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Ingrid

“I’m sure you’re used to your job title being administrative assistant, or maybe even project manager or office manager,” the executive vice president, a fit, fiftyish man named Mr. Alden, told me. “I don’t know.”

I frowned at him across his desk. He’d read my resumé, hadn’t he?

“I…” I started to say, a little uncertainly. The ad I’d answered hadn’t said anything about the nature of the job, beyond being secretarial, but the salary range had made my eyes go very round.

“Frankly,” he continued smoothly, as if I hadn’t made a sound, “I haven’t read your resumé. You’re here because of your pretty face and your sweet little body.”

I blinked at him, heat flooding into my cheeks. I had supplied my social media details; that had become absolutely standard in applying for jobs over the last few years. So I guessed he had seen photos of me, and… and… what?

Mr. Alden didn’t have any interest, apparently, in telling me more about that. “At any rate,” he said, “at Selecta, your job title will be secretary.”

I felt the wrinkle between my eyebrows get deeper. I had grown up in a world where the men and women who did paperwork and scheduled meetings—the ones, like me after my two-year degree in business, who could type one hundred fifty words a minute—got jobs with official-sounding titles. The ones Mr. Alden had named, pretty much. A secretary was someone who worked high up in the government.

But I knew, from books and old movies, that another kind of secretary had once represented an essential, if subservient, part of the corporate world.

“Um,” I said, though after having interviewed successfully for two previous admin assistant positions I liked to think of myself as an articulate interviewee, “why?”

I definitely had enough skill to make certain I maintained eye contact and kept a pleasant smile on my face. It only wavered for a moment, when I saw the obvious disapproval in Mr. Alden’s answering gaze.

To my surprise and dismay, despite my business training and all the preparation I had put into this interview, I lowered my eyes. My cheeks blazed.

“Because, Ingrid,” Mr. Alden replied. “At Selecta we embrace an older kind of organization in our offices. You’ll get used to it soon enough, if we hire you. In fact, it’s probably time for you to start getting used to it right now. Why don’t you go ahead and take off your clothes for me.”

I heard not the slightest hint of a question mark at the end of his sentence. I raised my eyes, willing them to blaze with righteous indignation, but I knew they only showed him utter confusion. Mr. Alden’s simple blue-eyed handsomeness, the way he wore his charcoal gray suit as if he had been born a rich executive and the thirty-odd years since then had only added to his wealth and his superiority, made it difficult to respond the way I wanted to—and I hated myself for that.

Instead of trying to hold his steady, ironic gaze, I turned my head to look at the door. I commanded my legs to get up. I didn’t want to risk speaking, because I felt certain I would burst into tears. Just walking out of the office, hastening to the elevator, and getting the hell out of the building seemed the obvious course of action.

Then I’ll just forget I ever applied for this job, with its high salary range and its ‘opportunities for rapid advancement.’ I’ll forget how excited I was when I got the message telling me I’d gotten an interview.

I’ll forget what happened inside my body when this… this monster said that horrible thing.

“It’s locked,” Mr. Alden said. “I locked it when you came in.”

I turned back to look at him, my jaw slack. Then I understood that he must mean locked from the inside, so that if I obeyed his humiliating instructions at least no one would come in.

“You’re thinking,” he said, “that I mean to reassure you. To tell you that no one can disturb us while you get naked—or while I fuck you, which I’m going to do very soon. That’s not what I mean, though. I mean that you can’t get out until I let you out.”

I felt completely certain, for an instant, he intended a truly bizarre, awful, degrading joke. The expression on his clean-shaven face, distractingly framed by his somehow neatly tousled golden hair, told me the situation was much, much worse than I’d thought, however. He had narrowed his eyes slightly, and his lips wore a smile that made my stomach lurch.

The little curl at the left side of his mouth told me that he felt completely in control of the situation. That he had told me nothing but the truth, at least as he perceived it, and that he took pleasure as well as knowledge from watching my mortified response.

“Which,” Mr. Alden continued, “will of course be after I evaluate your body and your current level of sexual skill. So you’d better just go ahead and strip for me. I’m hoping you wore some nice lingerie, the kind you wore when you sent those selfies to your boyfriend. Jake? Is that it?”

He glanced down at the tablet on his desk.

“Jacob Smith, nickname Jake. Yup,” he said.

I swallowed hard. My face felt like a blazing bonfire.

“How…?” I said weakly, though I knew that part of it didn’t represent anything like the most important part.

“Does it matter?” Mr. Alden replied, his smile growing a bit. “It definitely doesn’t matter to me, and to be very clear I have no intention of shaming you for sending Jake those naughty photos. Our read on him is that he wasn’t the right guy for you, and you did the right thing by breaking up with him, but he got you started thinking about what you really need, Ingrid. I just need to make sure the gorgeous little tits and the tight little ass you showed off to him are everything they appeared to be—and I need to assess how well you know how to use them to please a man.”

I felt my fists clench atop my knees, and I looked down at them, utterly lost in the panicked thoughts and emotions coursing through my mind and body. I saw the conservative navy blue skirt I had picked out for the interview, covering my tightly closed knees. I thought about the selfies, of the red lingerie and how it had looked—to me, in the mirror as I had thought about sending racy pics to Jake—on the slim, toned body I worked so hard to maintain.

The lacy bra whose underwire made my B-cup breasts look a little more prominent. The tiny thong that made me feel naughty just walking around in my apartment, let alone when I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and saw that my blonde bush was mistily visible through the mesh in front.

The garter belt and stockings that I could hardly believe I had bought, and then actually donned, thinking about Jake and how it had felt to lose my virginity to him in his parents’ bed a few days before.

Here in the handsome, horrible Mr. Alden’s office I knew how very correctly he had spoken, saying that Jake was wrong for me. In fact, Jake’s unenthusiastic response to the selfies that I had taken such care in shooting for him had brought on the breakup. I had gotten so hot and bothered as I did so that I had actually masturbated—for the first and only time—while I thought about him seeing me in the lingerie, and what he might do. He had replied merely Nice.

Why had I decided to wear that lingerie today, under my conservative skirt and conservative blouse? How could this man know? What the… the hell… was going on?

I felt my face working in confusion.

I had worn it because I wanted to feel adventurous. I liked that, sometimes, despite thinking of myself as a sensible, self-contained person. I wanted to feel like a twenty-year-old badass, in charge of her body and of her life. If I happened to seduce someone at a bar—I never went to bars, really—I would know that when he took off my clothes, he would know just how experienced a young woman I was.

What had Mr. Alden said? He got you started thinking about what you really need.

I swallowed hard to force back a sob that unexpectedly rose into my throat.

I need a job, I thought fiercely. The company where I had risen to senior administrative assistant had gone bankrupt, from trying to compete with Selecta. The job posting that had popped up in my inbox had seemed like a dream come true.

I raised my eyes to Mr. Alden’s. He gazed back at me seriously, his eyebrows rising a little.

“Maybe…” I started, without the slightest idea of how I planned to bargain with him, but the notion that because the terrible things he was saying couldn’t really be true, I could strike some kind of a deal. I could promise not to tell the police, maybe, if he gave me the job and promised I would never see him again. “Maybe I can just have… you know… a regular interview? And, um, I won’t tell anybody… what…”

I could see on the man’s face that he didn’t feel the least anxiety that he had said anything I might report him for—to his bosses, to the police, to anyone.

“Ingrid, sweetheart, I know this is going to be difficult for you. You wouldn’t have gotten this interview if it weren’t. But if you don’t start taking your clothes off right now, you’re going to get acquainted with another old-fashioned side of Selecta corporate policies, when I bend you over my desk and paddle your bare backside.”

That broke the paralysis that had come over me when he had mentioned the naughty selfies. Part of my mind felt desperate to know what kind of logic lay behind… behind any of this. Logic… law… reason… whatever. How could this lunacy actually be taking place on the thirtieth floor of an office building in a major American city? Something about Mr. Alden’s outlandish threat of… of a paddling, though, stopped the futile analysis and got my body moving.

I stood up, and despite the trembling in my legs I managed to maneuver myself around the chair in the direction of the door. I didn’t want to look at the man behind the desk, but I couldn’t help it; my desperate need to know how he had reacted to my rising made me cast a glance toward him. Mr. Alden had leaned back in his chair. I thought his right hand might be reaching for a desk drawer, and my stomach flipped at the interpretation that came instantly into my mind: He’s getting the paddle out.

I walked in the direction of the door, and each step seemed to take an absurd amount of time.

He was lying, I told myself. The door is unlocked. I will open it, and walk out, and walk down the hall to the elevator. I will leave this building behind and I will never think about what just happened, or—above all—how it made me feel.

I half expected Mr. Alden to say something. Like, “Come back here. I was just testing you, and you passed,” or “I’m sorry—I was joking,” or even “Stop right there, Ingrid Vogel!”

He remained completely silent. I managed to keep myself from turning back to look at him. Did I hear a drawer opening? I bit my lip and told myself I had imagined it, and then I found myself at the door of the office. I reached for the handle, and I pressed down.

It didn’t move. I tried again, my heart sinking lower than my belly. I felt tears forming in the corners of my eyes as I rattled the handle.

Then, just a moment before I felt his hands on me, I realized that Mr. Alden had come up behind me. I started to turn, crying out in surprise and alarm, but he kept me in place, facing the door, with his left hand around my chest and his right hand, even worse, on my backside.

“I told you, Ingrid, sweetheart,” he growled into my ear. “You’re not going anywhere until I’ve finished evaluating you.”


CHAPTER 2
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Ingrid

I let out a sob, my body’s purely physical response to all the conflicting sensations, emotions, and thoughts that raced through my nervous system. The hand on my bottom squeezed firmly—not painfully, but very possessively, as if to make it completely clear to me that this awful, gorgeous executive considered himself entitled to treat me exactly as he pleased.

“Shh, sweetheart,” he murmured, his voice becoming less gravelly and more gentle, as if he meant to coax a timid animal into relaxing. “I know this is very difficult for you.”

I turned my head, but the sheer proximity of his handsome face made me turn back to look at the wood grain of the door. I felt Mr. Alden shift and stoop a bit, releasing my rear end from his grasp. Then I cried out in alarm as I felt his hand much lower, at the hem of my skirt, brushing up against my nylon-clad calves and starting to raise the fabric, sliding it up over my knees.

“No… please…” I said. “You… you can’t!”

I started to struggle, only realizing very belatedly that I hadn’t really tried to resist at all until that moment. A split second later I had a good idea why I hadn’t tried to get away before: the feeling of Mr. Alden’s right hand and left arm holding me in place drew a terribly ambiguous response from my mind and my body.

I twisted against his restraining grip, and he easily kept me in place, still raising my skirt slowly and steadily all the while.

“Oh, but I can,” he said, and then he had my skirt up above the tops of my stockings, and I knew he could see that I had indeed, foolishly, worn the red lingerie—the same tiny panties and garter belt he had, to my mortification, apparently seen in the stupid selfies I’d taken for an utterly undeserving man.

Undeserving, but not… not… horrid, like this Mr. Alden.

Horrid, but also… arrogant. Superior.

Dominant.

When that word popped into my mind, my body responded in two contrary but unfortunately also intertwined ways. First, I tried again to twist myself out of his grasp, because second, I felt between my uncovered thighs, inside my humiliatingly exposed lacy panties, a warmth I wanted to put a stop to at all costs. To my distress, the strength with which Mr. Alden kept me in place had the opposite effect. I bit my lip and whimpered as I felt his huge hand return to my bottom, which the narrow back of the red thong left almost entirely bare.

He held my little cheeks, and he squeezed them and fondled them, as if they belonged to him. I whimpered, a sound so embarrassing that my face blazed up like the surface of the sun as I heard it emerge from my throat.

“And not just because I’m a big, strong man, and you’re a lovely, small girl,” he continued.

“Wh-what?” I stammered. “What do you… do you…”

His hand, while I tried to force my question out of my throat, had begun to press its two middle fingers between my thighs, along the gusset of the naughty panties. To my abject horror, I felt my hips jerk and my backside push out, exactly as if I meant to welcome the hand’s attentions.

“You’re getting wet and you know it, Ingrid Vogel,” he said softly into my ear, as if telling me a terrible secret.

“Oh, God,” I sobbed. “No… no, I’m… I’m…”

The hand holding my bottom went away. My eyes went wide as I tried to understand, as I suspected… and then my suspicion came true: Mr. Alden’s palm came down hard on my rear end. The very first spank of my life. I cried out and pressed forward, trying to put my hands behind me to cover my backside and rub away the sharp sting.

“No!” he said, his voice rising. “Put your hands on the door, Ingrid. You lied just now, and you’re going to start to learn the kinds of consequences a secretary at Selecta receives when she’s naughty.”

I froze, my hands on my suddenly warm bottom cheeks. The words had far too many deeply troubling implications for me to sort out. Mr. Alden took a step back, releasing my chest. For a moment, wide-eyed, I thought he had decided to relent, to let me leave. I felt my brow crease hard at the dismaying complexity of my mind’s and my body’s response to that thought.

I shouldn’t have worried—if it represented a worry—though. An instant later I felt his enormous hands grab my wrists. He took my hands off my rear cheeks, separated them, raised them skillfully as I let out a terrified little noise. Afraid he might break my arms if I struggled, but sensing that he knew how to avoid hurting a woman he treated this way—that he had done this many times before, to many different young women—I let him put my hands in front of my face, palms up against the smooth, polished blond wood of the door.

He put my left hand atop my right, and he secured both of them there with his much bigger left hand. I sensed him turning his upper body, shifting his weight.

“Wait!” I said, somehow just becoming aware of what his right hand would do. “Wait!”

