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Reader Advisory: This story is for mature
audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, a mature
man of the house and a young inexperienced babysitter, discipline
and physical punishment, multiple partners, forbidden desires,
unprotected first time sex, dominance and submissiveness. All
characters are 18 or older.









Sometimes Mr. Lincoln
worries he's too hard on the pretty young college student he hires
to babysit his son. But he pays Lacey well and wants
the best for his son, and when she messes up he makes sure she
knows it.



Lacy doesn't love being scolded, but she's learned to look up to
her handsome, wealthy boss. She wants to make him happy with her.
But her new boyfriend is only off one night this week, and when he
calls her to offer to drop by, she can only hold out for so
long.



And when Mr. Lincoln walks in on the two of them getting hot and
heavy in his own living room, he decides its time to show the
horny young woman who's really in charge ... and he's going to keep
her boyfriend around to make sure she gets the
message.














Preview






This was beyond humiliating. She closed her eyes,
burying her face in her outstretched arms. She couldn't bear to
look at Clay. Why did this all have to be happening in front of
him?

But Mr. Lincoln apparently wasn't satisfied with how
things were going.

"This isn't quite getting the job done," she heard
him observe. "There's too much padding."

She gasped again as she felt his fingers tracing
around beneath the waistline of her skirt. He found the clasp and
opened it, and her skirt fell loosely down her thighs and fell at
her ankles, leaving her totally and utterly naked.

"There," he said. "That should get more to the meat
of the matter."

His hand came down again and the sharp sound was
like a gunshot. She moaned in pain and blinked water from her
eyes.

"Thank you, sir," she managed to whimper after a
moment.

"Yes, that was much better," he said.

She stiffened as she felt him rest a hand on her
ass. He felt her full, firm cheeks and traced the curve down to her
thigh, exploring and evaluating his misbehaving young babysitter.
She was intensely aware of her nakedness, with her reddened ass and
bare pussy stuck out in her boss's home.

"Well," Mr. Lincoln murmured. "I see your boyfriend
at least got you nice and wet before I interrupted the
proceedings."

She froze, her thighs clamped together and
mortification stamped across her burning, hidden face. She couldn't
bear to respond.

"Or maybe you just really like being put in your
place. Maybe you really like being told you're a bad girl. Is that
it, Lacey?"

She tried to lie. She mouthed the words, but no
sound came out.
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"Come on, Jake," Lacey pleaded with the boy. "You
need to eat your green beans, or you'll never grow up big and
strong like daddy."

Jake scrunched up his face at his plate. The seven
year old always made a fuss about the vegetables, and last time
Lacey had given in. She still remembered with a slight shiver the
look on his father's face when Mr. Lincoln had seen them in the
trash. He wasn't the kind of man you wanted to disappoint, and
Lacey knew she was already on thin ice.

"I tell you what," she said. "If you eat half, we
can go watch TV for half an hour."

He mulled over the proposition, and finally took a
hesitant bite. By his face, you'd have thought it was pure arsenic,
but after a long moment he took another.

Lacey sighed and sat back, flushed with the small
victory. Every little success mattered if she wanted to keep this
job.

And keeping the job felt about as important as
anything for the recent college freshman. Jake's wealthy single
father, doting on his young son just like he did in most other
situations, paid about three times as much as she'd make anywhere
else.

Lacey tried not to be jealous, but that wasn't
always easy for the eighteen-year old, a product of struggling
parents who usually had more interest in things other than their
children. Coming here was like a cruel little display of everything
she'd dreamed about dangled in front of her. But of course, Mr.
Lincoln didn't know any of that. He was a good man who made sure
she had enough money to buy textbooks and clothes and any other
little incidentals as she started classes.

It was almost Jake's bedtime before he - with great
suffering and theatrics - swallowed the last bite of green beans.
But he did it. In the end, that made it a pretty good evening.

Lacey was still flying high from her triumph as she
tip-toed down the stairs, the boy safely tucked in bed behind her,
at quarter to nine. She had just made it to the front landing when
she heard her phone ringing back in the kitchen.

"Hey," she said when she reached it and recognized
the handsome, smiling picture of Clay on her phone screen.

"Hey, beautiful, what're you wearing?" His tone was
playful. It was good to hear him in a bright mood. He'd been pretty
stressed out about school for the past two weeks.

She hid her smile in her hand. "Oh, I don't know, a
few splatters of mashed potato and some apple juice."

"That all? I like the picture you're painting."

"Seriously, I'm at Mr. Lincoln's."

"Oh yeah? How would you feel about some
company?"

