to orgasm again and again. 

He pulls his mouth from me, staring up at me with his hard, grey eyes. He slides next to me on the bed, his fingers replacing his mouth and teasing my wetness relentlessly as I squirm and wriggle, wanting more than anything to finally gain release. I need it so badly. His whispering voice and warm breath in my ear drives me insane.

"I love it when you beg, my perfect little slut. You're so gorgeous and sexy when you're so close to cumming."

"Oh please master, please let me cum." Tears form in my eyes from my abject desperation. There is no end to the overwhelming pleasure, and his thumb flickers on my clit, sending waves of sensation through my shaking, shuddering body. I am like a leaf flowing down a raging river, completely helpless to resist his touch. 

"Be patient," he says, slowing the movements of his thumb, his voice soothing, like he is speaking to a wild, bucking horse who must be tamed. "You're such a perfect little slut, and tonight I am going to show you off to some very important people. I've told you just how important tonight is, and how many billions of dollars are at stake. I want you so desperate and eager to please."

I wish that I could accept this. I know that he knows what I need better than I do, but the constant torment of being so close to cumming overrides my desire to obey and I try to bargain with him. 

"But sir, please may I cum now, I'll be so perfect for you tonight."

I plead and beg, my voice sounding so pitiful and helpless to my ears. I have no shame in my desperation. The driving need to finally earn my release overpowers my brain. This time, his voice is no longer soothing, but strikes me like cold, hard steel.

"Are you questioning me?"

"No sir," I say, and fear courses through my veins, only making my desperation rise. In my need I have angered him, begged when I should have kept my mouth shut. My desire throbs between my legs as he continues to toy with me, and his thumb rubs against my clit in a circular motion, faster and faster. I can no longer control my body. My hips thrust and rise, desperate for more and his mouth finds my aching nipple, biting me and sending a cascade of painful pleasure through me like lightning as I moan in abject pleasure and - suddenly, he stops, and I pant and moan. All of the pleasure ends, and he looks at me with stern, cruel eyes. I was so close. A moment longer and he would have brought me to my orgasm, but now I am panting, sweating from exertion and a low, shameful moan of tormented need escapes my lips.

"You don't deserve to cum yet, my little toy. Present."

At those words, I flip over on the bed, biting my lip in fear as I present my nakedness to him, arching my back as pleasantly as possible. He loves me in this position, naked, helpless, and exposed to whatever devious punishment he can imagine. He knows that no matter what pain he inflicts on me, I will not resist him. When he tells me to present, I do so as quickly as possible. The slower I am to get on all fours with my ass in the air, the harsher the punishment, and my legs quiver in my fear and desperation.

"What do you deserve, my plaything?" 

This is his sadistic pleasure. His deep, powerful voice has a note that was lacking before, a subtle cruelty that is like a wash of ice cold glacier water running over me. It shocks and invigorates me as I know he is going to punish me for my pathetic begging when he made it clear that I was not going to cum.

"I deserve to be punished, sir." 

No matter how hard I try to stop it, there is a tremor in my voice as I say the words. I never know if it is caused by lust of fear, but the combination makes my need throb between my legs. I arch my back as much as I can, knowing he can see me, naked and exposed, knowing that this position offers him a view of me at my most vulnerable. His hand caresses my buttocks, sending goosebumps through my sensitive skin as I await his punishment helplessly. His hand leaves my posterior and I clench my teeth.

The slap of flesh on flesh and my gasp of pain mingle in the air as he brings his hand firmly down on my right buttock. 

"Tell me Natasha, do you think that I am cruel?"

I swallow nervously. "Yes." He has taught me never to lie, even if I know he will not like my answer. My meek yes makes him laugh, deep and low.

"You will not think I am cruel after you have serve Mr. Steel. He delights in pain... as you will soon find out. What is the rule, my slut?"

"To do whatever they want of me. To follow their orders perfectly, and to please you by pleasing them."

"Good slut. Now, what are their drink orders?"

My mind races as I tremble, trying to remember what he told me earlier this morning.

"Mr. Jakes drinks rum and coke. Mr. Anderson drinks gin and tonic, with cucumber, not lime."

I struggle to remember, and his hand comes down on my buttock again, this time striking my left cheek. The pain makes my mind go blank as I try desperately to remember the other drink orders of his business associates that he is bringing for an after-dinner affair, a small party for drinks and dealings. He is set to take over Mr. Steel's massive investment firm, if they accept the offer tonight.

"You need to be able to serve them without hesitation, Natasha."

"Mr. Steel takes red wine. I am never to let Mr. Steel's glass be emptied, and Mr. Jakes takes two ice cubes, not one, not three, but two exactly."

His hand slaps sharply against my right buttock, right where he struck me the first time and I know I will have a hand-print as I yelp in pain.

"Mr. Steel takes Cabernet Sauvignon. You are not going to serve him a Merlot and embarrass me, are you?"

"No sir," I say, my voice trembling in pain. He is the strongest man I have ever met, lean, lithe strength and he has perfect control over his body. Spankings can be terribly rough, or with a cracking sound as loud as a whip but surprisingly gentle. The last blow was pure punishment.

"Good. Now look, you've made me leave a hand-print on your bottom. I wanted you pure as snow for their amusement tonight. Go take an ice shower to cool down that bottom of yours."

"Yes sir," I say meekly, dreading the ice cold shower. I hate it. When he punishes me with his hand or his whip, at least he is there with me. When he sends me to an ice shower, I am all alone, shivering and cleaning myself in the icy water. It is not painful, just uncomfortable, but I miss his presence the entire time.

I get off the bed and stand, loving the way he looks at me. His eyes are pure lust, and I enjoy his smile that he cannot help from coming to his face when he beholds me naked.

"You're such a gorgeous little creature, Natasha. I am so proud of you and how well you have responded to my training. Tonight will be the test of your abilities. If you are able to satisfy all three of them while I watch, you will make me so very proud."

I bite my lip nervously. His pride is all I crave - his approval, his encouragement, his pleasure. When I met David Grant, I was lost. I had no idea what I needed, and he saw my unblossomed flower and was kind enough to train me, to bring me into the world of what I needed. In the three months that I have known him, I went from a barista in the financial district to his personal assistant, both in the office and in the bedroom. He ignited something I never knew existed inside of me. I had only been with one man before I met him, strolling into the coffee shop with his cocky gaze and his smile that bespoke of secrets that he knew but would not share. I have learned how to please him, and devoted myself to his needs. I live for his growls of pleasure, the hard thrusts of his manhood deep inside of me, and all I want to do is to satisfy him.