I tried to twist, to get my backside somehow out of range, but Mr. Alden brought his palm down directly on my bottom anyway. I twisted in the other direction, and got another spank, even harder. The pain started to compound, and my rear cheeks clenched and unclenched, trying to lessen it, not caring what it looked like to the man punishing me.

When his hand returned a third time, though, he didn’t deliver another spank. Instead he took hold of my bottom more forcefully than he had before, and the two fingers between my legs probed more insistently. To my horror I felt my privates melt with helpless arousal into my lacy panties.

Abruptly, he moved his left hand again, keeping his obscene hold on my rear end and my privates with his right. He gripped my shoulder, and he turned me back toward his desk.

“Put your hands on your head,” he ordered, his voice stern.

The conflict inside me raged so high that my body seemed, mortifyingly, to welcome the command. My hands, released from his grip, went automatically to the top of my head. A whimpering cry escaped my mouth as I felt how the posture raised my chest, how it seemed to make my body available to Mr. Alden.

His left hand moved to my hip, while his right propelled me forward, his fingers still rubbing lewdly at the place where the red lace covered my shamefully tingling clit. I let out another little cry, and I tried to move fast enough to get away from his possessive right hand.

Mr. Alden didn’t allow it; he slowed me with his hold on my hip and he gripped my bottom and privates more tightly. I shuddered. My hips jerked in that same humiliating way, sending a wave of fiery heat into my face. He marched me at his preferred pace, slow and steady, toward the desk. On top of it I saw the horrid thing he had indeed gotten out of the drawer: a wooden paddle with three air holes in it, lying menacingly on the leather upholstered desktop.

I gave a yelp of fear, and instead of trying to get away I found myself pushing back against him, not caring for a moment about his obscene grip on my nearly bare bottom and my scantily clad privates. Mr. Alden stopped pressing me forward, apparently satisfied with my position a few feet away from the desk. To my horror, the hand between my thighs became gentler in its fondling, and I suddenly cared very, very much about it. I let out a choked moan.

“You see the paddle, Ingrid,” his voice said in my ear, not loudly but with absolute authority. “This is your last chance to keep from feeling it on this gorgeous little ass this afternoon.”

“I…” I said, my voice so thick with fear, arousal, and shame that I could hardly recognize it. “I… I… don’t…”

The hand probed. I whimpered from deep in my throat as I felt Mr. Alden’s skillful fingers work their way inside the gusset of the thong. I felt them slip and slide with the humiliating abundance of my liquid need, running along the sensitive cleft of my private lips, to the hood of my clit, and back to the opening—the place I hadn’t had a man’s hardness in more than a year.

Jake had been my first and only sexual partner. We had had sex twice before I had broken up with him—once before the naughty selfies and once after, and neither time had felt the way I thought sex was supposed to feel.

To my dismay, I realized that this—the terrible things Mr. Alden had done to me, was doing to me—felt that way. Like the crawling, tingling sensation in my tummy when I saw something naughty in a video, or when stealing a glance at a couple in the park. My tummy… and further down, so that I had to fast forward or look away to keep myself from the temptation of putting my own hand down there.

The thought made me try to twist away. I took my hands off my head and used them for leverage, shifting around to my right. I felt like I almost evaded his grasp. Mr. Alden gave a little grunt, though, and grabbed me around the waist, his left hand on my right hip and his right hand squeezing my pussy so hard I let out a scream of mingled discomfort and terrible, helpless arousal.

He began to move me toward the desk again. I struggled, but it only seemed to make the problem worse.

The problem: the way I’m supposed to be a high-powered businesswoman. Not an executive, no… not yet—but on my way, someday, working my way up from a high school education in the cruel corporate world. A high-powered businesswoman in training. Interviewing for the job that should finally get her started on her way. ‘Opportunities for rapid advancement.’

With an executive’s hand between her legs. Being marched toward his desk, where there’s a paddle to punish her for not taking off her clothes when told to do so.

“I’m going to paddle you until you strip for me, Ingrid Vogel,” Mr. Alden growled. “Then I’m going to paddle you for disobedience. Then we’re going to fuck.”

He had me to the edge of the desk. His left hand came off my hip, but before I could react, I felt it on my back, pushing me, bending me over, toward the terrifying wooden paddle. Blond wood, like the door Mr. Alden had locked to make sure I stayed here for my ‘interview.’ Three holes that I knew—much to my embarrassment, in fact—the blade had to help it travel faster through the air and inflict more pain on a miscreant’s backside.

“Elbows on the desk, sweetheart,” he commanded. “If it helps, I’m only going to have you strip to your lingerie. I like to fuck girls in lacy underwear, and with this thong on I don’t even have to pull your panties down if I don’t want to, when I paddle you. You can save yourself the first part of your punishment by taking off your skirt and your blouse right now.”

His left hand pressed with more force, while his right worked me degradingly but skillfully between my thighs. My breath had begun to come in ragged pants, and I felt so lightheaded I wondered if I would faint.

I bent my head and I put my elbows on the desk. In my confused, fevered mind, I obeyed because I knew how shameful it was to get wet inside my panties, with a man’s hand there. To hear him say he meant to fuck me in my lingerie, and feel an ache in my vagina at the words.

“Good girl,” he said, and I watched him pick up the paddle.


CHAPTER 3
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Ingrid

I knew, deep down, what happened to naughty young women. Or I knew what used to happen to them. Knowing that—knowing that what Mr. Alden intended to do to me represented merely the fate a girl would, or should, have expected for her disobedience in the olden days—made my defiance flare up. I hated myself in that moment for thinking, insanely but also very deep down inside, that a willful young woman really should expect to be made to bend over with her skirt up over a man’s desk.

I took advantage of the momentary absence of Mr. Alden’s hands from my body. I stood up and darted to the right, toward the enormous window with its amazing view of the busy city and the vast lake beyond. I glanced over my shoulder to gauge Mr. Alden’s reaction, and saw him straightening up, the paddle still in his left hand and his right reaching inside his suit jacket. To my horror, he had a little smile on his face.

As I took a path toward the door that curved out so as to stay out of the awful, handsome man’s reach, I understood that the door of course remained locked. When I got there, I didn’t even try the handle; I turned around and put my back to the door, smoothing down my skirt, which had already half descended back into place as I made my futile attempt at escape.

I looked at Mr. Alden. He had put the paddle back down on his desk, and he had something small and shiny in his right hand. It looked a little like an alien weapon from a science fiction movie—the kind of device that seems tiny and innocent, but can kill a huge monster with space rays or something. He still stood right where he had the last time I had looked at him, but when our eyes met, he began to move slowly toward me.

“Help!” I yelled. “Help! Please!”

I didn’t know why I hadn’t thought of it before. What this… this asshole intended to do to me… it was illegal. I assumed that he must have a plan for shutting me up—I felt my heart skip a beat as my mind started to explore the scenarios that might involve—but he hadn’t done it yet, for some reason.

Selecta was a megacorp—a publicly traded company, though I had to admit I didn’t know exactly what that meant. Something about the stock market, but the kind of thing that only mattered to rich people, like everything about the stock market. I felt absolutely sure, though, that an executive at a publicly traded company would get in trouble for violating, like, all my civil rights. In a sexual way, no less.

He’d said some things about Selecta being… different, sure. I couldn’t remember precisely the words he’d used, but they had something to do with being old-fashioned. Well, old-fashioned had to mean, like, law-abiding, didn’t it?

“Everyone in the office,” Mr. Alden said as he walked slowly forward toward me, making me press my back—and my butt—even more firmly against the door, “knows that you’re going to get fucked in here, Ingrid. And now that they’ve heard you yelling for help, they’ve all got a very strong suspicion you’re going to get paddled first. Many of them—the other secretaries, that is—know from experience what a paddling from their boss feels like.”

He spoke in a very reasonable, even soothing voice. I blinked rapidly at him. He kept coming closer. I put up my hands in front of me, palms out, as if I could push him away.

“They know,” he continued, still moving forward and now holding the little shiny thing in his hand up a little, extending it slightly toward me, “that it hurts a great deal, but not as much as they feared before they experienced their first real discipline.”

My mouth hung open. My breath came raggedly in and out between my lips. Mr. Alden stopped about two feet away—just close enough to feel too close. Also, however, close enough that my body’s wayward, helpless, distressing response to his proximity began to take hold of my limbs, my nervous system, my muscles. I felt my knees tremble under me, and I tried to back up even further for the support of the solid wood.

“The… the police…” I tried, hearing the weakness in my voice. “This is… you’ll go to… to jail…”

His lips twitched, his smile widening a little, with a flicker of what must, I saw with a sinking heart, be amusement.

“Have you heard of the corporate laws, Ingrid?” he asked.

I blinked again. “Yes?”

Well, I had. Kind of?

“What do you know about them, sweetheart?” Mr. Alden asked, smiling more broadly, but with a stomach-churning air of arrogance and superiority, as if there was surely a great deal I didn’t know about the corporate laws.

“They… they let corporations…” I felt my cheeks blaze with heat, “um… do stuff.”

Function as little governments, I think they’d said, in my civics class. Which made so much sense, because they had gotten so big they had to be able to… to make their own laws, kind of.

My breathing sped way, way up. I tried to remember what my civics teacher had said about conflicts, between real laws and the corporate laws. How the company’s laws only applied to their employees.

“I’m not a Selecta employee!” I blurted out, my voice sounding absurdly triumphant given the terrible situation.

“That’s where you’re wrong, Ingrid. We hired you an hour ago. You’re under Selecta’s jurisdiction now.”

I shook my head. “I didn’t sign anything.”

“You don’t have to, sweetheart. That’s part of the corporate laws. It makes it easier for us to help people, by immediately giving them the steady work everyone needs in our difficult economic circumstances. Congratulations, Ingrid, you’re the new executive secretary for my unit. Now go back to the desk and bend over it. You have a paddling coming, before I break your tight little pussy in properly with my cock.”

I stared at him, my cheeks burning like a furnace. Bad language wasn’t a thing for me—in terms of using it, anyway. I just didn’t, and I didn’t like to hear it. I’d never known why it made me so uncomfortable. It seemed especially odd given that, as the awful Mr. Alden had apparently learned somehow, I had proven myself willing to take naughty pictures of myself in racy lingerie.

I just didn’t use swear words, though, and I didn’t like it when other people did. I never made a fuss about it—I considered myself reasonably strong-willed and very independent, but why try to get other people to stop saying the kind of obscenities that made me blush, rather than just avoiding those people?

I didn’t know why Mr. Alden suddenly talking about my private parts and his… his manhood had struck me so hard. I realized that before this last, most obscene statement he had casually mentioned—more than once—his plans to have sex with me. He had used the f-word as if it were just a regular verb. For some reason that hadn’t bothered me in the same way. Maybe my reaction had concerned itself entirely with trying to figure out what kind of joke he was trying to make, or what kind of test he intended to administer. Maybe he just hadn’t said it while standing so close to me, my back against the locked door and my hands held out in front of my chest to defend myself.

With him gazing directly into my face, though, the cornflower blue eyes in his gorgeous, masculine face narrowing a little as he gauged my response, I seemed to get the full effect of his filthy words. Break your tight little pussy in properly with my cock. My face had flooded with heat, and I let out a little sob as I realized that down between my thighs my body had decided to let me in on an extremely unwelcome secret. The reason I avoided bad language clearly lay in its potential to arouse me in ways I didn’t enjoy.

I felt my brow furrow deeply. I knew I had just tried—valiantly, I thought—to tell myself a bald-faced lie. I did enjoy it. I enjoyed it way, way too much. So much that the raging conflict between my mind and my body forced tears to spring, practically, from the corners of my eyes.

“Please,” I sobbed. “Please… I don’t want…”

“Shh, sweet Ingrid,” Mr. Alden said, his voice low and soothing, the kind of voice an animal trainer uses to calm a frightened creature who’s forgotten that her real purpose is to serve him. “Shh. You don’t want it now. But you most definitely need it now. And you’re going to get it. All of it.”

“Oh, God,” I whispered, as I felt myself clench down there and my hips jerk mortifyingly. My still-smarting bottom pressed so hard into the door that it rattled in its jamb.

“Here,” he said, holding the silvery thing up a little higher, almost level with my face, and reaching it out a few inches more, so that I could see it clearly in his beautifully manicured hand. It was three or four inches long, oblong, its surface as reflective as a mirror’s. It had a button, it looked like, where Mr. Alden’s thumb rested. “This will help.”

As I blinked, and before I could react, he pressed the thing gently against the side of my neck. I heard a click and I felt a kind of tingle travel through my whole body. It made me jump, but it didn’t hurt and in fact, rather to my dismay, it felt good, almost like a massage.

Mr. Alden pulled the device away, gazing into my eyes as he replaced it in his inside breast pocket. I felt my own eyes go wide as I realized that something had changed inside me—in my mind, or in my body, I couldn’t tell at first, and then I thought that maybe the change had happened in the connection between them somehow.

I tried to marshal my thoughts to give an exact name to what the little wand thing had done, but my brain seemed to go off onto a different track from the one I wanted it to travel.

“Ingrid,” Mr. Alden said in a calm, matter-of-fact voice. “Go over to the desk and bend over it, just like you were before, on your elbows. I’m going to paddle you now. You may not speak unless I give you explicit permission.” He stepped back, as if to let me follow his instructions.

I had something like a nanosecond of confusion, as the rational part of my mind tried to figure out why he would just repeat himself like that, when I had made it so very clear that I had no intention of obeying him without compulsion. Then, as if they belonged to someone else, my legs started to move.

My lips parted, but no sound came out; all I could seem to do was form the beginning of a wh word. My brain wouldn’t even tell me which wh word I meant to say. Somewhere I knew that I didn’t want to be walking toward Mr. Alden’s desk, that I didn’t want to bend over and rest my weight on my elbows… and yet I did those things.