Lacey sucked in her breath. "Here?" It'd been five
days since they'd had an evening together, and she knew what he had
in mind. They had only recently reached the stage of feeling
comfortable exploring each other's bodies, and every opportunity
was breathlessly exciting. She felt herself responding to the
thought before it had even been voiced aloud.

"I do deliver," he crooned through the phone.

Lacey took a deep breath. "No. I don't think that'd
be a good idea."

"Why not? Is the kid still up?"

"Well, no, but ... what if we get caught?" Her voice
was tight and strained, as though it were physically difficult to
hold both her eager excitement and dread of discovery in one,
relatively small body.

"What time does Mr. Lincoln get back?" Clay
asked.

"Eleven-thirty."

He mulled it over. "Tell you what. I'm pulling out
of the Essex Hall parking lot now. I can come directly there and
I'll leave by 10:30 at the latest. I'll be long gone before he's
anywhere near getting back."

She chewed it over. On the one hand, how was she
even considering doing something like this? On the other, the
forbidden thought of being with Clay in a stranger's home, in the
midst of lavish furniture underneath the arched ceilings had her a
little wet already.

"You know tonight's my only night off this week," he
reminded her.

"Okay," she decided after an agonizing minute. "But
ten-thirty, no matter what."

"No matter what," he agreed.

"Absolutely no matter what."

"Alright, alright, I get it."

He was on the doorstep by 9, his face split in a
broad grin as she opened the door for him.

Lacey took a moment to admire her good fortune. Clay
wasn't a guy she'd normally expect to be interested in her. He had
the handsome face and perfect, toned body she'd dreamed about as a
teenager. His blue eyes were always bright when he looked at her,
and just seeing him smile sometimes was enough to make her a little
light-headed. The four weeks they'd been together felt like a
whirlwind of new experiences and surreal good luck.

"Damn," he said, looking around. "I know you said
the house was nice, but you never said it was this
nice."

She glanced back around the foyer, inexplicably
embarrassed. "Yeah, it feels a bit weird sometimes. Mr. Lincoln is
really nice, though."

Clay stepped inside and closed the door behind him.
He had an arm around her before she had time to react, and pressed
her soft, willing body against his own as he kissed her. His lips
were soft and his body was muscled and broad as she nestled in
against it. She inhaled his familiar, masculine scent.

"It's good to see you," she breathed. Her heart
still felt like it was going to beat out her chest every time he
touched her.

His lips smiled against hers. "Tell me about it.
Five days is too long." His fingers pushed a strand of hair off of
her face. "So you want to give me the tour?"

She shrugged a little self-consciously and turned to
lead him back through the house.

"That is a hell of a chandelier," he said, pausing
at the doorway to the dining room.

The glass crystals glinted in the dim, reflected
light of the hallway and were reflected in the polished oak of the
long table. It gave the room the atmosphere of the gallery of a
fine museum or state room, instead of a place in a person's home
were people stuck food into their mouths.

Clay was like her, born and raised a town over where
houses like this were rumors people told each other when describing
how they'd 'get out of this dump.' It was kind of like experiencing
her own wonder all over again to see how he admired this place she
had come to know and feel a part of.

He pointed over into the living room. "Is that a gas
fireplace?"

"Ah, yeah, I think so," Lacey agreed. "I think
there's a switch for it by that bookcase."

He went over to look, and a moment later there was a
click and the room was filled with warm, dancing light. It cast
romantic shadows across the back of the room and threw heat out to
bathe the sofa and armchairs positioned in front of it.

He led her over to stand in front of it and turned
to her. "This place is incredible," he said, his face bright. "It
suits you."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, you seem very natural in such beautiful
surroundings, like they match you."

He ran a finger through her hair, his eyes on her
lips. She leaned forward and he kissed her again.

His hand traced the soft line of her throat and held
her head. Her body conformed to his, fitting against the strong
muscles of his frame and echoing the desire she could feel in his
every touch and caress.

He pushed her back onto the couch in front of the
fire. He sank to straddle her and took the hem of her shirt in his
hands and lifted it up. She felt the first breath of air flowing
over her exposed abdomen and raised her arms to let him pull the
garment away entirely.

He tossed it aside and followed the band of her bra.
His finger was hooked under the fabric, tracing it around to the
clasp at the back. The cups fell away as he opened it, and her
soft, full breasts breathed out as he freed them.

He admired her body, young and untouched, with eyes
full of appreciation and lust. The desire in that look made her wet
all over again. The feeling of being so openly and intensely wanted
was still new and foreign to her, but breathlessly exciting. It
seemed like every possibility in the world was contained in that
look.

He cupped her naked tits in his hands and massaged
them gently. A wave of heat and excitement rose within her and she
moaned, half for what he was doing to her and half for what she
wanted him to do to her. She wanted him inside her.