The coffee shop I had worked at was always filled with impeccably dressed lawyers and businessmen, but they have never paid me any attention except to let their eyes stroll to my chest. It seems incredible, but when David asked me how I was doing, I knew that he meant it, knew that he cared. When he invited me to dinner at Chez Martise, I did not feel uncomfortable even though I was wearing an off the rack outfit in a restaurant filled with women wearing tens of thousands of dollars in jewelry, women who wore my rent on their feet. His eyes ate me up, staring straight through me and only me. I felt like the most beautiful woman in the entire restaurant, the entire world and when he took me to his penthouse apartment and - I would say he made love to me, but he did not. He fucked me. He fucked me like I had never been fucked before, his cock slamming into me and bringing me to orgasm over and over. That was the first time he spanked me, while I was arching my ass up and taking his full length as he pounded himself into me, his hands coming down hard on my buttocks. He had asked me if I liked being spanked, and in my lust I had told him how good it felt. Then he had made me beg for each slap of his hand, and it felt so natural to plead to be punished.

Within a week, he had me trained. With a snap of his fingers, I was on my knees, licking my lips and waiting for his thick cock to plunge itself deep within my mouth. 

"Thank you, sir," I say, filled with pride that he finds me so beautiful and sexy. I leave the room, swaying my hips enticingly, hoping that he will come join me in the shower.

The bathroom is bigger than my bedroom in my old apartment where I had barely managed to make rent before David had brought me into his world - a world of lavish restaurants, designer label clothing, of teasing and denial, training and discipline. He could have any woman in the world. He chose me. A heated marble floor sends warmth through my feet, but I feel my lip pouting at the warmth. It only makes the contrast more difficult to handle. I step into the massive shower and steel myself, breathing in quick, sharp breaths as I turn the water on.

Full blast, at the coldest setting. The icy water makes me shiver and pant. It is so tempting to cheat, to turn it just a little bit hotter. David would never know. The first times he made me take an icy cold shower, he watched, enjoying the sight of the water flowing over my nubile body, the way my nipples harden like diamonds under the cold stream of water. Once I had taken three icy cold showers without complaint, he told me that he trusted me enough to do them unsupervised, and that he would know if I cheated by even a degree. I believed him. A man who could make multi-million dollar deals without betraying a hint of emotion could see right through me. David had taken control of his father's company at twenty years old, he had told me. His father had been killed in a car accident and he had stepped up to take his place, unwilling to let the family business fall.

It had not been easy, or so he told me with pride in his voice. White haired men had tried to seize control of the company, laughing at him behind his back. He had been at the head of the conference table, the only man under 50 years old, and with ruthless confidence had fired every single member of the board. The stockholders had been furious. Until within a year he had raised the stock price by an impressive 24%.

This is what I think about as I feel the icy water washing over my body, cooling the fire in my buttocks from his harsh spanking and the fire between my legs from my lust. Icy cold showers make you try desperately to move your mind out of your body, in any way possible, and I love to imagine that scene fifteen years ago when my David, only twenty years old, firmly seized control of his company and future just as swiftly as he took control of me.

After five minutes, I turn the water off and step out of the shower. I did not notice him come in, but he looks at me as if I am some beautiful possession, a one of a kind work of art, standing there with the pure white Egyptian cotton towel which I walk into gratefully, feeling him surround me with its warmth. He strokes my blonde hair, which I did not allow a drop of water to touch in the shower. I have perfectly prepared it to look effortlessly beautiful, spending a full hour this morning, finding that balance to look as if I woke up flawless. No drop of water would dare face my wrath if it tried to touch my locks.

"Have your desires cooled, my sweet?"

His voice is caring and filled with love, and I smile in his warm embrace as he pulls the towel around me, so warm and welcoming after my harsh, cold shower. My nipples are still painfully hard after the cold water poured over them, and his strong hands drying me ignite my flame again. He has not allowed me to orgasm for the last three days, ruthlessly bringing me to the verge and then denying me. He wants me to be desperate and willing to do anything in the world at his party, and I do not blame him. He is bringing in three members of a rival company which he hopes to buy out tonight, and showing how well he has controlled me will show how well he can control a company. 

The thing with billionaires, is they do not care about money. It seems counterintuitive, but it is true. Mr. Steel is the owner of a rival investing firm, in his late fifties but only hardened with age. He knows that selling out his company to David will make him even richer, but that is not what he cares about. His firm bears his name, and it is his legacy. While his investment firm took large losses in the financial crisis of 2008 and never quite rebounded, it is still a respected name. He wants to sell it not for the money but to have David Grant, my perfect man, head it with the same ruthless intelligence that made his one of the only companies to remain strong while the economy tanked. Mr. Steel will be attending a dinner party tonight, and will be bringing his most trusted board advisor's with them. I will serve them in anyway I can. David has told me that I will be the deciding factor of this deal, that I touch men in a way he has never seen before. Knowing that he thinks I am so special makes me feel warm. In my young life, no man has respected me so much as David. Even when he calls me a slut or whore, I know that I am his slut, his whore, to be shared and used as he likes.

"No, sir, your touch brings them alight again."

He smiles broadly, loving the effect that he has on me. He knows just how badly I want to serve him. He saw it from the first time he saw me, he tells me. He knew that I was special at the first glance, knew that he had to have me. A man who can have any priceless work of art, any model or heiress, who can travel the world on a private jet - he wanted me, and only me. It makes me shiver in incredulity. I love it. 

"As it should, my sweet. Especially after the torturous pleasure I have been putting you through these last three days. I just want you to be perfectly desperate tonight, to serve everyone so fully and show them how well you have been trained."

"I will please you, master, I will." I look straight into his grey eyes, meaning every word I say. I would rather die than to embarrass him. Stress fills me at the thought of saying the wrong thing, moving too slowly or making a mistake.

"Oh Natasha," he says, toweling me dry, his touch gentle and firm, "you will please me no matter what you do. If you make a mistake, I am sure my guests will delight in punishing you very, very firmly. The only true failure will be if you are unable to withstand the punishments that you earn with your mistakes."