“It’s called a compliance wand,” I heard him say from behind me. “The secret is that it can’t make you do anything you don’t, deep down, really want to do.”

I blinked. I turned my head over my shoulder to see him advancing slowly toward me. My tummy flipped, and an impulse to try again to flee formed in my mind. It went nowhere.

“Eyes forward, Ingrid,” Mr. Alden said, in the same easy but frighteningly authoritative tone. “You may not look me in the eye when I am disciplining you.”


CHAPTER 4
[image: ]


Joseph

I hadn’t wanted to use the compliance wand on Ingrid Vogel so soon. I had no doubt that the wand would represent an important part of her training, of course. Her psychosexual profile identified her as a nearly perfect candidate both for the position as my unit’s executive secretary and for the kind of erotic discipline that the device had brought to a new state of perfection. But my dominant instincts, shaped by millions of years of human evolution before technology got involved, urged me to do my utmost with older, more natural means.

The most recent directive from corporate about the compliance wand, however, left me with no choice, really: they wanted the training of new secretaries expedited, and they considered the wand the best solution.

The secretarial program has proven immensely popular and highly effective throughout the organization, the latest memo had read. The transition from the traditional work of data entry, calendaring, and correspondence allowed by the rapid growth of automation has become an opportunity for Selecta to grow our core business to an unexpected extent, with the help of a growing secretarial pool: young women who can assist in managing executives’ increased portfolios and at the same time provide a needed boost in morale via their submissive sexuality.

To that end, we expect new secretaries’ training to occur in as efficient a manner as possible. The recent update to the firmware of the compliance wand issued to senior executives last year has rendered it the most useful possible tool, and except in cases of unusual early demonstrations of obedience it should be employed not as a last resort but rather as soon as a new secretary has shown her reluctance to submit to the first stage of her sexual training.

I had already left it a little longer than I knew corporate would have liked. My own boss, CEO John Grappler, five floors above me, would almost certainly receive an email at the end of the week telling him that in onboarding Ingrid Vogel I had wasted several minutes in demanding her compliance the old-fashioned way. I knew my boss well, though, and I trusted him. If John called me on the carpet to answer the charge of inefficiency, I knew that my honest excuse—that I had simply been having too much fun giving Ingrid the dominant treatment she so badly needed—would get me off the hook with a sly wink from the CEO.

I surveyed her lovely little body for a moment before I reached for the paddle. The conservative skirt and blouse, the tight blonde ponytail slightly disheveled by her struggles against my restraining hands. Her shoulders trembled a little, suggesting the conflict I knew must have flared very high inside her; she wanted to turn her head to look at me, but my order prevented it, thanks to the wand’s hold on her limbic system.

As I watched, a deep shudder went through her. I didn’t have to see the readout from the fancy equipment I knew was already monitoring her, deep in the bowels of Selecta’s psycho-biometric data facility: Ingrid Vogel had started to discover how embarrassingly good it felt to have her control over her body taken away and given to an older man.

I reached my left hand down to the surface of the desk to get the paddle. Ingrid’s head shook a little. I knew her eyes had gone there, to watch; as long as she didn’t turn her head and didn’t look me in the eye, the wand’s effect would allow her to use her gaze as she pleased.

“I’m going to pull your skirt back up now, sweetheart,” I told her. “Now that you’re obeying me, we can get this first part over with quickly, and then we’ll get your clothes off.”
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Ingrid

The image of his hand, grasping the handle of the paddle and picking it up, lingered terrifyingly in my mind. I wanted to turn around and look at Mr. Alden, most of all, just so I could erase the picture of the horrible wooden blade with its oddly menacing holes. My body’s complete refusal to obey that impulse—the way my head trembled on my neck, preventing me from even shaking my head no—made me so lightheaded I felt sure I would faint within the next few seconds.

Part of me hoped I would, fantasized that when I woke up I would be in my bed in my tiny apartment. Another part of me, awoken against my will by Mr. Alden’s mystifying words about the suddenly terrifying silver thing he had touched to my skin, had a different idea. It didn’t want to lose consciousness at all. I squeezed my eyes shut and swallowed hard, trying desperately to push back, press down, that new voice in my head.

Was it really new, though? I chewed on my lower lip as I felt Mr. Alden’s right hand start to raise the hem of my skirt for the second time.

Yes, of course it’s new. He’s lying. That… that compliance wand thing… it makes a person do whatever he wants, obviously. It doesn’t have anything to do with what I want.

I felt his fingertips, grasping the woolen fabric, brush against the backs of my upper thighs. A deep shudder traveled through my whole body. The hem rose higher. The air moved against my naked bottom cheeks.

A sob of abject humiliation wrenched itself from my chest as I felt myself clench inside my panties, my back arching and my backside pushing out.

As if I want it. As if I’ve always wanted it. Oh, no… no….

“Please…” I whispered.

“You may not speak until I’ve finished punishing you, Ingrid,” Mr. Alden said, “except when I ask you a question. I think you’ll find that helpful, actually.”

I tried so hard to say but. My lips actually pursed themselves into the B shape. Air gathered in my mouth, ready to speak the word—the single word of protest, let alone any of the objections that I fully intended to follow it with.

No word came out of my mouth. When I understood that his command somehow had the force not just of law, as in, like, something being legal or illegal, but the force of natural law—like gravity—the dizzy, lightheaded feeling swept through me again.

I felt him rolling the skirt, tucking it up. My heart pounded in my chest and my forehead creased so hard it almost felt painful. My mouth kept trying to say but or maybe please. I could make a kind of whimpering hum in my throat, but I couldn’t utter an actual syllable.

His left hand pressed down on my back. I could feel the strength in his fingers through the thin fabric of my blouse, but I could also sense that he didn’t mean to press hard at all. He didn’t have to. The sensation of complete restraint only seemed more overwhelming with his almost soothing palm there, as if Mr. Alden intended to convey to me that way how powerful his authority over me would be even without physical force. To my horror, the mere touch of his hand brought another humiliating clench between my legs, inside my all-too-visible lacy red panties as I understood that he must have shifted the paddle from his left hand to his right.

Then he touched me with the wood, the end of the flat blade poking lightly between my thighs.

“Spread these, sweetheart,” his voice said from behind me. “A little more than shoulder width.”

The mortifying hum of stifled protest came from my throat again. My knees trembled as the independent part of me tried for a moment to resist, and then I felt my feet shuffle apart as if they belonged to someone else. A whimper through my nose got past the wand’s hold on me, and I understood with a hot blush that the noise didn’t represent protest or defiance, but rather some dark, shameful part of me accepting that I must show the gusset of my naughty underwear to the man who had undertaken to discipline me.

A moment went by. Mr. Alden’s hand on my back moved a little, rubbing gently. I had to bite my lip to keep a moan from pulling itself out of my chest.

“Are you wet, Ingrid Vogel?” he asked abruptly, his voice sharp and commanding.

I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood, but only for an instant because the answer ripped its way out of me in a sob.

“Yes! Oh… oh, G—” The wand’s power over me cut me off. I couldn’t speak unless my words would answer a question from Mr. Alden.

“You will call me sir from now on, Ingrid. Do you understand?”

“Oh… oh…” I tried to say God, but I couldn’t. It didn’t answer. “Yes, sir,” I gasped.

Then I felt his right hand thrust between my legs, with the paddle still in its grasp so that the flat wood came up against my backside, just where my bottom-cheeks met the tops of my thighs. I felt his fingers work their way inside the narrow fabric strip of the thong. I felt myself gush onto their probing strength. My hips jerked, my rear end pushing out as if I welcomed the awful man’s rough exploration.

“Oh, yes,” he said, his voice lower, a satisfied, arrogant tone making its way into his words. “This is a very wet pussy. Wet as a little slut’s pussy should be when she knows she’s going to get fucked soon.”

I moaned, long and low, as his fingers worked me. Pussy. It wasn’t the worst word I knew for that part of me, but I still never used the naughty word myself. Mr. Alden seemed able to establish his ownership of it simply by touching me there and calling it by that naughty name.

As if he could read my mind, and wanted to teach me a new lesson in degradation, he said, “Tell me what part of you is wet and ready for my cock, Ingrid. What is this place where I have my hand?”

“M-my… my privates,” I whispered.

He laughed. “I thought you’d say something like that. I think you should learn to call it your pussy or your cunt, like grownup men and women do.”

My face flooded with heat at the sound of the c-word. The worst word.

“Actually, I want you to call this part of you your cunt from now on. I know how hard that will be, but it’s a very important lesson in submission. Tell me, Ingrid. Where am I going to put my cock when I’m finished paddling you?”

My head shook violently, but only a millimeter in either direction: it didn’t say no, because—I understood to my mortification—I couldn’t say no even to this.

A keening whimper came through my nose as I tried to hold the words back. They came out, though, in a choked sob.

“My cunt, sir.” The wave of helpless need and burning shame that traveled through my whole body felt like nothing I’d ever experienced. Suddenly, confusingly, I did want him to paddle me. All of me wanted him to start my first old-fashioned punishment. I needed to learn what happened to a young woman who said the c-word… who got wet… who had her new boss’ hand between her thighs, fingers opening her wet little cunt, preparing the way for his huge, rigid cock.

Mr. Alden’s right hand pulled away, and the terrifying paddle with it. I felt his left hand push down just a little harder on my back, as if to warn me to ready myself for my stern lesson in obedience.

I heard a soft whoosh, I felt a puff of air, and I cried out even before the paddle struck, full across both cheeks of my bottom. The sound rang out like a shot, echoing in the corners of Mr. Alden’s big office. For a moment I thought I had made a fuss over very little; the swat didn’t seem to hurt much. Then the pain started to build, and I heard the second whoosh, felt the second puff, and heard the second smack of the wood on my rear end.

“Doesn’t feel as nice, does it, Ingrid Vogel?” Mr. Alden said, from what felt like a hundred miles above me. “Let’s make sure we cool that hot cunt down a little before I put my cock in it. That will teach you to be grateful to serve as an office fuck toy.”


CHAPTER 5
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Ingrid

He had asked a question. I had no choice but to answer.

Before I could form the words, though, the answer so obvious that it required no thought at all, he struck a third time.

“No, sir,” I wailed, my body shaking like a leaf with the conflicting signals racing through my limbs, my bottom clenching and unclenching in a vain attempt to lessen the fiery agony.

I sounded to myself so much like a naughty little girl who’s learned the consequences of her misdeeds that for a moment I seemed to lose track of where I was—who I was, even. Whoever I became in that moment though, wasn’t a little girl, or maybe not only a little girl.

I knew that because even with all the agony coursing through my nervous system, radiating out from my burning rear end, it brought a sudden surge of arousal down there. The idea of that young woman—me and not me—discovering the terrible difference between naughty pleasure and its old-fashioned just deserts… it made it even clearer to me how impossible a problem Mr. Alden’s compliance wand presented to me.

Then he made the problem much, much worse. I had bowed my head and closed my eyes, but when I heard something clatter just to the right of my clenched fists, I opened them to see that Mr. Alden had put his horrible paddle back on the desk. A millisecond later, it felt like, his big hand took hold of my bottom—all of it, it felt like—and squeezed, very gently.

The surge of need that seemed to burst outward from deep inside me put my mind and, more troublingly, my heart in utter turmoil. A flash of urgent, independent will spoke from some remaining rational part of my brain: Resist! Try to resist, at least.

Then hot shame blossomed in my face, scalding me to my scalp, because I couldn’t even generate the impulse to defy the soothing, much-too-pleasant movements of my new boss’ hand. Worse, I felt a throb of… of gratitude. I sobbed, and though I tried to pretend to myself that the sound came from anger and shame and frustration, I knew that I’d made it to stop myself from saying thank you, sir.

What the… the hell did the horrid wand thing do? What had it done to my body? To my mind?

I whimpered, sobbed again, because Mr. Alden had begun to move his hand in little circles, on my right cheek, then on my left. Each one seemed to get a little closer to the center, traveling gradually downward and inward. He touched a place that felt like the paddle had visited my cheek there with particular force and I cried out not in pain but with the urgent contraction of my wayward vagina.

My… my… I realized that although it seemed like the compliance wand hadn’t given Mr. Alden complete control over my actual thoughts, the control he had over my body seemed to affect the ideas in my head, as if at some deep level my muscles and my nerve endings could override conscious thought. So as soon as I had thought the word vagina, something deeper inside me even than my brain had commanded that I use a different word—the filthy word my new boss had told me I must use for my private parts.

My… I couldn’t keep it back, couldn’t stop myself from thinking it. My hot, wet cunt.

Oh, no. I moaned, because I had clenched again, there, just at the thought of its dirtiest name. My new boss had made my cunt spasm with need.

Only then did I realize that I had just called him my new boss in my head—had done it several times already without noticing.

I swallowed hard and squeezed my eyes firmly shut, willing it all to vanish into the dream—the bad dream, my reason declared, with all the authority it could muster—the scene had to be. Mr. Alden’s hand rubbed another pair of matched circles, so near to the gusset of my naughty panties that I cried out, my hips jerking as if to beg him for more.

“These panties are soaking, aren’t they, Ingrid Vogel?” he asked in a low, mocking voice.

I didn’t even actually know the answer, not for sure—and yet the sound of Mr. Alden’s voice, the very tone of his words, told me beyond any shadow of a doubt that he could see how wet I’d gotten the moment he put his hand on my rear end in place of the paddle.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes, sir. Oh…”

But I wasn’t allowed to speak unless he had asked me a question. I couldn’t even say please—even when I meant to beg him to command me, to degrade me further with his terribly skillful fingers.