But instead, he lowered his head and kissed her
nipple tenderly. He circled it with his warm, wet tongue. It
stiffened dutifully under his attentions, and he took the whole of
it into his mouth. The feeling of the gentle sucking was
incredible. It had her head swimming.

"Oh God, Clay," she breathed.

She ran her fingers through his thick, blond hair
and then down the back of his neck and over his thick, full
shoulders. Every movement of his tongue sent ecstatic thrills
through her body. Her chest was heaving, and she reflexively arched
her back and pushed herself up into him, yearning for more complete
contact.

He backed away for a moment to pull his own shirt
over his head, and once again she could marvel at the perfect shape
of his body and the way his muscles bunched and stretched lithely
beneath his smooth, tanned skin.

He reached down and ran a hand up the inside of her
thigh. She shivered in pleasure as his touch approached her center,
traveling along her inner thigh until it turned aside at the last
moment and traced back out again.

She could see the hard bulge in his crotch that said
that he wanted to take her, then and there, but he wasn't going to
just yet. He wanted to toy with her. He wanted to enjoy how much
she wanted him as he felt it in every inch of her trembling
body.

He reached beneath her skirt and hooked a finger
through the damp cloth of her panties. He smiled in satisfaction
and hunger at the feeling of her wetness, and the look of
possessiveness and satisfaction in his face made her all the
wetter. God he was sexy when he got like this. They had never quite
gone all the way, but suddenly there was no doubt in her mind that
this would be the night it happened.

The deliberateness and confidence and eagerness were
in every movement he made. I'm here to fuck you, his eyes said.

He drew her panties down her thighs and she sucked
in a sharp breath as the outside of his finger brushed along her
wet folds.

Once past her knees, he let the panties fall to her
ankles. His hand returned, tracing ever closer until he finally
made contact. His fingers felt slightly rough as they explored
down, starting at her clit, circling it teasingly, and then moving
down to push ever so slightly into her.

"Jesus, Clay," she gasped tightly.

His thumb, wet with her juices, probed and toyed
with her clit. It sent hot radiating pleasure up through her body
until it felt like he was touching her everywhere at once. Her body
tightened around his fingers as he curled them inside her, stroking
at one sensitive spot after the next.

She put her hands out to grasp the fabric of the
sofa, trying to hold on as her body became more and more helpless
to the ecstasy building in her. His touch controlled her utterly.
It was impossible to think. It was impossible to feel anything
else.

His lips pressed to her throat and he held her
against him as he brought her to climax. She moaned explosively and
curled in on herself and against him. Her body clutched at his
fingers inside her and her groin and thighs ground against his
wrist.

Her moans became a full-throated yell as it peaked.
The world was crimson and his touch was the only thing that
mattered. The physical ecstasy was total.

And then it slowed. She gasped for breath. Gradually
she remembered where she was and what was happening. She encircled
Clay's head and shoulders in grateful embrace and held him as warm
bliss filled her body and thrummed through her limbs.

"That was incredible," she breathed softly.

But instead of the warm, affectionate response she
expected, he stiffened. He was looking over her and over the back
of the couch.

She heard a door close and footsteps in the hall. It
took her too long to process. Her mind was still too fogged by the
bliss of the orgasm, and in any case, her shirt and bra were out of
reach. She didn't even have time to pull up her panties.

Clay leapt to his feet, his face dismayed and
embarrassed as he looked in the direction of the door to the hall.
There were sounds of another person in the room.

"What's -"

Even in one, cut-off syllable, Mr. Lincoln's voice
was unmistakable.

"I'm sorry, sir, I -" Clay started, but he didn't
know what to say.

Lacey turned with cold dread flooding through her
and mixing with all the happy, befuddling post-orgasm chemicals in
her brain.

"Mr. Lincoln," she stammered.

He was standing, briefcase still in hand, his suit
as impeccable as always, and his eyes flashing from surprise to
anger.

"Lacey!"

She winced and managed to push her skirt down to
cover her slick, naked groin.

"This is what I come home to?" he asked. "This is
what I find in my own living room? This is how I am treated by the
young woman I trusted to take care of my child?"

The couple were frozen, Clay standing up with his
back to the fireplace and Lacey with her thighs clamped together
and her hands over her bare breasts.

Mr. Lincoln surveyed the two of them with stern
deliberateness. He took in Lacey's flushed face, her nakedness, and
the panties still lying around her ankles. His face was unreadable,
and then it slowly hardened.

"Stand up."

Lacey took a moment to react.

"Now!" he commanded, and she was on her feet before
the word had finished echoing off the soft egg-shell walls.