"I will endure all that I deserve, David. I know that mistakes must be punished absolutely."

"Good. Now, get dressed. I have laid out your outfit on our bed - I had one of my friend's in the fashion industry design you a dress for this night. I want you to be perfect in every way. Then, you will meet me in the dining room." 

"I can't wait to have your eyes on me, sir."

More than anything, I love getting all dolled up for him. Every touch of makeup and powder is for his eyes. Before I met David,I did not understand what the phrase meant, beauty if in the eye of the beholder. I thought it meant that anyone can be beautiful, that beauty is a matter of taste. Now I understand it differently. I only feel beautiful in his eyes. Because only he looks as me as if I am the only thing he can behold. 

I walk, wrapped in the wonderful Egyptian cotton bath towel to the bedroom and sigh in pleasure when I set my eyes on the dress. I put on my master's favorite black lingerie and pull the dress over me, gazing at myself in the mirror. I look the picture of elegance. It is soft and smooth, single sleeved and baring one of my shoulders. The dress goes right to my feet, and is very modest. A shudder runs through my body as I remember how I will be serving his business associates. I will be the picture of modest elegance, until they use and degrade me as their personal toy. 

David loves to dress me in finery and then to debase me. He delights in having me spend a full hour preparing my makeup, only to push me on my knees, have me pleasure him with my mouth and then cum all over my face, ruining my makeup. I know this is only fair. I put makeup on for him, and he can use me in any way I want. 

A twirl in the mirror puts a small smile on my face. I look so elegant and beautiful in the flowing dress. I have always loved the way a dark black dress contrasts with my blonde hair, the way innocence and dark desires mold together in the eye of the beholder. 

It takes me a full hour to get ready, but after endless plucking, covering and artistry, I am ready for him. I have on diamond earrings, a matching diamond necklace, and 4 inch heels that make my hips swing lusciously with every step. I am everything I ever wanted to be. I am his perfect possession. When I walk into the dining room and see him in his perfect tailored suit, lounging back with a drink in his hand, his eyes shoot up to me instantly. When he looks at me, I know he thinks of nothing else, that his business plans and stresses dissolve into his lust and admiration. I have never felt so beautiful as I do in his gaze. There is a small box on the table, which I look at curiously.

"You look perfect, my love," he says, and I know that his words are his truth. 

"For you."

It is the perfect response, exactly what he wants to hear. He stands as I approach, and pulls out a chair for me, beckoning me to sit. I do so, feeling the hard wood against my sore bottom from the spanking he gave me earlier, easing myself into the seat. This is life with David. Contrasts of smooth and hard, loving and stern, discipline and pleasure.

"Let me get you a drink."

He comes back to the table with a glass of chilled Vodka. Before I met David, I mixed my vodka with cranberry juice or fizzy drinks, trying to cut down the fiery taste. He introduced me to Vodka from a distillery in Russia that ships only to a select list of clients, and it is almost tasteless, so cold and smooth. I have learned to enjoy the warmth of it like I enjoy his hand spanking my bottom. It is so exquisite in how it burns. I thank him and take a drink, savoring the fiery liquid, swallowing and feeling the warmth travel down my throat and instantly to my head. He sits down near me and holds my hand in his strong but gentle grasp, and I love the way I am enveloped in him, protected. His eyes are serious and caring.

"Natasha, I want to talk a little bit about tonight."

"David, I know exactly what to do. You've been very clear. I will not disappoint you."

"No Natasha, I know you will be perfect. That's not what I want to talk about. I want to talk about us, and how this night fits into us."

I take another sip of the vodka, wondering where he is going with this. I have to admit, I am uncomfortable with the thought of being with another with other men, especially three older men that he knows and wants to do business with. Since meeting David, I have not had a single thought of straying from him, and I know he is just as committed as me.

"Will it affect us, David? I don't want to do anything that could jeopardize us. You told me that-"

He holds his hand up and I stop mid sentence.

"It won't affect us."

His hand strokes mine gently, massaging my fingers. 

"It won't affect us because you aren't serving them. When you take their coats, when you get them their drinks, when you do whatever they like and ask for, no matter how dirty and depraved, you are not obeying them. You are obeying me. This is all for me, Natasha. You have no idea what pride I will feel by sharing you and having everyone see what a gorgeous creature I have so firmly in my control. You are so in my control that I can share you without worry. No matter what toys they use on you, how painfully they whip you, you will take it because it will be my hand striking you. Do you understand?"

His words fill me with pride and nervousness as I realize just how much he wants to show me off - and how perfectly I must perform to make him proud. He deserves nothing but the best, and I want to be that for him. I want to be utter perfection, a one of a kind jewel or piece of art that he can parade and trumpet to the world. I bite my lip and stare up at him through my lashes, loving the way he looks at me. 

"Thank you, sir. I understand and I am grateful for your pride."

He stands, leaning forward and kisses me, his lips wet and warm against mine. A single kiss, and he sits again, leaving me wanting more. 

"You're going to make me so very proud, Natasha. Now, why don't you have a little more of that Vodka... I wouldn't mind if you're just a little bit tipsy. I know how perfectly I have trained you, but it's so much more fun when you make a mistake and I can turn your pretty bottom red."

I giggle at his words and lick my lip before taking a larger sip of Vodka, scrunching my face at the burn of the icy cool liquid. My head spins slightly and he pours me a glass of water from the crystal pitcher on the table, which I take gratefully.

"What time is it?"

He glances at his watch. "9:15. Our guests will be arriving soon."

Nervous anticipation fills me and my breath quickens along with my heart rate. He has been training me for this moment, trained me to bring out a tray of drinks while being groped and not spilling a drop, trained me to keep my eyes down and demure, trained me to not only withstand but to love being punished harshly. He reaches out at the small box on the table, pushing it towards me. The last time he slid a box across the table, I took out the diamond earrings I am currently wearing. His little boxes are always a delight. I open it, and look at the small pink object in confusion.

"What is it?"