“You need it very badly, don’t you, sweetheart?”

He put two fingers on the mesh that covered the burning nub where I felt neediest of all. He pressed lightly—much too lightly. I whimpered, arched my back, tried to push my private parts further out. The rational part of my brain tried to distract my body, keep it from answering, but the action of the wand took over. I told myself that the wand had taken over, anyway.

“Yes, sir,” I moaned.

“Well,” he said, “you’re going to get it very soon.”

His hands left me.

“Stand up and take off your blouse and your skirt. You’ve got a little more of your paddling to come before I fuck you.”

Automatically I straightened up. My hands went to the button at the neck of my silky white blouse. A frighteningly attractive idea rose unbidden in my brain, that the compliance wand had freed me from the mortification of having to strip of my own free will… because I wanted to show my new boss my naughty underwear… because I needed a fucking from an arrogant, dominant man whom I had to call sir as he enjoyed my helpless body.

“Turn around,” Mr. Alden commanded.

It felt like I had just stepped from his climate-controlled office into the broiling sun of a summer day. My whole body blushed. Again, though, as I obeyed, and saw that he had sat down in one of the armchairs at the other end of his vast office, I had the utterly unwelcome thought that really I should feel grateful that he had touched me with the wand. My brow creased hard and tears pricked at the corners of my eyes. I looked down at the rug. My fingers finished unbuttoning, and my hands traveled downward, to grasp the hem of the blouse, which had of course gotten completely untucked from the waistband of my skirt.

At least, having sat down across the room, Mr. Alden wasn’t as close to me.

“Come here,” he said casually, as if it represented an afterthought.

I swallowed hard. I wondered, with an idiotic little thrill of hope, whether the two impulses from his orders would somehow interfere with one another inside me, and I could just keep on standing there, caught between the old command to strip and the new one to go to him. Maybe, I thought, my body would even try to do both things at once, and I would trip and fall. Maybe I would break my ankle, and Mr. Alden would have to get help and I would get away.

Apparently the action of the wand on my nervous system didn’t have any trouble with that kind of negotiation, though. The latest command overrode the earlier one: with my hands crossed in front of my tummy and my trembling fingers grasping the blouse’s hem, I walked toward him, waves of mortified heat washing through me with every step.

I walked slowly, not from the overpowering reluctance I had in my head—I wished it were overpowering, anyway. The measured pace of my feet, I sensed in the ideas that seemed to bubble up from the dark, shameful part of me, came from not knowing how close my boss wanted me to get, and fear of being punished if I overstepped.

“Look at me,” he said, his tone sharpening again, as if he wanted to ensure I understood that he had no intention of losing the pleasure he clearly took in my abject degradation.

My feet stopped. I raised my eyes. Mr. Alden gazed back at me. He had his arms spread, one elbow resting on each of the armrests of the big leather chair. With his right hand he pointed to a spot on the thick red carpet, two feet or so in front of his knees.

My involuntary reaction told me that the bearer of the horrid compliance wand didn’t need to use words. My feet went of their own accord, picking up the pace a little now that I knew precisely where my boss had decided I should stand, to take off my clothes for him.

I arrived there all too soon, still looking at Mr. Alden’s impossibly handsome face and wondering how it could lack any sign of cruelty or malice given what he had done to me, and planned to do to me. I wanted to look away, out the window or even down at his knees, clad in his elegant charcoal gray suit pants. I couldn’t. It made me feel so lightheaded I wondered if I would simply pass out, but I had not the slightest ability to turn my eyes to anything else. My new boss’ blue gaze, seemingly lit up and made bluer by his golden, slightly curly hair, held me transfixed.

He leaned forward, putting his hands on his knees. My heart jumped and my knees quaked under me. Somehow I understood, though it seemed shameful and terrifying to me that I could apparently read his mind in some way, that the change in posture represented a command to go on with my most important task.

The one I refused to do. The one that I’m going to get paddled again for defying.

Take off your clothes.

With a little sob I pulled my blouse up over my face. I had a wild little hope, just as stupid as all the others I’d had about the operation of the compliance wand, that when the fabric broke the eye contact between me and Mr. Alden the compulsion to obey his every whim would vanish too.

Instead, when the whiteness interrupted my view of him, the dark heat inside me demanded that I rip the blouse off my face immediately, so that I could continue to obey him. I felt terribly uneasy in that moment, suddenly sure that he would paddle me harder and longer for having blocked his view of my features and my ability to meet his eyes the way he had ordered.

I pulled it off, and the unease gave way to a new surge of heat to my face and, worse, down below, inside my panties. Mr. Alden’s face had such an intent, evaluating expression on it that I felt like a butterfly pinned to a sheet of cardboard as I let the blouse fall to the floor. His eyes traveled downward. I bit my lip and I had to stifle a sob at the sheer frankness of his inspection of my little breasts in my naughty, lacy bra.

My arms twitched with the automatic impulse that came from my habitual modesty: I wanted desperately to cover my chest with my hands. They stayed at my sides, trembling.

“Put your hands under those sweet little tits,” Mr. Alden said. “Offer them to me.”

My chin shook with the vain effort to shake my head no. I couldn’t do that. I just couldn’t.

My hands rose, slowly, jerking in the air like wind-blown leaves. I felt them touch the bottoms of my breasts, the slightly scratchy sensation of the pretty lace against my fingers. I gave a little sob at the naughty feeling, the little tremor of need it sent radiating out from my nipples that went along with the heat that came from the simple idea of submitting in that humiliating way.

“Good girl,” my new boss said, his eyes flicking up to mine and then down again to have another look at my almost-naked chest. “Take them out of the bra. I want to see your nipples.”


CHAPTER 6
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Ingrid

I blinked at him. My lips parted slightly; for a moment I thought the sheer extent of the humiliation involved might let me object—refuse, even. Then my fingers started to move. I looked down, feeling a twinge of surprise that I could take my eyes from Mr. Alden’s face.

An instant later it made sense—to my paradoxical dismay, because I didn’t want it to make sense. If it made sense, after all, that meant I actually, deep down had a desperate need to submit. But against my wishes I understood, even though I didn’t want to: watching my hands represented, in my mind, an essential part of the degrading action the man in charge of me had commanded. I got it without him even telling me; he would of course want me to see how helpless I was to disobey him.

Much worse, I knew that he intended me to grasp the terrible truth of the compliance wand’s effect. I bit my lip as my hands curved, fingers moving obediently, not to cover my breasts modestly but instead to take hold of the lacy edges of my bra’s cups and start to tug them to the side. Deep down I wanted to show my new boss how pretty my little breasts were, and…

And how slutty I really am, on the inside. How I like to show my tits to men. How stiff my tiny nipples get when I think of a dominant man using my body for his pleasure.

Then my eyes traveled back to Mr. Alden’s face, because I had to see. I needed to know if he liked what he saw. If he thought my little body looked like the kind of body he enjoyed fucking.

He had his eyes fixed on my chest, his look intent and a slight smile on his lips. I felt my forehead crease hard as my fingers worked their way inside the lace, cupped the little peaches, and pulled them free of the lace.

“Those nipples are adorable,” Mr. Alden commented, raising his eyes to gaze into mine again. “Pinch them. Nice and hard.”

My eyes went wide and my mouth opened again, in a way that had started to become all too familiar. It seemed that the wand’s operation gave me the chance to react with the embarrassment, and the denial I would have felt and expressed if Mr. Alden hadn’t taken away the capacity. I couldn’t do anything about it, though. As I stared at him, my cheeks burning, I felt my fingers do as he had commanded.

My shoulders jerked back, my back arching at the sudden discomfort. With a sob, though, an instant later, I felt a wave of arousal travel through my whole body, shooting outward from the little buds I had just squeezed so cruelly. My hips gave a mortifying little thrust as I clenched, down there, as much at the sheer degradation of being made to do something so lewd in front of a fully dressed man as at the physiological effect of my fingers’ pressure.

“Now,” he told me, “go ahead and take off your skirt. Leave your tits out.”

My face crumpled into a theatrical pout of protest. My hands went to the button on the waistband of the skirt. I realized with a thrill of shame that I hadn’t even tried to resist his order, even in my head. It wouldn’t have worked, I knew, but it would have at least shown that if Mr. Alden hadn’t used the horrible device on me, I would have been able to defy him.

But as my fingers fumbled at the button, a very different voice started to whisper in my head.

You know you want it. Let it happen. He’s made it so easy for you… and he’s so handsome… and you need this job.

I felt my tongue emerge from my mouth a little, and I realized that I was licking my lips as I unfastened the waistband of my skirt. A new wave of heat came into my face.

I don’t want it, the rational part of my brain tried. I don’t want to have my bottom paddled! I don’t want to… to do that with him.

But it wasn’t about me doing anything, was it? It all had to do with what my new boss wanted to do with me… with my body… to my body. Even if he told me to… to do things, I wouldn’t really have to do them in the sense of intending them. Even if he made me… I swallowed hard, trembling fingertips finally getting purchase on the button. Terrible images rose into my mind’s eye, of the shameful things Mr. Alden could command.

Me, on my knees in front of him, with his yet-unseen manhood filling my innocent mouth.

Me, bent over in front of him, reaching my hands backward to demonstrate my submission and expose myself utterly, for his eyes, his fingers, his huge, hard… thing.

Heat surged anew into my face. The pictures came from my own mind; I knew without any doubt that the compliance wand hadn’t put them there. I had taken those selfies, in the naughty underwear I had for some insane reason decided to wear today.

I felt my hands tugging my skirt down over my slim hips. Mr. Alden’s eyes roamed up and down my body, then focused low; he wanted to see my panties, more than he wanted to see any other part of me. He clearly thought I had a pretty face, a cute body, but right now he had an interest only in what lay between my thighs… the cunt he meant to fuck.

I swallowed hard, realizing I had just obeyed him inside my head from some sort of simple, lewd instinct. He had told me to call my private part a cunt, and even in my mind the terrible word seemed the only appropriate one. A slut like me didn’t have a private part or even a pussy—what she had between her legs wasn’t private where her new boss was concerned, and it didn’t behave like a sweet, furry little creature.

I had a cunt, and Mr. Alden intended to fuck me there. My nearly virgin cunt felt like an aching, needy void, not an insignificant ‘part’ or an adorable kitten. My skirt dropped around my feet and I stepped out of it, on my low but very pretty and even kind of sexy—I thought—black pumps. My knees shook, and my hands balled into little fists as I watched my handsome, arrogant boss’ expression, wanting to look away but forbidden by the effect of his horrid wand.

His mouth quirked up at the left side, into a smile that made my tummy lurch.

“You really need to wax, if you want to wear those panties properly, Ingrid,” he said, raising his eyes to look into mine.

I made a noise in my throat that sounded more like a gurgle than anything expressive, let alone a word of protest.

“We provide fully subsidized aesthetician visits as a basic benefit for our secretaries. You should talk to Cathy at the reception desk on your way out: she’ll schedule a Brazilian for you, for tomorrow. The next time I fuck you, your cunt will be smooth, or I’ll have to paddle you again.”

My mouth hung open, and my breath went in and out in little pants. On one level I couldn’t even believe Mr. Alden had said the words I had heard so very clearly. On another level, to my even greater distress, I remembered that I had thought the same shameful thing when I had looked at the selfies I had taken, in this naughty red lingerie, for my undeserving boyfriend.

At least he would never have said… that… about being smooth, down there. About waxing. Let alone ordered me to bare myself.

My brow creased hard. The hot, dark place that the compliance wand had seemingly discovered deep inside me refused to look at it that way. Instead, it showed me, in my imagination, the selfie I’d taken where I could see the golden curls escaping from the sides of the thong’s narrow front panel. I remembered despite myself how I had wondered whether I might ever have the courage to shave myself there—let alone to ask someone else, a complete stranger, put hot wax down there and then pull out the hair.

If Jake had been the kind of guy who gave commands, the voice from the hot, dark place whispered, I would have bared myself for him.

I shuddered violently, all over. I swallowed hard.

“Say, yes, sir, when I give you an order,” my new boss said, his eyes narrowing a little as if to make sure he caught every detail of my humiliation.

“Oh, God,” I said hoarsely, wondering immediately how those words had managed to escape, and then instantly grasping the answer—because I knew, deep down, that it would please Mr. Alden to hear me appeal to a higher power in vain. I could sense how much he was enjoying degrading me; I knew somehow with absolute certainty that it made his unseen cock hard to treat me like a plaything and hear my helpless acknowledgment of the effect it had on me.

“Oh, God,” I whispered, because suddenly I felt compelled to please him that way again, as if in confirmation that he had indeed humiliated me with terrible thoroughness. “Yes, sir.”

“Go fetch the paddle for me, sweetheart,” he told me, his tone so casual that for a moment I didn’t understand what it meant. Paddle, my brain tried to tell me, must mean something like coffee or maybe folder. I blinked at him, and then my heart jumped with fear as I processed his words fully.

The wand’s operation inside me let me give Mr. Alden a pleading look, my cheeks reddening anew. Then I turned, my body obeying the command, and I faced his desk, across the room. I swallowed as I realized that he would watch me walk over there, my bare, already pink bottom-cheeks moving suggestively and provocatively, as if challenging him to punish me harshly for the sluttiness that had urged me to wear lacy lingerie to a job interview.

Obviously, he had intended that. Obviously, he wanted to watch the slutty new secretary go get the paddle he would use to correct her faults with her rear end on full, lewd display. Surely it would inspire him to discipline me all the more thoroughly, so as to deliver as stern a lesson as possible in modesty and propriety.