She wanted more than anything to reach down and pull
up her panties, but she seemed incapable of moving except when he
told her to. All she could do was watch him with big, fearful
eyes.

He was looking particularly handsome tonight, she
noted miserably. His short, dark hair was as impeccable as always.
His perfect face was stern, and his jaw was darkened by the hint of
five o'clock shadow after a long day at the office. There was
something that had always turned her on just a little bit when she
saw Mr. Lincoln intent on something, often her own short-comings.
The fact that her mind was still swimming through the feelings and
sensations of having just been fingered to climax wasn't really
helping her respond differently now.

"I've tried to be tolerant of your mistakes, haven't
I, young lady?" he asked. "I've tried to be understanding. You're
young, and I remember what it's like to be your age." He shook his
head. "But this is different. This is fundamental disrespect. It's
disrespect of my home and my family, and I'm going to put a stop to
it."

Lacey stood, trying to focus on his words and not on
her own nakedness in front of him. She was slowly becoming crimson.
She had never been so humiliated in her life.

"I think deep down you're a good, well-meaning young
woman. I don't want to fire you, but I'm very tempted."

"No," she cried out. "Mr. Lincoln, I'm sorry.
Tonight was a mistake. I -"

He waited for her to continue, but she didn't know
what to say.

"Please don't fire me," she finished softly, staring
at the floor.

He considered her for a long moment. "Well, it's
clear you need a more firm-handed source of direction," he said.
"And I need to see evidence that you know that the way you've been
behaving is wrong and that you want to be better."

He pointed at the arm of the sofa. "This is
something I would only do to a child, but you have been behaving
like one, haven't you? Stand here and bend over."

She looked at the place he was pointing to and then
at him, her face betraying her rapid progression of emotions. He
... was going to spank her?

"And your little boyfriend is going to watch,
because I want him to understand that there are consequences to his
actions, too. I want him to know that you've been behaving like a
little girl, treating my house as your own, and that I am going to
treat you accordingly."

Lacey glanced around at Clay, mortification on her
face. His responding expression was one of helplessness.

"Now, Lacey!" Mr. Lincoln ordered.

She jumped and hurried to the spot. The thought of
disobeying never crossed her mind. She moved in short, embarrassing
little steps constrained as she was by the damp black panties still
encircling her ankles.

Slowly, closing her eyes to ward off the
humiliation, she bent over.

She felt his hand on her hip, positioning her:
pushing her lower and bringing her ass out. The hand held her
there, immobile.

"I want you to think about why this is happening,"
he told her. "I want that going through your head over and over
again. Tell my why this is happening."

"Because I abused your trust."

"You abused my trust, sir," he corrected.

"Yes, sir. Sorry."

"You disrespected my family."

"I disrespected your family, sir."

"And you put your own dirty needs in front of your
duty."

"Yes, sir."

His hand came down swiftly and without warning. She
let out a sharp breath as the sound of his hand landing on her ass
rang out through the living room. She clenched her teeth to avoid
calling out as the sting intensified.

"Thank me, Lacey."

"Thank you, sir."

"Thank me for showing you that you're a bad girl and
for helping you to be good."

"Thank you for showing me I'm a bad girl, sir. I do
want to be good."

The sharp, intense pain came again as his hand
struck her ass. With each blow she felt her naked breasts bouncing
as they hung down from her chest.

"Thank you, sir," she gasped.

This was beyond humiliating. She closed her eyes,
burying her face in her outstretched arms. She couldn't bear to
look at Clay. Why did this all have to be happening in front of
him?

But Mr. Lincoln apparently wasn't satisfied with how
things were going.

"This isn't quite getting the job done," she heard
him observe. "There's too much padding."

She gasped again as she felt his fingers tracing
around beneath the waistline of her skirt. He found the clasp and
opened it, and her skirt fell loosely down her thighs and fell at
her ankles, leaving her totally and utterly naked.

"There," he said. "That should get more to the meat
of the matter."

His hand came down again and the sharp sound was
like a gunshot. She moaned in pain and blinked water from her
eyes.

"Thank you, sir," she managed to whimper after a
moment.

"Yes, that was much better," he said.

She stiffened as she felt him rest a hand on her
ass. He felt her full, firm cheeks and traced the curve down to her
thigh, exploring and evaluating his misbehaving young babysitter.
She was intensely aware of her nakedness, with her reddened ass and
bare pussy stuck out in her boss's home.

"Well," Mr. Lincoln murmured. "I see your boyfriend
at least got you nice and wet before I interrupted the
proceedings."

She froze, her thighs clamped together and
mortification stamped across her burning, hidden face. She couldn't
bear to respond.