"I know just how well I trained you, and I want to keep you on your toes. It will be so pleasurable to punish you and to let my guests discipline you for mistakes - so I have to make sure you will make some. It's a remote control vibrator. You will not make a single sound of enjoyment no matter how intensely I decide to torment you. If any of my guests guess that you are being pleasured, or even make a comment that could be related to you being tormented and teased, you will be punished very, very harshly. I want to see how well you can maintain composure. Go ahead, put it on."

I stand, figuring out how the vibrator works and realize that it will fit quite snugly in my black panties. I slide it up my dress and under my panties, feeling it enter my pussy slightly and wrap around my clit. It is firmly in place. I sit back down, nervous.

"How intense is it?"

"You'll find that out when my guests arrive," he says with a slight smirk on his handsome face. "Drink."

I finish my glass of Vodka, feeling light on my feet. I cannot help but giggle.

"I'm getting really excited for tonight," I say, my voice full of energy.

"I know you are. You're my perfect little slut, and you're going to show me how well you can satisfy all four of us tonight."

I cannot believe how much my life has changed in the last three months since David entered my life, swooped me up from my stalling career and listless melancholy and ignited my deepest needs. I had no idea how incredible it feels to be wanted so badly, the absolute power in surrender. I know how his cock throbs powerfully when he spanks me, how I fill him with desire and lust and I love to tease him any way possible. In the past, I have made mistakes on purpose just to feel his hand disciplining me hard, although invariably halfway through the punishment I am filled with regret and unsure if I can handle one more harsh blow of his open palm against me. I have always been a lightweight with alcohol, but truly I am drunk not just from the Vodka but also the excitement and pent up lust that has been building inside of me from three days of teasing and denial as he brought me so close to orgasm over and over, making my need grow to desperate levels as he prepares me to serve the men he is hoping to buy out. He has told me that they are right on the verge of accepting his offer, but that they wanted to meet him in his home, not in the boardroom with his mask of formality, but in his own abode. 

"I'm going to give them a night they will remember for the rest of their lives."

"I know you are."

The doorbell rings, and he stays seated, sipping his whiskey, and gives me a look which makes me jump to my feet. Gone is my loving boyfriend, and in his place is my stern and powerful master. Knowing that the change has taken place makes my nipples harden in anticipation.

"Take their coats, seat them, and bring us drinks."

"Yes sir."


CHAPTER TWO

Shared and Used

I stand for a moment, steeling myself. On the other side of the door will be three men who I have promised to serve in any way possible. I have no idea what they will want of me. Will they pinch and pull my nipples cruelly, or force me down on my knees to take their cocks in my mouth? Will they want to force their cocks into me, debase my youthful purity? They are older, strong men who are used to absolute obedience. I shiver as I imagine their pent up need unleashed on my willing body.

I walk to the front door, opening it to see three impeccably dressed men in suits, for whom I am to be both servant and entertainment. I do not dare look up at them, keeping my eyes demurely towards the ground, as I have been trained. Though I am not able to focus on them, I can see that all three are older and well put together, and I can tell immediately who Mr. Steel is, with his grey, steely hair. He simply has a presence about him that speaks to the cruelty he is going to unleash on my willing body. 

"Welcome. May I please take your coats?"

Their eyes ravish me, pouring over my body and undressing me. They know that I am here to do whatever they want, and they are imagining it already, imagining debasing, humiliating and using me for their pleasure. I am glad they are handsome, with strong, striking features and the confidence that emanates from men of power. These are the top associates and owner of a billion dollar company, and they are used to getting exactly what they want. One of them, who I am not sure if he is in his late forties or early fifties, hands me a small briefcase which I put away with the coats. 

Wordlessly, they hand me their coats, until Mr. Steels breaks the silence.

"You're a gorgeous specimen."

"Thank you, sir."

This brings a broad smile to his face.

"We will see if you are thanking me after I am done with you."

His voice holds a grim promise to it that both excites and terrifies me. My master told me that Mr. Steel is the most cruel of the three, that he delights in causing pain and I tremble as I hang their coats up.

"I will be grateful for whatever you do to me, sir."

This causes all three men to laugh gruffly.

"Please, follow me," I say, walking in front of them, my hips swaying. I can feel their eyes on me. They know that they are going to turn me from a graceful, elegant creature into their personal plaything. As I enter the dining room, my Master rises.

"Sir, your guests have arrived."

"Hello there. Mr. Steel, Mr. Anderson, Mr. Jake. Welcome to my home. I trust that you were welcomed appropriately?"

Mr. Steel replies, his deep, commanding voice sending shivers down my spine.

"Oh yes, you've got a fine little slave there. I cannot wait to use her as my own."

"She's been awaiting this evening with excitement. I have not allowed her to cum for the last three days, teasing her mercilessly to have her completely ready to entertain. You may do whatever you wish to her, within reason. I will not have my property marked in any permanent way, or my fury will be endless. Understood?"

"Understood. Now, let's get down to business."

"Good. Toy, get us some drinks."

I smile and nod. "Immediately, sir."

As I walk away, I hear the four of them start to chat business, moving quickly into the meat of the discussion. I prepare the drinks exactly how I was trained, ensuring the perfect ratio of rum and coke, with two ice cubes for Mr. Jake. I open the bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon, and start to pour when I gasp, feeling the vibrator in my panties turn on. It is perfectly silent and hums against my clit, surprising me with the sudden pleasure. I can tell that it is on its lowest setting, just enough to tease me and always be on my mind and I realize that I have poured just a little too much Cabernet Sauvignon. My Master was very clear that I must use the perfect amount. In my pleasure and surprise, I poured the liquid to a level that is oh so slightly too high. I cannot make a mistake this early in the night. I can hear them talking low and intense in the dining room and I sneakily take a sip, then another, loving the full bodied red wine, drinking it down to the appropriate level and using a napkin to wipe the slight hint of my lipstick that I left. Then, I pour a gin and tonic, cutting fresh cucumber and dropping the slices into the clear liquid.

I put all three drinks on a silver platter and walk into the dining room, where I set them down in front of their respective owners. They ignore me completely, talking business.

"Look, Mr. Grant, I'm going to speak completely candidly here. I've poured my life into my company. It's got my name on it, and right now my name is hurting. There was a time not too long ago that I was the top in the game. Now my company is not even in the top ten. I'm getting ready to retire, I have no children, no attachments, and this is quite literally my life's work which I am seeing crushed by market forces. I come from an age that works more on respect and discipline, and I have found that while we are reacting to market trends, your company is always on the forefront of them, as if you have some bloody crystal ball."