The walk to the desk felt like a hundred miles. The war raging inside me seemed to slow my footsteps to a crawl. Part of me wanted to get it over with, and run toward the paddle. Part of me wanted to put off the horrible ordeal as long as possible. Part of me—the part that won, because of the wand and because of the hot, dark place it had revealed—wanted to give Mr. Alden the best possible view of his slutty secretary walking to fetch the instrument of her painful correction.

My legs quivered. Each step seemed to take a minute. I tried looking at my hands, to keep myself from looking at the horrible wooden thing on the desk. My eyes wouldn’t obey my reason; something in me knew that Mr. Alden wanted me to keep looking at the paddle, because it would make my shame and my fear greater.

I arrived at the desk. I could look at my hand then, because it had started automatically to reach for the paddle. I watched my trembling fingers descend. When they touched the smooth, lacquered surface of the handle, something like an electric shock went through my frame. I had to bite my lip to keep from whimpering.

“Bring it here, Ingrid,” I heard my new boss say from behind me, his voice sounding just a bit impatient. “It’s time to finish your punishment.”


CHAPTER 7
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Joseph

Ingrid turned around. As sexy as I had found her reluctant walk to the desk, the sight of her blushing face as she looked down at the paddle in her hands sent an even stronger jolt to my dominant instincts. My cock leapt against my thigh when she raised her eyes to mine, still clearly under the influence of the command to look at me.

She started back toward me, and I stood up, extending my open right hand to receive the corporate-issued correctional implement. The expression on Ingrid’s lovely face aroused me even more than her lingerie or her nakedness. Her wide, practically glowing blue eyes and her pink cheeks told transparently of the turmoil inside her as she began to process how helplessly her submissive sexuality responded to old-fashioned discipline.

One of the most marvelous things I had learned about the compliance wand, as I onboarded previous hires in the secretarial program, lay in how its operation affected a girl’s innocence. I had never seen a young woman respond as strongly to this element of the effect, though.

In general, a girl under the influence of the device got to experience the satisfaction of her submissive needs without feeling crippling shame that might threaten her ability to develop into a fulfilled, mature woman. Before the arrival of the compliance wand, in fact, the range of young women Selecta had to recruit from had been a great deal narrower. Only a relatively small percentage of submissives had the psychological makeup suited for the company’s available techniques for awakening them to their need for sexual discipline and service.

Without the wand, a girl like Ingrid Vogel wouldn’t have represented a viable candidate for a secretarial role at Selecta. She might well have retreated into an unsatisfying vanilla sex life after the humiliation of taking those naughty selfies for her worthless boyfriend.

With the wand, she could feel that her innocence and her modesty still belonged to her, even as she brought me the paddle that she knew I would spank her with before I fucked her right here in my office—even, more important, as she began to understand how deeply she enjoyed it and needed it.

She had her lower lip between her teeth, and she worried it gently and from my viewpoint very seductively as she walked slowly toward me. I felt like I could even read on her features—in the mobility of her forehead, in her little blinks, above all in the coming and going of color in her cheeks—how the battle inside her head was going. She wanted to get her paddling over with, but the idea that to get it over with meant that she would be fucked all the sooner troubled her—but that distress came not from her real reluctance to submit to her new boss sexually but from the sheer urgency of the need between her thighs.

I wondered if I could even see, in the hard, visible way she swallowed as she extended the paddle gingerly toward me, that she couldn’t stop thinking of her sweet young pussy as her cunt, since I had told her to think of it that way. The wand had varying degrees of effect, depending on the girl: I had never seen its operation take hold as strongly as it clearly had with Ingrid Vogel.

I’d heard that anecdotal evidence suggested that chemistry—something that most of Selecta’s scientists didn’t believe in—could heighten the action of the compliance wand. A little glow of affection lit up in my chest, very unexpectedly, as I wondered whether that could be the case with Ingrid.

I took the paddle from her hand. She shuddered as my fingers brushed hers, and her hand remained outstretched, as if awaiting my further orders. I had no intention of making her wait any longer.

“Turn around and touch your toes,” I told her. “Feet shoulder width apart.”
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Ingrid

I gave Mr. Alden a beseeching look. The terrible indignity of the position he had commanded struck me as a punishment above and beyond the paddle itself. The expression on his face made my heart jump—and it told me that the wand’s effect didn’t rely on words alone from the man who used it. I could feel it, almost literally, how the set of my new boss’ brow made me start to turn and start to bend.

I tried, as my body helplessly obeyed the humiliating command, to make it seem graceful in some small way. I didn’t know why, but it seemed important to me in the moment that I display myself to Mr. Alden attractively. Insanity, but it felt like he might punish me for not doing my best to present myself for the paddle in a ladylike manner. He obviously wanted to get as much enjoyment as possible out of disciplining me and so, the hot, dark part of my mind said, the bare backside I offered to him, framed by my red garter belt and white stockings, should look pretty.

I could feel, though, just how ungainly I must appear as I bent my knees and stretched my arms, feeling the tension in my back and my thighs. I lowered my head for a moment and got a slightly dizzying view between my knees, of Mr. Alden’s trousered legs, the contrast with my nakedness making my heart beat faster with embarrassment. I lifted my chin to avoid looking at him and stared across the carpet toward his desk, waves of hot blood surging into my face with every heartbeat.

At least he let me keep the thong on, I thought. He can’t see everything. I watched my hands curl into fists and then open again, so that I could obey his instructions fully and literally touch my toes.

“I think I’ll take those panties down after all, sweetheart,” he said.

I let out a whimper, and then it grew into a sob as I felt his hands on my hips, stretching the waistband of the tiny garment. He started to pull it down, a dismayingly unique feeling underneath the suspenders that ran from the garter belt to my nylons. The thong remained stretched and taut around my thighs as Mr. Alden lowered it all the way to the tops of my stockings.

“When you wear a garter belt, from now on,” he told me as if it were the most natural thing in the world for an executive to give his secretary this sort of command, “you’ll wear your panties over the suspenders to make it easier for me to take them down—if I give you permission to wear panties at all. It’s important that I have access to your ass and your cunt whenever I want it.”

But… The word rose into my throat. But you can’t say that. But that’s… horrible… shameful… and I won’t…

Mr. Alden hadn’t asked me a question, though. I couldn’t say any of it, and my tummy flipped as I remembered to my horror once again what he had told me about the operation of the wand. If he had told me the truth, the real reason I couldn’t object to his instructions about my future conduct with respect to my underwear lay in my own dark needs.

I bit my lip at the terrible realization, and I closed my eyes, wanting to find some way of escape into somewhere, anywhere else. I realized too late the effect it would have on my balance, and by the time I opened my eyes I had already started to topple over.

Mr. Alden’s left hand took hold of my hip and kept me upright. I started to straighten up a little, in order to regain my balance. Then I felt the puff of air that I had already become much too familiar with, the one a wooden blade generated, even one with three sizable holes in it, as it approached a girl’s bottom at high speed.

I let out a little cry, and my body seemed to try to do a hundred things at once, each of them poised between the effect of the compliance wand and the overwhelming terror and shame of the degrading punishment. My hands tried to travel back to cover my bottom and all the secrets my boss had exposed to his view when he lowered my panties. My back tried to straighten up, as if maybe I could attempt to run away. My legs tried to twist around, as if in hope that I could make Mr. Alden miss with the awful paddle.

None of it worked, because he had told me, with his words and with his face and now with that steadying, restraining hand on my hip, that I must touch my toes so that he could deliver the terrible lesson he meant to deliver.

I heard the gunshot report of the paddle on my bottom, and I felt the impact just as pressure, full across both my little cheeks. He struck so hard that I could even feel it, just as a touch, on the tender cleft of my private part’s outer lips.

I gasped, and then I cried out, as the pain started, then built into agony, and then I sensed Mr. Alden’s weight shifting and I felt the puff again, just a little lower.

I screamed at the burning fire in my backside as the second swat echoed in the corners of the huge office and the pain just got worse. He clearly didn’t want to give my backside time to recover; he meant to punish me, to make certain I understood what I should and shouldn’t do, to teach me proper office behavior. I would learn, today.

The next time he told me to take off my clothes I would do so without hesitation, even without the help of his horrid wand. If my boss had told me I wasn’t permitted panties that day, it wouldn’t make the slightest difference; I would step out of my skirt and display my smooth, hairless cunt to him, waxed for his greater enjoyment in making me show it to him.

I screamed at all of it: the burning pain in my bottom and upper thighs, the terrible conflict in my mind and heart, the unwelcome but somehow reassuring hand on my hip that kept me in place for my first correction by my dominant new boss.

The shift and the puff and the crack of the blade against my backside came a third time, a fourth. I screamed, and I knew for certain everyone in the office could hear that the new secretary was being punished. Cathy at the reception desk could hear, of course; she knew that the new girl would emerge from Mr. Alden’s office wincing as she walked, thoroughly paddled and thoroughly fucked, and stop at her workstation to set up an appointment for her first Brazilian wax.

The fifth swat struck where the first one had. Without my boss’ strong hand holding me up, I would have fallen straight to the floor simply from the violent tremors the pain sent shooting through my limbs. My bottom-cheeks clenched, my hips jerked, all without seeming to take away the slightest bit of the flaming agony.

“One more, sweetheart,” Mr. Alden said. For a moment I thought he would pause, to give me time to reflect. I welcomed it despite the mortification of the idea, just because it seemed to offer a tiny respite from the pain. But the sixth swat arrived in the same cadence as the other five, and seemed to turn every nerve ending in my lower body into a fiery torment.

“On your knees, Ingrid,” his voice said as his hand enforced the order. “Face down, ass up. I’m going to fuck you now.”

“Oh… oh… oh…” seemed to represent the only sounds I could make with my mouth as my limbs automatically assumed the posture into which he guided me. He pushed down on the back of my head with his left hand and then he took hold of my backside with the other and raised it. The hand on my head moved to my back, pressing to make me arch there and, to my utter mortification, to tilt my bottom and my private part upward.

“Get used to this position, sweetheart,” Mr. Alden told me. “You’re going to spend a lot of time in it.”


CHAPTER 8
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Ingrid

I let out a deep, wrenching sob. Some remaining reasonable voice in my brain kept repeating, I don’t understand… I don’t understand…

Deep down, though, I knew it was a lie. I did understand. Mr. Alden’s right hand on my bottom, his fingers pressing between my thighs, the burning of my poor little rear end… all of them forced me to understand against my will, because they all made me long for a man’s hardness inside me as I never had before.

Jake… I felt like I couldn’t even think of him as an ex-boyfriend anymore, because in my mind a boyfriend was supposed to…

What? Do this? Degrade me… punish me… use me…?

Another sob pulled itself from my chest.

Yes. And the horrible compliance wand had made it possible for Mr. Alden to show me the truth of that part of my imagination, my needs.

Mr. Alden… Mr. Joseph Alden…

I blinked as I stared down at the carpet, humiliatingly only a millimeter from my nose, so close that I caught the not-unpleasant scent of a particular foaming cleanser my family had used in our house growing up. I hadn’t even realized that I had registered his first name. It must have appeared somewhere in the email telling me Selecta had chosen me for an interview.

Joseph.

His fingers, between my legs, probed casually into the entrance of my vagina. Casually, it felt like because he made no fuss about it; Joseph Alden simply exercised the right he obviously felt he had to put his fingers into the private part of a girl like me. Casually, frankly, boldly… arrogantly, dominantly… all of those things that made me whimper toward the carpet as I felt him discover just how much wetness a slutty young secretary like me could produce, when made to yield to his authority.

The tips of them, those knowing fingers, pressed in further, deeper into the place where I had only had a penis twice, and a man’s fingers only a few times more than that.

Never fingers like these, though, the hot, dark voice said. Even my own… my hesitant, embarrassed fingers, those very few times I had dared to do some naughty exploration… they didn’t feel like this.

Another sob, and my body tried to rebel. I managed to push up on my elbows, against the restraint of Mr. Alden’s left hand, about six inches. A thrill of surprise went through me as I understood that I had disobeyed a command, and then—to my horror—another emotion came right behind: worry and anxiety. Shouldn’t the wand’s effect keep me in place?

My new boss’ hand on my back had no difficulty doing it anyway, though; he pressed me back down, and the surge of arousal that shot outward from my clit, making me clench around his thrusting fingers, told me that my body hadn’t somehow changed its mind.

“No, sweetheart,” Mr. Alden murmured. “Stay there. The compliance wand is wearing off a little, right on schedule. You’re going to have to consent to your fucking without its help. This is a very important moment for you.”

“Oh,” I said, moving my jaw, then my lips, as if rediscovering them. “Oh… I…”

The fingers in my private part, covered in the slick proof of my helpless need for a rigid penis, withdrew and spread my natural lubrication forward, to make his touch on my clit so lewdly pleasurable that I cried out, bucking, trying again to rise only to find that Mr. Alden’s grip held me securely in place.

“Shh, Ingrid. Shh. I know how hard this is going to be. I’ll make it as easy as I can.”

Abruptly his hands were gone. I sensed, rather than saw, that he had stood up. As I attempted to process what had happened, wondering whether I could, or should, try to stand up… try to run to the locked door or pound on the plate glass of the window, I heard a jingling that could only represent the sound of Mr. Alden unbuckling his belt.

“You probably have the physical ability to disobey me now, Ingrid,” he said. “But you really shouldn’t think so much of that.”

I heard a sort of clicking sound. His zipper. My heart jumped, and I swallowed hard.

“After all, I have the ability and the authority to paddle you as long as I want, and then send you home unemployed. Unfucked, perhaps, also—but definitely without a job.”

Then his hand returned to my body, atop my back, pressing firmly but without real force, as if to remind me to hold my degrading posture, flaming bottom up and face down. To my momentary confusion I felt fabric rustle against my flanks, and then I realized Mr. Alden had lowered himself into a sort of crouch, straddling me.