"Or maybe you just really like being put in your
place. Maybe you really like being told you're a bad girl. Is that
it, Lacey?"

She tried to lie. She mouthed the words, but no
sound came out.

"I said, is that true, Lacey? Do you like being
spanked for being such a bad girl?"

 

Softly, almost painfully, she moaned her answer.
"Yes, sir."

Mr. Lincoln's hand went away. "And what's your
name?" she heard him ask.

"Clay."

"Well, Clay. I don't seem to be getting through to
her, so I'm going to have you take a crack at it. Step over
here."

"What, but I-"

"Do you want me to fire her?"

"No, of course not but-"

"Well, if she doesn't recognize how unacceptable her
behavior has been, I'll have no choice but to fire her. You're her
only hope. Stand here."

Lacey whimpered softly into her arms as she
listened, helpless and humiliated. Every time she thought he
couldn't go any farther or come up with anything worse, Mr. Lincoln
did so easily.

"Sorry, Lacey," she heard Clay whisper to her.

"Don't apologize to her. Apologize to me!"

"Ah, sorry, sir."

"Now spank her."

Clay's hand rested on her naked hip, holding her
steady, and then his hand came down in a forceful pat.

"Did I tell you to feel her ass up or to hit it?
Hard!"

Clay tried again, a little harder. It still wasn't
enough, and Mr. Lincoln barked at him to be rougher and rougher
until Clay was spanking her every bit as hard as Mr. Lincoln had
done. It knocked the breath out of her, it stung so badly

And after every spank she had to say, "Thank you,
Clay." Feeling his name come from her lips brought it all home
again. Every time, she couldn't escape it.

"Thank you, Clay."

But Mr. Lincoln was far from done with them. "Tell
her this is what she gets when she thinks of her own slutty needs
over her duty to my family."

Clay repeated the words, spanking her as he did
so.

"Are you ashamed, Lacey?" Mr. Lincoln asked. "You
can't keep your panties on for one evening? I guess now he knows
who you are, doesn't he? Why don't you tell him?"

"I'm a horny little slut," she wailed.

"If you're so horny, why don't you suck his dick.
That's what you brought him here for, isn't it?"

She looked around at him, pain and arousal and
confusion weaving through her body and mind.

"Put your mouth on his cock!" he ordered. "I want
you to swallow his come so we all know exactly the kind of slut you
are."

"Yes, sir," she said. At first it had been hard, but
now it had become almost easy to obey. She was a bad girl and she
was being made to see it for herself.

She sank to her knees in front of Clay, clutching
her breasts in absent-minded arousal as she did so. His cock was
already hard. She had seen him getting hard as he spanked her, or
maybe he'd been hard the whole time since fooling around with her
on the couch.

She reached up and opened his fly to slide his jeans
down his legs. His cock pushed out, thick and stiff, through the
soft cotton of his underwear. She could smell the heady musk of his
scent, and suddenly she wanted to have him in her mouth. She was
desperate for it.

She freed his long shaft and kissed it timidly on
the tip. She'd never done this before. What a way to start.

She circled the head with her tongue, exploring his
shape, and she felt a shiver of pleasure run through his body.

Slowly, she took him into her mouth. He was big
enough that she couldn't get all of him in, but she did the best
she could. She ran her lips up and down his shaft. Her mouth was
soft and wet and his cock was hot on her tongue. She felt the throb
of his desire when she circled him with her tongue again.

His hand moved through her hair, coaxing her and
grateful. He groaned softly in pleasure, and she redoubled her
efforts.

She could tell he'd been very turned on for a long
time, and it wasn't going to take much more to bring him to orgasm.
His fist tightened in her hair. She liked that. She had a hand
around his thighs while her other cupped his full sack.

She moved faster, sensing how close he was. His
touch urged her on. And then his hips thrust forward and he came in
long, intense spurts, sending his hot seed down her throat. She
swallowed and licked at him, cleaning him until his cock was simply
wet with her saliva. Slowly, she sank back onto her ankles.

The look of bliss on Clay's face slowly faded and he
looked down at her with affectionate, grateful eyes. Then,
remembering where they were, he glanced over at Mr. Lincoln. He
tucked his softening cock into his pants and took several steps
back as the older man approached the young woman still kneeling
naked on the floor of his living room.

Mr. Lincoln reached down and pushed a strand of hair
out of Lacey's face. "Well, you certainly seem to know how to suck
a cock," he murmured. "Maybe you are a dirty little girl. But it's
easy to please boys. I want to know if you can please a man."