Seeing the four men discussing the future of a billion dollar company is intoxicating. I am privy to something that investors would pay millions to be a part of, the most intimate dealings of some of the richest men in the financial sector. The vibrator is still humming against my clit, slowly but steadily filling my body with pleasure. I have never been able to withstand slow, constant pleasure. David loves to slowly bring me to orgasm with slow strokes of his tongue, sometimes building up my pleasure for almost an hour before finally bringing me to intense orgasm.

"No crystal ball here. I was born into this. When most kids were watching cartoons and eating cereal, I was going over acquisitions with my father, may he rest in peace. He trained me from a young age, and was prepping me to takeover my company when he passed away suddenly. I brought Grant investment's into the big leagues. If you accept my offer, Grant and Steel investments will not be the largest investment firm in the world, but it will be the most powerful."

I hide a smile to myself as Mr. Anderson, the Steel company lawyer takes a sip of his gin and tonic and nods approvingly. I know I made it perfectly. He chimes in.

"Your bid of 2.3 Billion is above the market value of our company. Why?"

My Master sips his whiskey, finishing it and I quickly snap to attention, walking to him and taking his empty glass before turning away to the kitchen. I notice that Mr. Steel's Cabernet Sauvignon is also getting near to being finished.

"Because you would never sell to anyone who was not serious, and this is a very serious offer. Because I know you want more than anything to see your namesake company succeed, and you also know when it is time to let go. And most importantly, because I am going to turn that 2.3 Billion into 3 by the end of the year."

His cocky, confident words make the entire table pause and then laugh in approval, nodding and drinking. From anyone else, the words would have been met with ridicule. But from David Grant, the man who took control and grew a respected company at only twenty years old, they were met with respect. Everyone at the table knew just how confident my Master has the right to be. 

"Let me think about it, Mr. Grant. I will say you have me very interested in your offer," says Mr. Steel. When I walk by him to go to the kitchen, he grabs my wrist firmly. 

"I can taste your lipstick on my glass. You think you could fool me?"

My eyes widen in fear. I thought that I had wiped all trace of my mistake from his glass, but he is more perceptive that I had ever imagined. 

"Is that true, my toy?" David Grant's voice drips with anger and my heart pounds as I try desperately to keep my composure. His stern voice always turns me on so much and the vibrator constantly buzzing against my clit makes me fight back a moan. I am sopping wet, and all I want is to be fucked hard, but I know that I am going to be punished for my foolish error.

"I'm so sorry. I accidentally poured too much and wanted to fix my mistake."

"Unacceptable," says my Master, his voice full of disappointed scorn. "Mr. Steel, please teach my pet a lesson."

"I would love to. But first, get your man a drink - and bring the bottle of the Cabernet here."

"Yes sir," I say, moving quickly to the kitchen, quivering in fear at the harshness of Mr. Steel's voice. I have seen what my Master can do to me, but I have never been disciplined by any other man and have no idea if they will be as merciful as David. I fill his drink, and bring the bottle of Cabernet back to the table. Mr. Steel is standing, and he pulls of his belt in a quick motion. 

Once before, when I came without permission, David used his belt on me. It was the harshest punishment I ever received, and I could not sit down without pain for an entire week. Never again did I cum without his permission, no matter how much he tormented or teased me. I try my best to retain my composure as I give my Master his refilled drink and set the bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon on the table. I can see Mr. Anderson and Mr. Jake grinning at me lewdly, eager to watch me be punished in front of them.

"Bend over the table," says Mr. Steel. I bend over it, arching my ass up as I have been trained. My hands are against the hard wood of the table. I gasp as I feel his hand slide up my dress and grab my bottom right where my Master had spanked me. Suddenly, he grabs the back of my dress and rips it open, destroying the expensive material and exposing me. Within seconds he has ripped it to shreds with his powerful hands as I try desperately to control my growing fear at his violence. I moan as I feel the vibrator buzzing at a higher setting, and I am sopping wet, my need throbbing between my legs. It feels so right to be punished. He pulls the pieces of the ruined dress off of me until I am clad only in my lingerie. He cannot see the vibrator buzzing between my legs, for I am forced against the table, pushing the vibrating rubber device firmly against me as it drives me insane. I try desperately not to show just how pleasurable it feels, to betray my lust and break my composure. I see that my Master has a slight smile on his face as he watches me squirming against the pleasure, trying to control my fear and pleasure. 

"Look into my eyes," says Mr. Jake, and I look up at him, sitting in his tailored suit across the table. Being in only my underwear with all of these fully dressed men just makes me feel even more powerless. His eyes are full of excitement at the thought of watching me punished in front of him and he stares at my cleavage. I am bent over the table and both Mr. Anderson and Mr. Jakes have a perfect view of my heaving breasts as I pant in desire and fear. Mr. Jake looks to be in his mid-forties, over six feet tall and with just the slightest hint of grey in his black hair. Mr. Anderson is older than I first thought, a powerful company lawyer with a few lines in his broad face. They are handsome not just because of their features but because of the power they wield. Any one of them could make or break the multi-billion dollar acquisition that my Master wants so badly. It is so difficult to watch their hungry eyes without flinching as the vibrator drives me insane and I cannot control a gasp of anticipation as I feel Mr. Steel's rough, calloused hands gripping and spreading my ass cheeks. He puts the belt next to my face, and I cannot help but draw my eyes away from Mr. Jake's for a moment as I contemplate just how painful it will be to have the leather belt brought down hard against my helpless flesh. 

His hand leaves my behind and I brace myself for impact, clenching my teeth as I look into Mr. Jake's eager eyes. I can tell by the way he is breathing that he is hard as a rock watching me so helpless and exposed in front of him.

Mr. Steel's hand comes down on me harder than I have ever experienced before. I gasp and cry out in pain, tears coming to my eyes. No matter how much it hurts, I am grateful that he is not using his belt on my sore behind.

"Thank me for it, slut," he says, and I feel shameful humiliation wash over me as I look deep into Mr. Jake's eyes, feeling the vibrator teasing me endlessly as I speak.

"Thank you, sir."

"Now beg me for another, whore."