The picture of it rose, hot and red, in my mind’s eye: the literal domination of the tall older man, fully clothed but for the lewdest, most arrogant part of his body, stooping like a beast of prey to ravage the prostrate girl he had stripped to her slutty lingerie and then punished until her rear end glowed like a sunrise.

I had no choice. That was the important thing. Not the way his masterful hands had turned me into a quivering, aching creature in danger of begging her boss to fuck her needy cunt until she couldn’t walk comfortably for a week. The wand didn’t matter—it just sort of symbolized Joseph Alden’s actual power over me, didn’t it?

I clenched hard as I felt something new, not a fingertip but something broader and slightly more yielding, rubbing up and down, along the whole length of my private cleft, inside the delicate, sensitive petals there, up to the tingling nub that made my hips jerk backwards.

Hardness. Joseph Alden’s hardness. His manhood. His…

His cock. His huge, rigid cock. The thing he’s going to put inside you because he likes to fuck. He likes to fuck slutty, submissive young women with his long, thick penis.

The idea that I hadn’t seen it, or touched it… that I didn’t even get to see the cock that my boss would thrust into my desperately aching cunt… roiled inside me. I had a flash of memory, about Jake—the way I had blushed the first time I had stolen a look at his rigid manhood, the way I had stroked it so hesitantly and felt so naughty doing it. I should have thanked Mr. Alden, a prudish voice tried to say in my mind, for not making me touch his thing, or see it.

But to have my face lowered to the carpet, with his big, restraining hand on my back to keep it there—it felt as if I hadn’t yet earned the privilege of seeing or touching his manhood. Mr. Alden would decide when I would become more intimate and knowledgeable about the private parts of his body, and how he would make me serve him.

Just as he had decided when he would touch my bottom, paddle me, press his fingers into me. How he would command that my private parts be bared for him. How he would lodge the head of the rigid shaft inside the entrance to the hot, wet sheath he had gotten ready for his use.

“Oh, this little cunt is going to be so nice and tight,” he said, his voice a little hoarse with what I knew must be the pleasure my private part gave to his manhood. My cheeks blazed with heat. “We’re going to have a lot of fun together, Ingrid Vogel.”

I bit my lip hard, but the sob of pleasure mixed with abject shame came out of my chest nevertheless. We… How could he say it that way? How could this be anything like fun for me?

I felt him move the tip of his cock out just a little. My hips jerked backwards uncontrollably and I whimpered as my vagina tried despite my mortification to impale me on my boss’ rigid penis. He pushed it in again, just a little further this time, and the noise that came from my throat seemed the mirror image of the last one: a soft cry of gratitude for Mr. Alden’s mercy.

Fun? Could that word have anything to do with this feeling? It seemed so much greater, so much more essential. And how could it be ‘fun’ for me to learn how desperately I needed to yield myself to my boss’ every humiliating whim? To know that I would have to be bare, down there, from now on, because he liked a girl’s cunt to be smooth for him? To know that from now on I would serve as Mr. Alden’s submissive fuck toy, to be used, panties down, however and whenever he wanted to have ‘fun’ with my helpless body?

And yet as I felt his hands move to encircle my waist over the naughty garter belt, and I understood that he intended to keep my private part just where he liked it, for thrusting in at full length, I felt a little glimmer of an unexpected, even shocking joy. It hardly seemed possible, but a splinter of me, somewhere in the far distance, could see what Mr. Alden meant about fun: it… well, it seemed kind of like a game, almost.

I felt my eyes go wide at the thought… and then even wider because the huge, stiff shaft of my new boss’ erection thrust hard into my needy vagina. I tried to rise, even to get away, because the pleasure crashed through my body so violently that it felt like pain, too—like Mr. Alden fucking me actually represented the culmination of my punishment rather than a reward for accepting it, or even a simple sequel to it, decreed by him because he had gotten aroused in paddling me, and had the right to satisfy his lust in his new secretary’s cunt.

He kept me in the posture he wanted, moving his right hand to the small of my back, atop my bra strap, to forbid me from straightening more than a centimeter. He entered me at full length, until I felt his muscular lap come up against my paddled bottom cheeks. Then he held himself inside me, filling me—possessing me.

Desperately, shamefully, I tried to move on his hardness. His grip on my waist prevented me from finding more than a tiny bit of the friction I craved. I sobbed in frustration and humiliation. I tried again, and Mr. Alden held me even more tightly.

“Shh, sweetheart,” he murmured. “I’ll decide.”

His hand stroked my back, taming me… soothing me. The primal nature of what he had done, crouching over me to ravish me in my slutty lingerie, like an animal in harness, sent a wave of heat surging through my body. I felt my vagina contract around his huge cock and I cried out as again the pleasure seemed so intense it became almost painful.

“Shh. You need a good, hard fucking, don’t you?”

Something in the tone of his voice brought back to my mind the strange idea I had found a moment ago, before all thought had flown away with the deep thrust of his hardness into me. A game… a joyful game. One we play together.

I bit my lip. I hadn’t responded to his question, had I? The wand’s effect had gone away, and yet here I was, even more naked than I would have felt without the lacy red underwear, obedient under the hands and the manhood of my new boss. A game?

“Oh, God…” I moaned. “Oh… sir…”

The word had come out on its own, without the compulsion from the wand.

“Answer me,” Mr. Alden commanded. “Do you need a good, hard fucking, you little slut?”

I could hear it, somehow, in his voice. He meant it—he meant the degradation and he meant the dominance—and yet he still wanted me to have fun, too.

“Yes, sir,” I sobbed.


CHAPTER 9
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Ingrid

His left hand tightened on my waist. The garter belt dug into my hip a little, reminding me how naughty a girl I had decided to be when I had put on the lacy red lingerie that morning. I felt him start to fuck me, to enjoy me, to give me what I needed. The warm, stiff length of him receded and then slammed back into my vagina so forcefully that I could feel how firmly his hands held me, ensuring that the cunt he meant to use stayed exactly where he wanted it.

His upper thighs and his hips slapped against my bottom like a reminder of my paddling. The sensation inside my womb and the yawning need for more of it, all of it, seemed to dwarf the lingering soreness from the paddle. The warmth in my backside, though, reinforced the pleasure—and at the same time the memory of how I had gotten punished for disobedience… how I had been made to take off my clothes anyway… how I had ended up with my face in the carpet and my new boss’ rigid penis in my needy vagina… it came together to make me feel faint with lust.

I kept trying to move my hips, instinctively attempting to match Mr. Alden’s hard, rapid thrusting into me. I realized distantly that in fact my body tried all the harder because he held me so firmly in place. With a hot blush I realized that I wanted to feel restrained.

I cried out as I understood, and the cry seemed to make Mr. Alden thrust even harder into me. I had never been fucked like this, of course; I hadn’t even known that a man could possess a woman this way, or maybe I hadn’t understood that she could enjoy it, as shameful as that kind of pleasure felt.

An orgasm started to build inside me, like nothing I’d ever felt. The sheer embarrassment at the new fact that had become blindingly evident—that as much as I wanted to deny it, I liked my boss pounding his manhood into me like a wild animal ravaging his prey—fueled the need with incredible urgency. I knew I would come within a few seconds if Mr. Alden just kept fucking me.

My whole body tensed, and from somewhere I found an extra surge of strength so that when I pushed back against his next thrust, I actually managed to move a few centimeters and get his cock deeper inside me, so deep that I cried out at the breathtaking sensation. The little stab of discomfort reinforced the idea that Mr. Alden meant to punish me with his rigid penis, as much as to give me pleasure.

I cried out again, trying to push up on my elbows out of sheer instinct, to change the angle at which the enormous shaft penetrated my desperate sheath. Mr. Alden clearly liked that angle just as it was, though; he pressed down on my back hard to keep me in place.

“Are you going to come, Ingrid?” he growled. “Are you going to come on your boss’ cock?”

“Oh… oh, God…” I sobbed. Suddenly I felt as if maybe I didn’t want to let the orgasm happen… as if it would simply be too mortifying to yield to him that way, with the utter helplessness of the ecstasy that seemed to rush toward me like a tidal wave.

He withdrew his manhood until only the head remained inside me, and he stopped there.

“Oh, no…” I moaned. Helpless and humiliating or not, I needed to come much, much too badly to do anything but beg. “Please… please, sir…”

“I asked you a question, you little slut. Are you going to come on my cock now?”

“Yes!” I sobbed. “Yes, sir!”

Instantly he rewarded me for answering him with such evident obedience. He pressed down on my back, gripped my hip hard, and he started to fuck me again, like a jackhammer, thrusting at full length over and over, in what felt like a blindingly fast rhythm.

I started to come at the first thrust, and then I just kept climaxing, writhing in his strong hands but held so tightly that each movement of my muscles seemed to feed tension back into the spasms of my soaking vagina around his hot, surging cock. Every clench between my legs sent more pleasure crashing into my nervous system, until I screamed with pleasure—and the knowledge that everyone in this apparently insane office must know exactly what was happening to the new secretary only made the orgasms stronger.

It seemed to go on for hours, but I could tell, somewhere in my distant sense of reason and logic, that time had lost a good deal of its meaning for me. It probably only took a minute or two; I felt my body go limp under Mr. Alden’s crouching form, spent with the terrible pleasure. From a long way away, it seemed, I felt him pull his cock out of my vagina.

“Kneel up, sweetheart,” he ordered, enforcing the command with his hands. He wound his right forearm under my chest and pulled me upright. His left hand went between my legs and held me there, possessively—as if as a reminder that from now on I belonged to him, down there.

“Wh—” I started, turning my head in confusion to try to figure out what he intended—how this degrading lesson would continue.

“You’re going to taste yourself on my cock,” he murmured into my ear, “and I’m going to come on your face.”

“Oh, no,” I whispered. “Sir…”

“Shh, sweetheart,” he said. “Don’t make me get the paddle.”

He let go of me, and I sensed him straightening up. Heat rushed into my cheeks as out of the corner of my eye I saw him start to come around to face me, his trousers down to the middle of his thighs. Instinctively I lowered my eyes to the carpet, where his shiny black shoes had just stepped into my view.

“Look at my cock, Ingrid,” my new boss said. “It’s time for you to get acquainted with it. Look how hard you came on your boss’ penis.”

I shook my head. I knew I couldn’t have done that if the wand had still had control over me. I closed my eyes and pursed my lips. I took a deep breath through my nose, and I let out a sob because the scent that I had taken in told me much too much about what Mr. Alden had put directly in front of me.

I recognized it, to my distress. Or I recognized part of the aroma, anyway—and I knew that the part of it I didn’t recognize represented his corresponding fragrance, the muskiness of a dominant man’s private parts. I recognized it because I had done something naughty, once upon a time. It had felt naughty, at the time, anyway, and recollecting it there in my new boss’ office, where it seemed I would have my naughtiness corrected from now on made it feel terribly naughty again.

After I had given Jake my virginity, when he had gotten up from the bed to get a drink, I had put my hand between my thighs to feel the difference there. The memory nearly overwhelmed me as I knelt in front of Mr. Alden with my eyes closed. I had felt tender, down there. My… my mind whispered it, as if I couldn’t help obeying the command given by the man who had just fucked me as I had never imagined possible… my just-opened cunt had hurt a little, though something about the pain had to my embarrassment somehow felt right and proper.

That hadn’t constituted the naughty thing—the memorable thing—though. Despite the discomfort, I had rubbed a little, pressed my fingers inside just to see what my lover’s hardness had done. I had no idea why masturbation had always seemed so shameful to me, really, but even then, after having a man inside me at last, I had blushed at the intensity of the feeling.

I had taken my fingers out of my vagina, I had brought them up to my face, and I had inhaled tentatively. My naughtiness had vied with my modesty, but the lewd impulse won out as soon as I had taken the first little whiff. I took a deeper one, and I had smelled sex—my own private, mortifying scent, the fragrance of my hot, dark need.

Mr. Alden ran the backs of his fingers gently down my cheek.

“You’re going to suck my cock, Ingrid,” he said, his gentle tone contradicting the shameful brutality of his words. “You’re going to taste your sweet little cunt one way or another—whether I have to paddle you again, or use the wand, or both. There’s no sense in pretending. Open your eyes.”

With a tiny sob, I obeyed. I hadn’t ever gotten this close to a man’s penis. I had kind of thought that Jake probably wanted me to go down on him, and I had almost offered once, during the brief period when I had thought I was in love with him, but even then it had just seemed too embarrassing. The surge of heat in my cheeks, and the force with which I swallowed at the lewd sight, confirmed the little-girl modesty it seemed I would never be able to let go of. At the same time, though, a thrill of helplessly reawakened arousal went through me as I took in the massive, rigid, glistening length of Joseph Alden’s penis.

Joseph. I looked up, into his eyes. His golden, slightly curly hair framed his face. From this angle it looked so much like a halo that I let out a little sob at the idea that an angel could have such painful, shameful mercy on me. He had a little smile on his lips, but his eyes narrowed into a severity that sent a surge of hot mortification through my limbs. The renewed tingle in my clit seemed to spread warm desire all over my sore private parts and my paddled backside.

“Get a good look, Ingrid,” he said, his words a murmur so deep in his chest that it sounded like a purr on the edge of a growl. “Eyes down.”

I lowered my gaze. He held my face with his right hand, thumb on my cheek and fingers at the back of my neck. With his left he held his manhood, pumping it gently as if the sight of me stirred his dominant desire… me, his new fuck toy, on my knees, my little breasts out of the lacy bra cups and my panties down at my stocking tops… the pink cleft of my private lips revealed, lightly covered in the sparse blonde pubic curls he meant to take away.