He reached into his pants and pulled out his own
cock. Clay was far from small, but Mr. Lincoln was much bigger. His
shaft stood out from his body, thick and red. Lacey looked at it
with slight nervousness, but she couldn't deny that the sight
turned her on and made her want to touch it. She felt a bead of her
own juices run down the inside of her thigh.

She reached out and ran her small hand down the
length of the shaft. It throbbed full and hard under her touch. She
moved forward and ran her tongue down along the underside,
exploring his taste and smell with relish that surprised even her.
It was impossible not to be attracted to him. It was impossible not
to be turned on by how powerful he was and the way he controlled
the room with severe but effortless authority.

"Take it all in," he ordered her.

She tried, but she couldn't get more than a third of
it inside her. He was too big. She started to draw back to suck on
him, moving in and out, but he took her by the back of the neck and
pushed her down his shaft. With a gasp of surprise she felt him
push into the top of her throat and down, until her lips and nose
nestled against his groin. Then he let her draw back and once she
was back at the tip she spluttered and gasped for a moment.

"Like that," he said.

She struggled to replicate the feat without his
help, but again he had to force her down his cock. The third time
she managed it on her own, and began to repeat it with growing
enthusiasm. It was a strange and wonderful feeling to have a thick,
throbbing cock stuffed her down her throat like that. The feeling
of powerlessness and danger was intoxicating.

Soon she was moving on him well, circling him with
her tongue and being rewarded with a soft groan of appreciation and
pleasure.

His hand urged her off his cock and she sat back,
looking up expectantly.

"Get up," he said huskily. She could see what he
wanted in his eyes. She stood shakily before him, and he turned and
put her back against the couch, stomach down, arms splayed out to
hold her.

And then he was behind her, his wet, throbbing cock
brushing her ass cheek as it moved between her legs. She shuddered
as she felt it press against the outside of her pussy.

The shudder became a hoarse, desperate moan and he
slid in. He kept going in and in and in, stretching her as she took
a man inside her for the first time. She couldn't believe he could
fit, but he did. Her own saliva was mixing with the juices of her
wet pussy as he took her by the hip and by the hair and started to
fuck her from behind. His hips slammed into her ass and his sack
slapped heavily up and against her clit as he rammed into her.
She'd never imagined being fucked could feel this way. It was
intense - frighteningly intense. She didn't know if she could take
it. Pleasure and that same sense of powerlessness were rising in
her, surging outwards. She orgasmed before she was ready for it,
plunging into a hot, intense world of angry ecstasy.

"Oh God!" she called out.

He was getting into it, now. His cock plunged in and
out of her. His grip on her was intense and his fucking was getting
harder and more aggressive.

"You feel great when I make you come," he grunted.
"I'm going to do that again."

And he did. This one was different. For a long,
strange moment she felt weightless. The only physical sensation was
the ecstasy of penetration, and all else was muted. It flooded her
hotly and left her gasping and amazed, trying to hold herself up
and still against the onslaught of his urges and desires.

Finally, when she thought she might break in half,
he plunged deep, deep into her and pumped his thick, hot seed into
her. Her body responded, tightening around him and orgasming a
final, grateful time. Every good feeling of warm desire seemed to
pour into her with that welcome liquid, and she collapsed forward,
unable to support herself any more.

"Holy shit," she moaned, burying her face in the
couch.

She managed to look around at Mr. Lincoln, who was
surveying her naked, trembling body in satisfaction. She felt a
dribble of his come escaping her pussy.

"Good," he said. "You do know how to get
fucked."

He ran a slow, deliberate hand up the curve of her
ass and held her breast for a moment. "If I see an improvement in
your behavior, this can become a more regular thing," he said.

He looked over at Clay. "Next time we'll fuck her
together."

He walked over and found Lacey's discarded bra and
panties on the floor beyond the fireplace. He brought them back and
dropped them on the couch beside her.

"Now say thank you, sir, and come back on
Monday."

"Thank you, sir," Lacey breathed.

Mr. Lincoln left to go into the kitchen, where she
heard him pouring himself a drink.
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"I'm serious, Katy, you should have seen the way
they were looking at each other. It's obvious he must have been
fooling ar-" a loud sound came from back in the house, cutting
Sandra off mid-sentence. She took the phone from her ear and glared
down the hallway. "Hold on," she said back into the phone, and
muffled the receiver against her chest. "Hey, keep it down!" she
yelled through the doorway without getting up.

There was no response, but she could hear the two
kids laughing about something.

She let out an exasperated sigh and looked up at the
high-arching egg-shell ceiling of the entrance hall.

Little words chirped tinnily from the phone and she
picked it back up. "What? Sorry about that. It's just these -" she
raised her voice with the hope of being overheard "- goddamn brats
- I'm supposed to be babysitting."