His words hit me like a slap. To him, I am just some sexy slut, to be used and thrown out. There is none of the love that my Master gives me in his treatment of me. I can tell that he has no feelings for me, that he only enjoys humiliating and punishing me for his own pleasure. I let my gaze flicker to my Master's eyes before locking back into Mr. Jake's and the brief glance is all I need.

I know I am making my Master very, very pleased. I can feel his hold on me and I know that serving and enduring whatever these cruel men want to do to me is for his pleasure, not for theirs. No matter how much they debase me, it will be for David Grant, and for no one else. I see him press a button on his watch and a moan escapes my lips as the vibrator increases in its intensity, bringing me closer and closer to orgasm.

"Please sir, please Mr. Steel may I have another," I gasp, wanting to feel his hand slap down on my ass, wanting to cry out in pain if that is what will please my Master.

I hear a grunting laugh escape his lips from behind me and then his hand comes down on my right buttock with a resounding slap. Even louder than the slap of flesh on flesh is the cry that escapes my gritted teeth. No matter how hard I try not to make a sound, I cannot help it. My ass is on fire from his rough spanking, and a tear drips down from my eye, smearing my makeup. I know that my Master loves to watch as my perfectly prepared beauty is soiled and degraded, loves watching me go from elegant woman to sobbing, begging slut in front of his eyes. Already these men have watched me go from a classy woman wearing an exquisite dress to a begging whore, pleading to be spanked while wearing nothing but her lingerie. I can feel their endless, hungry desire as they eat me up in their eyes and I pant in lusty desire as the vibrator drives me insane. 

I try to form words as I deal with the stinging pain, try to beg him for more but it is so difficult to make myself ask for another, so harsh is his spanking. Another quick glance at my Master gives me courage.

"Please... please sir, spank my naughty little bottom," I beg, and I can hear just how scared and turned on my voice sounds.

"With pleasure, slut. You know you deserve this."

"Yes I - AH!"

I cannot even finish my sentence as he brings his hand down again and I know my bottom is turning bright red, marked by his hand. My heart is pounding non-stop and I watch as Mr. Jake reaches down under the table and I hear him unzip his pants and watch him as he starts to stroke himself slowly as he watches me begging to be punished. I see that Mr. Anderson, the older lawyer is enjoying the show as well, a slight smile on his face as he watches me. But it is my Master's gaze that I cherish more than anything. He is leaning back in his chair, obviously pleased by how I managed to overcome my pain and fear in order to beg for another rough blow of Mr. Steel's hand.

"I think you deserve a bare bottom spanking, you little slut."

At this, my Master raises his hand.

"Mr. Steel, my little slut has had a vibrator tormenting her this entire time. Her entire body is shuddering, look at her as she tries to fight with the pleasure. She knows she is not allowed to cum. The vibrator is within her panties, and giving her a bare bottom spanking would mean taking it out."

Mr. Anderson, the lawyer, pipes up. His voice is calculating and intelligent.

"She is pressed quite firmly against the table. I'm sure that the vibrator will remain in place. In fact, I suggest a game. Give me the controls."

Mr. Steel pulls down my panties, laughing as he sees the pink vibrator. He presses me against the table and I gasp as the pleasure makes it so difficult to think. The vibrator buzzes relentlessly, and I can feel myself getting closer and closer to orgasm. I feel his hands spreading my cheeks, and I know he is enjoying the view of my exposed asshole. The lawyer, Mr. Anderson, keeps talking and I realize that he has an even crueler pleasure in his voice as my Master hands him the remote. He is not one who has to do the punishment himself, but I can tell from his sadistic tone that he is enjoying watching me being punished in front of him. The humiliating, erotic pleasure of being exposed in front of these men makes me shiver as I am helpless to escape the constant pleasure against my clit. 

The lawyer speaks again.

"Make her beg to be spanked. If she can take five more blows without cumming, her punishment ends. If she cums, use that belt of yours on her."

I squirm, feeling his hand pushing me down against the table, the pleasure on my clit almost too much to handle. My behind is on fire with the pain of the harsh spanking and I do not know how much more I can handle. Five more slaps of his rough hand on my ass will have me shuddering and weeping in pain, but as long as he does not use his belt on me I might be able to handle it.

"I like it," says Mr. Steel. Mr. Jake continues to stroke his cock as he watches me, and I know he is getting impatient to fuck me. I can see in his eyes that he is doing everything he can not to get up and pound me hard against the table, and that watching me be spanked in front of him is turning him on in ways he never thought possible. It is a hunger I have seen in my Master's eyes before, moments before he ravages me against whatever is nearby - fucking me against the wall, on a table, or on his desk in his office. 

"Don't you dare cum," says my Master, looking at me with stern eyes. I nod weakly, squirming against the vibrator, my body shuddering in desire as their eyes ravage me. In the three months of training, I have become better at forcing myself not to cum, but the vibrator is pressed right against my clit, humming away as it sends wave after wave of sensation through my body.

"Please, Mr. Steel, please spank me," I beg, wanting to get the five blows over with as soon as possible. The lawyer, Mr. Anderson, laughs and presses a button on the remote, and I gasp and whimper in pleasure right as Mr. Steel's hand crashes down on my exposed ass. 

"Oh god," I moan, writhing against the relentless vibrating of the pink vibrator pressed firmly against my clit, driving me insane with pleasure as struggle with the pain of the rough spanking.

"Four more, think you can handle it?" Mr. Jake's voice is cruel and deep, and I see that he is stroking himself faster and he sips his drink, trying to cool his desire. I can only gasp and moan, trying to form words in my desperate state. I have not cum in three days of relentless teasing and I am so close, on the verge of orgasm, fighting against my body.

"Please, please spank me again," I beg, and Mr. Steel's hand comes down even harder, making me scream in pain. Tears flow down my eye freely and I gasp in pleasure as the vibrator drives me insane. My pussy begs to be filled, and I want to be fucked hard so badly, to be pounded against this desk over and over again. 

His right hand comes down on me twice in rapid succession while his left hand is firmly against my lower back, pushing me against the wooden table. I scream in pain as he lands the two blows right on the same spot, and I am sobbing, tears streaming down from my eyes. I see Mr. Anderson press another button and I can hear the vibrator humming as it buzzes against me on full blast, bringing me so close to cumming.