I saw how hard I had come on Joseph’s huge, hard cock. I understood for the first time the real meaning of another of those filthy words I knew but had never thought of using.

Cream. I had creamed my new boss’ rigid, thrusting penis. I could see it there, the evidence of how the hot, dark place inside my imagination, my heart, my mind had taken control—of how desperately I had needed a good, hard fucking by a man who knew how to teach a naughty girl to give him pleasure.

“Open your mouth,” he commanded from high above me. The purr had gone away; his voice had become all growl. “Taste your sweet little cunt.”

I told myself I could hear the renewed threat of the paddle in his words. I told myself that the horrible wand’s effect hadn’t gone away completely—it couldn’t have, because I had started to relax my jaw and to put out my tongue, which I would never, ever have done without some controlling influence to make me do such a shameful thing.

“Look at me,” he said, a satisfaction in his words that made my heart leap even as my cheeks went hot. I obeyed, gazing up at him and seeing again the angel—the heavenly being who it seemed also became a savage animal when he chose. My face grew even hotter as I realized that I must look exactly like I was begging for the humiliating reward of sucking the cock that had given me such impossible pleasure.

Joseph’s right hand tightened slightly at the back of my neck. I whimpered at the sensation, and its implication of claiming, of possession. Then he stepped forward a little, and laid his rigid manhood gently on my tongue.

“What a pretty little cocksucker you are, sweetheart,” he said, and then he began to use my mouth. He moved his left hand to the back of my head, twining his fingers in my hair, and he thrust between my lips, as if my mouth represented just another cunt for fucking. I tasted salt, musk, and something a little bitter, too—Joseph’s pre-cum, I realized. Heat surged in and out of my face as my boss’ hairy lap came and went, his penis driving almost to the back of my throat and making me nearly gag with each rapid thrust.


CHAPTER 10
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Joseph

I knew it was early to fuck Ingrid’s face that way, but I simply couldn’t help myself. It felt too good, and she looked too adorable, her brow deeply creased as she gazed up into my eyes, clearly searching my face for signs of approval and pleasure.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Good girl. I’ll come very soon. Go ahead and play with your pussy for me. Make yourself feel good.”

I was certain I could have found in her dossier, as prepared by human resources, a good deal of information on her masturbatory habits—or, my gut told me, lack thereof. The way her eyes went wider at the naughty suggestion, and the rosy hue in her cheeks got suddenly darker, told me what I needed to know, however: Ingrid Vogel might have touched herself down there once or twice in her life, but she had certainly never made herself come that way.

My cock gave a little jump at the evidence of her embarrassment, even as I held her head in place and moved my rigid manhood in and out between her lips in an easy, deeply enjoyable rhythm. I could see in her gorgeous face just how shameful it felt to yield to me, and to give me pleasure this way. The corners of her eyes seemed to show me the depth of conflict in her mind and her body.

Another little glow of warmth sprang up like a spark in my chest as I thought about how far she had come in such a short time, here in my office. I had thought I would have to use both the paddle and the wand again before she opened her mouth to receive me, but the strength of her need—or maybe, I wondered, the evident chemistry between us—had clearly overwhelmed her.

Even as I took my pleasure like a wicked nobleman in some ancient erotic tale, I considered the responsibility Ingrid’s obedience placed on me, and the way it seemed to have stirred my emotions to an unexpected degree. I never proceeded with an interview if I didn’t like the girl, but I could already tell that my feelings for Ingrid might well put me in danger of something more. Looking down into her face, watching her struggle to accommodate my surging erection, I found myself wanting to make absolutely certain she understood how deeply a good boss appreciates the services of a properly submissive secretary.

“I want you to make yourself come again,” I told her. “Put your right hand between your legs and your left hand on your ass. Touch your bottom hole. I’m going to fuck you there, too, before too long.”

She cried out around my thrusting hardness as she obeyed, a look of helpless arousal in her beautiful blue eyes. I watched her put her left hand back, saw her body shudder as she parted the adorable little cheeks with her fingers and touched the forbidden place. The sight aroused me so thoroughly that I felt my own orgasm seethe in my balls. I pulled my cock from between her lips and shifted my right hand to hold her chin as I pumped my iron-hard shaft in my left.

Ingrid closed her eyes, rubbing frantically at her little clit, sobbing into an almost instant climax just as my seed started to spurt onto her forehead, then her right cheek, then her nose. I hadn’t come so hard in a long time, and the sight of my sperm splashing onto my new secretary’s pretty face seemed to draw the pleasure out, jet after jet showing the thoroughness of my authority over her.

“Good girl,” I said, my voice hoarse with the lingering pleasure. A sudden urge to hug her—an idea very foreign to the way I’d behaved with previous secretaries—almost compelled me, but reason won out. I didn’t want Ingrid Vogel to get any dangerous ideas. I said, “You may get dressed. The washroom is down the hall. I’ll see you at nine tomorrow morning. I’d like you to try to get your pussy waxed today; I’ll inspect you tomorrow in any case. No panties until I say you can wear them again.”
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Ingrid

The aesthetician where Cathy the receptionist had booked my appointment was across the street from my apartment. It looked like an ordinary storefront, and I tried to tell myself that none of the other women in the nondescript waiting area had any idea why I had come. Then I found myself blushing and worrying my lower lip between my teeth as I wondered whether I was actually the only one whose boss had commanded them to bare herself between her thighs and bottom-cheeks for him.

The wait seemed interminable, but at last a pleasant-looking dark-haired aesthetician, a little older than me, emerged from the door that led into the back of the salon.

“Ingrid?” she asked, looking straight at me. New heat surged into my face; she knew why I had come, I felt certain. I thought I could see it in her eyes. Not just that Cathy had booked me for a full Brazilian, but that the Selecta girls who got full Brazilians were the sexual playthings of their bosses.

That knowing look in the woman’s eyes faded almost immediately, replaced by an expression of sympathy that almost made me feel more mortified.

“I’m Samantha,” she told me. “You can follow me.”

I followed Samantha into the treatment room, feeling a mix of anxiety and shame swirling inside me. The room was dimly lit with soothing music playing in the background, creating an atmosphere that should have been relaxing under different circumstances. Samantha gestured for me to have a seat on the massage table, covered in faux leather and draped with a length of crisp white paper that crinkled under my jeans when I sat.

I winced and blushed at the same time as I remembered yet again that I had no panties on. Back at my apartment after the degrading, overwhelming interview I had considered disobeying Mr. Alden’s command. I told myself that I had obeyed only because the aesthetician, for all I knew, might report back to Cathy and Mr. Alden about whether I had followed his humiliating instruction.

Samantha handed me a soft robe.

“Go ahead and get undressed,” she told me.

I waited for her to leave, but instead she sat down and began to do something with the unfamiliar equipment.

“Are you…?” I said, certain that my meaning would come across.

Samantha looked up with a frown.

“Going to leave? No, Ingrid. For Selecta girls we don’t leave.”

I felt my face blush deep crimson. I had known she would see the bruises on my backside that I had observed with mingled horror and helpless arousal in the mirror at home, but the thought of having to expose them to her made my heart beat like a drum.

Taking a deep breath, I stood up and turned around to face the wall. This way I would get it over with, I told myself. And I wouldn’t have to see the other woman’s face when I lowered my jeans.

I took off my t-shirt and dropped it on a nearby table. Keeping my eyes lowered, I unbuttoned my jeans. I pulled them down, feeling like I was confessing it all to Samantha—that I had behaved badly at my new job and received the just, old-fashioned reward from my boss’ paddle.

When I finally stood there exposed, I found to my distress that I couldn’t help letting my gaze steal to a mirror a little off to the side. I swallowed hard as I saw the purple bruises on my bottom cheeks and upper thighs, stark against my pale skin.

Worse, I saw Samantha looking frankly at my backside, as if assessing Mr. Alden’s handiwork.

My cheeks burning, I grabbed the robe and struggled into it. For a moment, my eyes met Samantha’s in the mirror. I saw a blush come into her cheeks, and I felt obscurely grateful for it.

She broke eye contact, looking over at the massage table.

“Go ahead and lie down on your back,” she told me. “Put your knees up for me and spread them nice and wide.”

I did as she instructed, feeling my face heat up even more at the intimacy of the position. The robe fell away onto my lap, exposing me completely as Samantha rolled herself and her little wheeled table over.

Without further warning she took a sterile wipe and started to rub it between my legs and, to my dismay, my bottom-cheeks as well. I couldn’t help yelping a little at the contact with the marks Mr. Alden had left. My pussy felt almost as sore as my bottom, and a thrill of unwelcome arousal went through me as I remembered how hard my new boss had pounded his cock into me.

“I’m going to wax your pubic area and your bottom crack this afternoon,” she explained matter-of-factly. “I’ll start from the top and make my way down. Now, try to relax; it might be a bit uncomfortable, but I promise your boss will like what he sees.”

My whole body burned with shame. I wondered for what seemed the millionth time whether I should just get up, grab my clothes, and run away, never to come back here—and never to return to my new, outwardly amazing job at one of the most powerful companies in the world.

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to push away the recollection of the sound of Samantha’s humiliating words. I took a deep breath and tried to relax. My heart kept racing. The anticipation of having my most sensitive areas waxed unnerved me terribly all on its own. Knowing that this woman understood precisely why I had come—that her job was to make my private parts attractive for my boss’ enjoyment—made the experience feel like an otherworldly ordeal.

Samantha fussed a bit more with the equipment on the little wheeled table and then, abruptly, she got to work, quickly spreading the warm blue wax over a strip at the top of my mons. Then she put a piece of cloth over it.

“I’m going to pull gently. Kind of like getting your eyebrows waxed, but over a larger area,” she told me with what she clearly meant as a reassuring smile. “Just remember to breathe and try not to touch yourself during the process. It’ll make it easier for me.”

I nodded, feeling all the more exposed as she began to pull the strip of wax from my pubic area. My breath caught in my throat as she ripped the cloth and the wax away in what felt like anything but a gentle way. I couldn’t help but yelp at the sting.

Apparently ignoring my distress, Samantha kept waxing and pulling, working silently and quickly. Again I felt a dismaying gratitude, this time for what seemed her discretion, but then, after a few minutes of quiet, she suddenly murmured, “You got the paddle pretty hard, didn’t you? You refused to take off your clothes, I bet.”

At first I couldn’t even process the words. They made perfect sense, of course, but I had managed to convince myself that the ordeal of my waxing couldn’t get any more mortifying, so some part of my mind told me I must have misheard.

“I…” I said.

“Turn over,” Samantha said, as if she hadn’t just asked the shameful question. “Hold your cheeks apart for me. I need to wax you there too.”

The urge to disobey, to run away, rose again in me. What would be the point, though? This was almost over, wasn’t it? And then, after, I could decide to walk away.

I turned over. I bit my lip to suppress the sob that tried to rise as I put my hands behind me and took hold of the punished globes of my backside. Heat surged through every part of my body as I parted my cheeks and felt the air moving where my modesty told me it never should.

“That’s okay,” Samantha told me. “I know this part of the job is embarrassing at the beginning for most of the Selecta girls.”

My face flushed as hot as an oven as I felt her spread the warm wax on the most intimate part of my body.

“Most of the executives whose secretaries I wax don’t paddle much after the first few days, though—so unless you decide to be naughty, and refuse to do as you’re told, you’ll be a lucky girl. A lot of girls I know would be grateful for the opportunity Selecta gave you.”


CHAPTER 11
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Ingrid

The next morning I woke up before the alarm I’d set for six, and I lay in bed for what seemed an eternity, trying to figure out whether I would go back to the Selecta building.

Moments of blushing self-consciousness swept over me, even there alone in bed, each one a wave of shivering anticipation that prickled across my skin like the lingering touch of Joseph’s knowing, humiliating fingers.

Joseph. His first name in my mind brought a new wave of warmth to my face. How could I think of him that way, by his given name, after what he had done to me, made me do?

I stirred for the first time from the position I’d awoken in, my eyelids fluttering against the dim light that filtered through the blinds. It was too early for the sun even to begin its ascent, but to my dismay my body didn’t seem to care. It was already much too awake, alive—thrumming, even—with tension.

I bit my lip. I tried to persuade myself the tension represented fear—an anxiety about going back to Selecta that should tell me everything I needed to know. It wasn’t true, though: between my thighs, under the sheets, I felt the rising need, rousing itself from the hot, dark place inside that seemed to have become an intimate companion.

I shifted in the sheets, the cool cotton a stark contrast to the warmth flooding every inch of me. I winced a little as I felt the ache from the bruises Joseph—Mr. Alden, I warned myself—had left on my bottom and upper thighs, as well as the lingering soreness of my pussy.

My gaze flickered to the clock, its red digits glaring 5:07 a.m. back at me—a taunt, it felt like, reminding me that the world was still cloaked in the innocence of predawn hours while I lay here, soiled by thoughts too salacious for daylight.

I shook my head, a feeble attempt to fend off the invasion of memories that swelled from the depths of my mind. But they had infiltrated me. He, Joseph, my new boss, had gotten inside me somehow, possessed me.

He claimed you. Not just with his manhood, his huge, rigid cock, the voice from the hot, dark place whispered.

As much as I tried to shut them out, images from my shameful ‘interview’ in his opulent corner office slithered through the cracks, wrapping around my senses like the tendrils of some forbidden plant.

A shudder traveled up my spine, bent my back into an arch as involuntary as it was revealing. The heat between my thighs seemed like a living thing, a pulse that beat in sync with the racing of my heart. Joseph’s voice echoed not in my ears, but somewhere deeper—commands that dripped with authority and sent need surging through my veins.

Take off your clothes. Look at me.