"What? What are you doing babysitting?" Katy
asked.

"I just needed a little money. It's not as bad as it
sounds. The mother's gone and the husband is away too much to know
what's going on. I seriously don't have to do anything but make
sure the house doesn't burn down."

"Oh yeah? What are you shouting at them for
then?"

Sandra forced a laugh. "Oh, they're just being loud.
I mean, I guess if your dad is CEO of a big company you can't help
but grow up a little spoiled, but seriously. They're ten and twelve
years old. They should be able to keep themselves out of trouble,
right? Is that really too much to expect?"

"Wait, their dad runs a company?"

"Oh yeah, he's like super rich and kind of intense.
But he's also pretty much gorgeous, so working for him could be
worse. Whoever his wife was must be crazy for leaving."

"Yeah? Sounds like you're about ready to take her
place." Katy's voice sounded snarky. Katy always got snarky when
she was jealous. That's one of the main reasons Sandra liked making
her jealous.

"I'm just saying," Sandra said. "Listen, I should
probably go make them go to bed. I was supposed to do it hours ago
and their dad'll be home in a few minutes. I'll catch some real
problems if they're still up when he gets in. I'll call you back in
a few minutes."

"Tuck them in extra tightly for me," Katy said in a
sing-song voice.

Sandra hung up.

"Hey, kids, it's time for bed," she called.

They didn't answer, so she pulled herself up off the
couch and went back looking for them. Sound was coming from the
basement.

"Hey!" Sandra called down the stairs. "I said it's
time for bed! Your dad'll be home any minute."

Lights shone in through the front windows, and she
looked back in chagrin. Headlights in the driveway. Mr. Green was
home early.

"Okay, seriously, get your butts up here," she
yelled in rising panic. She descended the stairs. "I am not getting
in trouble for you guys!"

She found them lying around, watching some
late-night cable show full of half-naked women. Jason and his
little brother Andrew were sprawled in front of the TV. The floor
was littered with pieces of popcorn trampled into the rug.

"Jesus Christ, look at this mess!" Sandra
barked.

They turned around. "Oh hey, Sandra," Jason said.
"Didn't realize you were here."

"Come on, up up up. Do you want your father to see
you awake at 11:30? Let's go!"

But it was too late. As she herded the two boys up
towards the front stairs, Mr. Green was already in the landing,
hanging up his coat and looking surprised at the commotion.

"Andrew, Jason," he said. "What -"

Sandra switched gears fast. "I'm sorry, Mr. Green!"
She moaned in her best distraught pretty girl voice. "They've been
awful all night. I absolutely couldn't get them to do anything."
She managed to tear up just a little.

"Boys!" Mr. Green said in dismay.

"That's not true!" they protested in unison.

"She's just been in here talking on her phone all
night!" Andrew said. "We didn't even see her until she came running
downstairs just now, screaming about how we had to get to bed."

Sandra turned on them. "You two are -"

"I saw her drinking your wine!" Jason blurted. "I
came up to go to the bathroom and she was pouring herself a glass
of it!"

Sandra froze. How had the little sneak seen that?
She tried and failed to speak.

Mr. Green surveyed the three individuals with a
regretful look on his face. "Andrew, Jason, get up to bed."

"But she -"

"Now!"

They knew when to shut up. Much quicker than Sandra
was comfortable with, she was alone with Mr. Green. He surveyed her
with grey, piercing eyes. His handsome face was unreadable.

Without saying a word, he turned and made his way
into the kitchen. He stood in the doorway, waiting for her. She
jumped to follow and slid in past him, just brushing against him at
the doorframe. She caught a breath of his scent, strong and
masculine. He closed the door behind her and made his way around
the table.

She watched him fearfully.

He took down a wine glass from the shelves above the
sink and then retrieved the open bottle of Malbec from the
refrigerator. All this he did, slowly and very deliberately,
without looking at her. Instead, he raised the bottle, noted the
level of the liquid inside, and then poured himself a glass.

He sat at the table, swirled the wine, and took a
drink from it. "It is an excellent vintage," he noted, as though
complimenting her taste.

"Mr. Green," she started to say, "I -"

He held up a hand to stop her, and she fell
silent.

His strong, smooth-shaved face gave nothing away,
and he ran a hand lightly through his medium length auburn hair. It
was obvious this was not how he had wanted to end his long day.

"Tell me," he said at last. "Are my sons telling the
truth?"

She paused, a denial hovering on her lips but she
couldn't quite seem to give it voice. It all seemed so transparent.
She struggled to find something more plausible to say to defend
herself.

"I see," he said. "You have abused my trust."