"Please sir, please I can't take much more," I moan out, begging him to finish me off. Just one more stroke of his hand, and I will be spared the belt. I fight against my desires, fight not to cum. My nipples are hard as rocks, begging to be pinched and touched, and I want to be filled to the brim by his cock. 

"Maybe I like watching you squirm," he says, running his hand up and down my aching behind, and I quiver at his touch.

"And maybe I want to turn your ass bright red with my belt," he says grimly, groping my sore ass. I cannot take it anymore. The feeling of these older men watching me squirming in agonizing pleasure and pain is too much, and I feel my orgasm overwhelm me. 

"Oh god," I moan, panting as wave after wave of pleasure washes over me, the vibrator pulsing relentlessly against me as I cum. I feel deep shame and humiliation that I was unable to control myself. 

My Master's displeased voice cuts through me as I moan and writhe in the throes of my orgasm.

"You bad little slut, you earned your belting."

Mr. Anderson laughs deeply, turning down the vibrator to its lowest setting and I lay against the table, my whole body quivering as I realize what I have done. My ass is burning with pain and I know it is about to get much worse.

"Please sir..." 

"Please what?" Mr. Steel's voice is absolutely merciless. I know that begging for him to spare my bottom will just make my Master more disappointed. I fight through the pain.

"Please fuck me."

This causes all the men to laugh incredulously at the sight of me. Here I am, crying and writhing on the table, my ass burning from the pain and all I want is to be fucked hard. I need it so badly. I groan as his hand reaches past me, grabbing the belt and then I hear his pants being unzipped slowly and my mouth opens in pleasure as I imagine him fucking me while everyone watches. I feel his thick cockhead pushing against my pussy lips and know that with the thin material of the vibrator and his girth I will be filled and stretched completely. My eyes start to dry, tears no longer falling freely as I struggle to control myself. I am so thankful that the vibrator is on a lower setting, because my clit is so painfully sensitive that my body shakes from the pleasure. 

"I'm going to belt you as I fuck you, you little whore," he says, and I moan as he forces his cock deep inside of me. The pain turns to bliss as his cock enters me deeply, and I am so thankful that I am sopping wet, allowing him to push into my resisting hole easily. He unclasps my bra and throws it to the side carelessly, and my tits fall free. I push myself up, knowing that I need to give a perfect view to my Master and his guests. They can see just how hard my nipples are I am naked in front of the four men in suits, my need and desires exposed. It is the most humiliating shame to cum when I am not supposed to. My Master has told me over and over again that my desires, my needs, are in his absolute control and that cumming without permission is a grave offense. It is so hard to think as Mr. Steel fucks me, forcing himself deeper and deeper inside of me. I have never been with a man in his 50s, and he growls as he grips my hips and plunges his thick cock deep inside of me. I can feel the belt in his hand, pressed against my hip.

When his right hand leaves my hip, I know that I am in for a harsh punishment. The spanking was bad, but belting is so much more painful. Mr. Jakes stands, and I see his thick cock in his hand, fully hard and dripping precum and I want to serve it, to have it deep in my mouth while Mr. Steel fucks me hard. He stands, stroking himself as he watches my harsh punishment. 

The first blow of the belt makes me scream again, and tears once again fall from my eyes. I am so ashamed of how horny I am, how these older, dominating men have turned me completely into their personal fucktoy. My cry of pain makes his cock swell inside of me, incredibly hard and pulsing as he fucks me hard, pounding me into the table. I see Mr. Anderson's hand move to the remote and the vibrator picks up speed, making me moan through my pain. I am pushed against the table, and to my surprise Mr. Jake climbs up onto the table, getting on his knees in front of me. I am inches away from his thick, bobbing member and I open my mouth eagerly as he slides the head of his cock into my mouth. I am in pure bliss, my mouth and pussy filled by cock while my Master and the lawyer Mr. Anderson watch. The belt comes down on my left buttock, making my mouth open in pain and Mr. Jake uses the opportunity to force his manhood deeper into my wet, warm mouth. I try to swirl my tongue around his cockhead, trying to focus on his pleasure but it is so difficult to think. My body is on fire with pain and desire. 

Each powerful thrust makes my body slam against the wooden table, makes my tits bounce for their pleasure. The pleasure is intense with each thrust as he plunges his cock deep inside of me. I can feel his balls slapping against my flesh and the wet sounds of the deep dicking is loud in the room, mixed with the wet slurping of my mouth on the thick cock in my mouth. Mr. Jake grabs my hair, gripping me so that I cannot escape as he forces his cock deeper and deeper down my throat. I gag, trying to escape but I cannot pull away as he plunges his cock deep down my mouth. His other hand moves to my left nipple, pinching painfully hard. Mr. Steel brings the belt down against my ass again, and my scream is cut off from the massive cock deep in my mouth. I feel drool dripping from my mouth and tears streaming down my eyes. I am completely debased, my makeup ruined and dripping down my face, my cheeks red from the pain and pleasure and my eyes wide and dazed. I am overwhelmed as the vibrator speeds up, at full speed and I feel myself getting close to cumming again. I cannot beg for release with the massive cock in my mouth and I only hope that my Master will understand that I was unable to resist. 

Their cocks invade my holes rhythmically, slamming deep inside of me as I am filled completely and utterly. Suddenly, Mr. Steel pulls his cock from me and groans as he cums on my back, and I feel stream after stream of hot cum cascading onto my back as he empties his balls onto my back. He gives me one last spank with his bare hand on my sensitive ass and then walks around the table, sitting down with a groan. I can hear himself pouring another glass of wine. I am on the verge of orgasm and Mr. Anderson, the lawyer stands, replacing Mr. Steel. His cock is thinner and longer, plunging deep inside of me as he pushes easily into my stretched pussy. He grips my ass, but thankfully does not bring his palm down on my abused flesh.

I can tell that Mr. Jake is getting close. He is fucking my mouth as if it is a pussy, deep, angry thrusts in his need. His cock is fat and stretches my mouth, plunging into my throat as I gag. He is forcing me to deep throat his entire length and there is nothing I can do to stop him from fucking my throat and mouth raw. His full balls slap against my chin, full of his cum that he wants to shoot deep into my mouth. He moves both hands to my nipples and pinches as hard as he can, pain shooting through my body as his cock pulses and cums in my mouth.

"Swallow it all, bitch," he says, groaning as he fucks my mouth faster and faster, filling my mouth with his warm cum. I try desperately to swallow it all as he pinches twists my nipples cruelly, and I can feel spit and cum dripping down from my mouth as he pulls his still cumming cock from my mouth and starts to cum on my face, stinging my eyes. My mouth is free of his cock and I feel absolute humiliation as he covers me in his seed. Mr. Anderson continues to fuck me with his long, thin cock, deep inside of me and almost uncomfortable. I remind myself that it is not my pleasure that is important, but my Master and his guests but I am so close to cumming that I can do nothing except to beg like a whore. 

"Please sir, please may I cum," I groan, and Mr. Jake laughs. 

"Cum, bitch."

My orgasm washes over me, painful in its intensity as my body quivers and shakes. My arms are like tree branches in a roaring gale, barely able to keep me upright as I am pushed against the table. My face is covered in Mr. Jake's hot cum and the taste of it deep in my mouth is overwhelming. Mr. Anderson brings his palm down on my ass, spanking me as he fucks me. The vibrator is on full and is so painfully intense on my overstimulated clit.

"Oh please, please turn the vibrator off," I beg.

"Not until I cum, bitch," says Mr. Anderson, and I force myself to push back against his cock, clenching my stretched pussy around his cock to try to make him cum. I need to get him off, and quickly as the vibrator ruthlessly buzzes against my poor, overused clit. I cannot stand the pleasure and I moan and whimper as I push back against his thrusts as hard as I can. His growl of pleasure as I push back is low and intense and I feel him cumming deep inside of me.

"I'm going to fill your cunt with cum, slut," he growls as he fucks me hard, shooting his cum deep inside of me. My pussy is sore and overused, and he continues to pound me hard, unleashing his pent up need deep inside of me until my cunt has milked every last drop. Finally, he turns off the vibrator, and I lie there, spent. He pulls his softening cock from me and zips up his pants. 

All three men have been satisfied. My owner is satisfied as well, having watched me serve his guests to perfection. I am full of pain and pleasure, completely used. 


CHAPTER THREE

Spent and Carresed

I lay on the table, spent and exhausted, my bottom aching as the men sit around the table, fully satisfied. They have not told me to move, and to be honest I do not know if I could. I am covered in sweat and I can feel warm seed dripping from my sore, used pussy, the taste of Mr. Jake's cum filling my mouth. Cum covers my face, and I know I am not allowed to wipe it up. They sit, glancing at me with satisfied expressions. Finally, the vibrator has been turned off, and my panting fills the room.

Mr. Steel speaks first.

"To be honest, I was on the fence about accepting your offer. How would you feel about me saying yes, on condition that I get a weekend with this beautiful little toy you have?"

Fear fills my mind as I imagine an entire weekend being punished hard by the merciless man. My pleading eyes look to my Master, hoping that he will protect me from such harsh punishments.

"Absolutely not. She's mine."

Mr. Steel nods. "I understand. I wouldn't let such perfection out of my sight either. I accept your offer, and I will put my company into your capable hands. Mr. Anderson," he says, and the lawyer gets up, walking past me running his hand over my poor, abused bottom as he goes to get his briefcase. He brings it back and drops it on the table, opening it and pulling out an official looking document and a silver pen. Both Mr. Steel and my Master take turns signing it while Mr. Jake nods in approval.

"I'm looking forward to seeing what you do with my company and my name. I trust that you will make Grant and Steel Investments a household name."

"I don't disappoint." Every man at the table knows the truth in my Master's confident words.

"I know that. I do hope you will invite me to a private party again, so that I may taste this exquisite beauty again," he says, looking at me with his hard eyes.

"We both look forward to it," says my Master, and now that the business is done he stands. All three of his guests stand and shake hands with David Grant, and then they start to walk towards the front door. I try to stand, to get them their coats, but David puts his hand on my back and whispers in my ear.

"You've done perfectly, my love. Please, remain here."

I hear them leaving as I gather control of my thoughts, unable to believe how good it felt to be used by all three men in succession, to please them all. Minutes pass as I hear the four men laughing and talking, and then my Master is back in the dining room, and we are alone at last. I have regained control of my body and push myself to my feet, feeling cum dripping from my used pussy and down my face. 

"You did so perfectly, Natasha."

"I'm so happy to please," I say. He takes me by the arm, letting me lean on him as my legs quiver. He escorts me to the bathroom, and for a second I am worried that he wants to watch me take an icy cold shower before he turns the water on hot, waiting for the steam to accumulate.

"Step in, beautiful," he says, and I gratefully go into the hot shower, feeling the warming water flow over me, cleaning the cum from my face and pussy. I clear my eyes and watch him undress, placing his clothes on the marble counter top. Though it was incredibly sexy to be naked and exposed in front of men in suits, nothing can compare to the sight of David in his nakedness. His perfect, lithe body and muscled physique is everything I have ever wanted, and as he steps into the shower and pulls me close to his chest I sigh in pleasure. I feel so safe and secure in his arms, loving the feeling of the warm water soothingly washing down my back. It is painful when it touches the red marks on my ass, but just being in David's arms is enough to ignore the pain.

"I love you, David."

"I love you too, Natasha. You're so perfect, can you blame me for wanting to show you off?"

I look up at him, my strong, sexy man and owner who looks down at me possessively. 

"No sir, I don't think I can," I say playfully, and kiss him. He kisses me back firmly, holding me close to him as hip lips merge into mine, his tongue sliding past my unresisting lips as I melt into his embrace. I am in absolute bliss. He is my Master, my lover, my owner, and my perfect man, and I know I will do anything to please him. 

End


CHAPTER FOUR

Thanks from the Author

I want to say thank you so much for purchasing my story. You are the reason that I am able to write. 

If you would like to sign up for my mailing list to be notified of new releases and upcoming freebies, you can do so at http://eepurl.com/-Sa0j

If you enjoyed the story, please consider leaving a review. In fact, if you ask for a sequel in a review I promise to write an addition to this story. Feel free to say which elements you want more of - I love feedback and make sure to tailor my upcoming stories to what people want. 


Brooke Dubois
http://www.amazon.com/Brooke-Dubois/e/B00N78A2EG
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