She swallowed the lump in her throat.

"I'd like to hear you say it."

She looked at him questioningly, even
pleadingly.

"Say 'It's true.'"

She tried to wet the dryness of her mouth. She had
never felt dread quite this intense before. "It's true."

"You've abused my trust."

"I've abused your trust."

He nodded in small satisfaction. "I've noticed the
orderliness of the house has gone down when I leave the boys with
you. I thought maybe you just weren't a very firm hand with them
and couldn't get them to behave. I even felt a bit bad for you. But
I suppose that was a bit misplaced, wasn't it? You just didn't
care."

She tried to swallow again. "I ..." She trailed
off.

He politely waited for her to continue, but she had
nothing to say. Every lie seemed to wilt on her lips before that
steady, stern gaze.

"Well," he said at last, "I suppose the simplest
thing to do would be to end our arrangement right here, wouldn't
it? I hired a babysitter, not a third child to look after."

Sandra felt a hot flush rising in her cheeks. His
words stung worst of all because she knew she deserved them.

"But that's not how I've run my business and it's
not how I like to conduct my affairs." He shook his head. "I see in
you a perfectly capable young woman who simply needs guidance. You
aren't weak. You aren't stupid. You're impulsive, and you need a
strong hand to show you why hard work is worthwhile."

He took another long drink from his glass. He paused
to admire it's luster in the light of the lamp overhead, turning it
slightly in his hand as he savored it.

"So, Sandra, I'd like to help you. But of course,
it's not just up to me. Maybe you're just interested in taking
people's money for a job you have no interest in doing. You can run
away, pretend this didn't happen, admit you're just some silly
girl, and try to find someone else stupid or naive enough to pay
you to let their children run amok." He paused, watching me. "But I
think you need direction, and I think you realize you need
direction. Am I right?"

She stared at him, hanging on his every word so
helplessly that it took her a moment to realize he expected her to
speak. There was something chilling and scary about what he was
telling her, but it was also compelling. She had never experienced
this kind of interest in who she was and what she was capable of
before. Did he want to help her? Did she need his help?

"I -" she started again. "Yes."

He leaned forward. "I'm sorry, I didn't hear what
you said."

"You're right," she said louder. "I'm sorry."

"I'm right? You want to continue to work for me? And
for me to help you do so effectively and appropriately?"

She nodded, a strange combination of miserable and
masochistically excited. There was something so compelling about
the way he was talking to her that - despite everything else - she
couldn't bear the thought of walking out of here and never really
knowing what his guidance would feel like.

He nodded in satisfaction. "Good. Then stand
up."

Again she took a moment to respond, so drawn in by
his quiet, direct voice that she had to remember how to use her
legs. She scrambled to her feet, swaying slightly behind the chair
at the table.

"Come around to the end here and bend over."

Her mouth opened slightly as she realized what he
intended to do. He was going to spank her? Right now, in the
kitchen? With his kids upstairs?

Her face burned in humiliation and resentment. She
wanted to refuse, to tell him no, that she was done here and didn't
care and wanted to leave. But just like all the lies before, those
words too simply couldn't make it past her lips.

She walked over to the end of the table. The noise
of her footsteps seemed suddenly loud as it bounced back off the
hard, bare surfaces of the kitchen.

She put out her hands to the end of the wooden table
and bent over.

He stood up and came around behind her. His hand
positioned her waist, pushing her ass further outwards and her
torso down into a more humiliating posture. His touch was strong
and authoritative against her trembling stomach.

"Lift your skirt up."

Her face burned more hotly as she reached back and
lifted the hem of her skirt up to her waist, exposing her
panties.

She couldn't stifle a gasp of chagrin as she felt
his fingers hook into the waistline of the panties and pull them
down her thighs, leaving her suddenly and mortifyingly uncovered.
She stood there frozen, holding up her own skirt to expose herself
for the man about to spank her.

As she felt the cool air of the room playing across
her bare ass and pussy, she realized with a tremble that she was
wet. Not just a little wet, but very wet.

Mr. Green's hand ran lightly over the full, tight
curve of her ass. His fingertips made her skin tingle as they
passed over her, effortlessly and perhaps unintentionally
communicating how thoroughly he had come to control her, mind and
body.

"This will happen every time you are bad," he said.
"Every time you are lazy or apathetic to the job you were hired to
do. You will be spanked. I will bring you into my kitchen and you
will lift up your skirt for me and then I will punish you just like
I am about to do now. I don't care if my children hear you. They
know what happens to rule breakers in this house. Do you
understand?"

"Yes - yes, sir," she said, her voice halfway
between a whimper and a moan.

"Good. Count for me."
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