No panties until I say you can wear them again.

The memories alone elicited a response from my body. I felt dampness spread between my legs, so copious that I sensed it dripping onto the fitted sheet below me. I felt my cheeks get hot as I remembered that I hadn’t even been able to put on my usual cotton panties last night, thanks to the pain from the paddle.

Joseph’s face hovered behind my closed eyelids, stern yet to my distress also seductive. His blue eyes seemed to blaze with a promise of stern discipline and tormenting pleasure.

I tried again to stop myself. I told myself I had never really masturbated, that I had never needed to, that being made to do it by Joseph yesterday didn’t count. I managed to push myself up into a sitting position, the sheets pooling in my lap. But the mere act of moving only served to stoke the fire within me. Each shift of muscle and flesh increased the tension and brought a new thrill of an aching discomfort down there, in front and in back, that had begun not to feel like pain at all.

A little moan slipped past my lips, heavy with desire but nevertheless edged with the sharp tang of my defiance, too. I didn’t want this. I didn’t want the job, or Mr. Alden for a boss. How could I? I wasn’t insane!

Joseph.

To my horror, I suddenly wished for the utterly degrading effect of his compliance wand. If Joseph used the wand on me, and told me I had to touch myself, I could pretend I didn’t want to do it on my own. Didn’t need to do it, alone in my bed, thinking about him.

Under the veil of my sheets, my resistance crumbled like a cliff face against a relentless ocean of lewd pleasure. The traitorous fingertips of my right hand whispered across the tender curves of my flesh, descending into the forbidden valley that pulsed with hot, demanding, shameful life. The heat there welcomed my touch even as a surge of warmth in my cheeks matched it, at the twinge of soreness that remained in my slippery sheath. I let out a little cry at the echo of Joseph’s pounding cock inside the place he had used so thoroughly for his pleasure.

And mine, came the hot, needy voice in my head.

The breath went in and out from my nostrils in short puffs. I closed my eyes and saw Joseph, standing over me.

More, he commanded. Show me what a naughty girl you can be.

The imagined words fell like a benediction, a longed-for command. My fingers obeyed. I whimpered softly as I rubbed a soft circle on the hood of my clit. I probed into my vagina for more of the lubrication I craved, then spread it up and forward. My other hand found my nipples under the old t-shirt I wore as pajamas.

I remembered his cock. My arousal on it, much too plain. With a little moan I took my right hand from my pussy and brought it to my mouth, suddenly eager to taste myself. Joseph had used his wand on me, I told myself. He had commanded me to do it, to taste the musky naughtiness and to supplement it with my saliva.

His image held my mind captive—the sharp cut of his jaw, the predatory grace in his movements, every line of him exuding control. I could almost feel the weight of his gaze upon me, demanding and discerning, as he stood next to the bed in my mind’s eye, watching me shame myself with my own hand.

“More,” his phantom voice commanded. “Put that hand back down between your legs and make your cunt feel good.”

Again I obeyed. I cried out at my returned touch. My body arched hard at the rough caress of my fingers, chasing the pleasure he had somehow taught me to crave with his single terrible lesson.

“Please,” I panted, answering him as if he truly were there. The word was barely audible, but I couldn’t help blushing anew anyway, sure somehow that the real Joseph, somewhere could sense how badly I needed his hardness inside me.

The crescendo of my pleasure rose higher, as if my body and its helpless need were an orchestra conducted by the memory of his unyielding hands, his stern commands, the agony of his discipline and the overwhelming pleasure of his cock in my hot, wet cunt.

“Sir,” I sobbed, “please… please…”

The submissive words seemed to send me over the precipice of my release. With a helpless scream, I started to come, sure that my neighbors could hear me through the thin walls and to my dismay feeling my desire only grow at the thought.

The room spun for the briefest of moments as I got up, suddenly desperate to leave behind the shame I had perpetrated in my bed. I felt like I had left a world of shameful pleasure and returned to the even more humiliating consequences I would find in reality, when I went back to the Selecta building.

If I go back to the Selecta building.

The cool air of the apartment against my skin seemed to scold me for the heat my imagination of Joseph’s imagined touch had stoked to life. I shook my head violently, trying to pretend my face hadn’t just gone hot once again, and the other heat hadn’t somehow, treasonously, reawakened below my tummy.

My feet carried me on autopilot, padding across the floor toward the closet. With practiced motions, I reached for the carefully chosen attire, the second of my two workplace outfits—the office clothes that had always seemed a symbol of the admin assistant persona I had felt so proud of having developed.

I dressed, hardly thinking of anything at all but coffee and blueberry yogurt, and grateful somewhere in my mind for the respite from thoughts of Selecta.

My reflection in the mirror struck me as a strange study in contrasts—outward poise and inner turmoil, a woman who desperately wanted to seem like she’d been carved from ice, but, after yesterday, hiding a core molten with longing. My creased brow and my blue eyes betrayed me, I saw with a little twist of my pursed lips to the side, the trouble there seeming to warn me that I hadn’t gotten rid of the memories, or what they meant—I’d only repressed them.

With a final glance at the reflection that held all my secrets, I turned away. I closed the bedroom door behind me with a click of finality, sealing away the shameful place of my helpless, submissive desires.

I sipped my coffee and ate my yogurt, doing my best to keep my attention on my phone, trying to absorb at least a little of the news instead of thinking about Selecta. I put my breakfast things in the sink. I brushed my teeth. I moved toward the door.

As I reached for the doorknob, an electric jolt of awareness sizzled through me, along with the degrading memory of Joseph’s words, again as if he stood right there, right behind me, smiling at my helpless blushes.

No panties until I say you can wear them again.

Joseph’s decree. An assertion of his control, in my mind, that clung closer than any fabric.

A little whimper rose in my throat. I stood in front of the door, my hand still reaching for the knob. I wondered how I had managed to put my panties on without remembering my new boss’ command, and then I almost wished I’d managed to get out the door and onto the subway without having remembered.

I bit my lip, thinking of what would happen. Thinking of the horrid wooden paddle, above all.

My face burning, I dropped my purse and went back to the bedroom. I tried not to think about it as all the conflicted feelings I had managed to push down and away a few minutes before came rushing back into my head, my chest, and worst of all my private parts.

I hiked my pencil skirt up to mid thigh and drew the sensible gray cotton bikini panties down, glad that at least in the warmth of summer I didn’t have to worry about stockings.

Until he tells you to wear them. And the garter belt. And tiny panties over the suspenders when he allows it.

I tossed the tangle of fabric aside onto the bed, willing myself to return to that automatic state in which I’d almost made it out the door. It didn’t help. As I checked my reflection one final time, I saw Mr. Joseph Alden’s secretary and I couldn’t push down the sob as I remembered too well that at Selecta secretary also meant fuck toy.

Walking from my building to the subway, I felt as if I had traveled to some other, darker, plane of reality. The warm morning and the city’s noises enveloped me just as they had every morning I’d left home for my ordinary admin assistant jobs.

Beneath the crisp lines of my office clothes, though, I felt raw and terribly vulnerable. My lack of underwear brought a shamefully new sensation to which the soreness in my backside and between my legs only called more of my attention. Every step seemed like an insane, impossible bit of progress toward a place my rational mind told me I shouldn’t return to, while my body refused to pay my brain any heed.


CHAPTER 12
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Ingrid

The subway station swallowed me whole, the racket of train noise on damp concrete and stale air closing in around me. Every step reminded me of my lack of panties, a constant, surprisingly still raw reminder of Mr. Alden’s paddle. The soreness at the base of my spine pulsed with every move, each throb a twisted blend of pain and arousal.

Just focus on right now, I tried to persuade myself, pushing through the turnstiles. My desperate reason’s voice lost itself amidst garbled announcements, and then the rhythmic roar of the metal wheels of an approaching train.

I descended the stairs, each step bringing a little wince. The fluorescent lights cast harsh shadows that seemed to strip away my composure. The crowd jostled and pressed, only making me think about how exposed I felt beneath my skirt, how vulnerable.

Trying desperately to push those thoughts away, I stepped onto my train. I scanned automatically for an empty seat, my pulse quickening as I realized I probably shouldn’t sit down at all today if I could help it. To my dismay, a man stood up to offer me his seat. Confused and flustered, blushing, I took it so that I wouldn’t have to come up with some explanation of why I wouldn’t want to sit.

My backside came down hard on the rigid plastic and I had to bite my lip from uttering a little cry of discomfort. The train started to rumble forward, and I felt tears prickling at the corners of my eyes, from mortification as much as from the ache in my bottom-cheeks.

Sit still! I told myself, but it was impossible.

I fidgeted, crossing and uncrossing my legs, feeling the hem of my skirt ride up just a little too high. The sensation sent a shiver of both shame and excitement through me. I seemed caught between worlds—my conservative upbringing clashing violently with the unwelcome but somehow absolutely necessary thoughts and emotions Joseph Alden had awakened in me.

What if someone sees?

I shifted again, trying to find a position that wouldn’t aggravate the soreness or fuel the fire burning below my tummy. The question seemed to hang in the air around me… whether I would actually enter the lobby of the shining Selecta building, ride the elevator, step out of it into the luxurious corporate offices. With every passing second, the train hurtled me toward that destination, but I somehow kept telling myself I had a choice. I could still simply get on another train and go home and pretend none of it had happened.

“Good morning, Miss Vogel,” a security guard at the front desk greeted me as I entered. I stopped and blinked at him, taken aback that he knew my name. He smiled and pointed to a far corner of the lobby. “System tells me who you are, and where you’re going. Have a good first day.”

I blinked again, my thoughts roiling. Just a piece of tech, I told myself. Selecta is a tech company, after all. I couldn’t shake the feeling that Mr. Alden had somehow told them to make me feel especially controlled, especially watched.

I managed a polite nod, my voice caught in my throat. The lobby was a hive of activity, but I barely registered it. My focus remained on the elevator, the ride up, and then—Joseph Alden. My new boss.

I kept telling myself that I could get off the crowded elevator at a different floor. That I would get off the elevator—at fifteen, at twenty-two. I wouldn’t ride up to thirty-four, the Selecta executive level.

The elevator chimed, and the doors slid open to reveal the executive suite on thirty-four. Opulent and grand, it seemed a world away from my modest apartment. The plush carpet muffled my footsteps as I walked toward Cathy’s desk. Each step felt like a journey, a test somehow both of my resolve and of my sanity.

“Good morning, Ingrid,” Cathy said brightly, looking up from one of her three screens.

Run. My rational mind whispered it desperately. You can still get back in the elevator. It doesn’t matter that Cathy, the woman who booked your Brazilian wax and knows that your pussy was made smooth and bare for Joseph, just greeted you as a colleague.

She had risen, smiling. My heart flipped.

“Um,” I said, heat flooding my cheeks. I forced a smile onto my face that I hoped would match Cathy’s. “Good morning!”

“You can follow me down the hall,” she told me. “I’ll show you your desk. It’s right outside Mr. Alden’s office but I’m guessing you probably need a refresher on how to get there.”

“Yes, thank you,” I replied, my voice to my dismay barely above a whisper. Her presence reassured me despite what she knew; at least she apparently could pretend this office was a normal place of business, and the fiction seemed to rub itself off on me a bit.

Cathy led the way, her steps sure and unhurried. Her tailored suit accentuated her poised demeanor, every movement precise and deliberate. We weaved through a labyrinth of desks and cubicles, my senses filled by the constant hum of conversation, the rhythmic tapping of keyboards, and the occasional ring of phones.

“First day nerves?” Cathy’s question broke the silence, her tone apparently understanding despite the complete incongruity of the question given that she knew so much—she probably even knew that Joseph had forbidden me to wear panties. Maybe, I thought with another flash of heat, she was even curious to know whether I had obeyed.

“Something like that,” I mumbled, my cheeks flushing even more urgently. Thankfully she didn’t ask anything further, simply offering a terribly ambiguous nod as we approached a sleek, modern cubicle—my desk, my chair, my keyboard, my fancy three-screen setup, all of it just outside Joseph’s office.

“Here we are,” Cathy said, gesturing to the pristine workspace. “If you need anything, don’t hesitate to ask. Once you hit a key on the keyboard, your tutorial will start up.”

“Thank you, Cathy,” I managed, taking a seat. The chair felt foreign beneath me, and the unfamiliar surroundings only added to the whirlwind of emotions inside me.

At least the seat has a nice, thick cushion, I thought—and then I instantly wondered whether that was because its occupant would frequently be expected to get her work done with a sore backside.

“Good luck,” she added, her eyes holding mine for a moment longer than necessary, until a new wave of color surged in my cheeks. She had pretended so thoroughly, and then she had hit me with that look, that unspoken understanding of what it meant to work at Selecta—under Joseph Alden.

“Thanks,” I whispered, because I couldn’t think of what else to say. I watched her retreat back toward her station at the front desk. I found that my heart had started to pound in my chest as I swiveled my chair to face the keyboard. The reality of my situation—the fact that I had actually gotten off the elevator, that I had actually followed Cathy to this cubicle—sank in deeper with each passing second.

Joseph’s closed door—Mr. Alden’s door—loomed nearby, a much-too-present reminder of yesterday’s terrible lesson. I glanced toward it, wondering if he had arrived at the office yet. I shifted in the chair, and despite its cushion I felt a little flare of soreness there. I bit my lip and reached for the keyboard.

Be ready, I told myself, trying to make the words a promise to resist, to defy—at the very least to negotiate. For whatever he had in store, the man I had to call sir or pay the consequences, and however it made me feel—for all of it, I needed to be ready.

The tutorial that fired up on my screen when I touched the space bar made me feel like I had won the lottery in getting this job. My benefits package alone would put me on the road to financial security—free subway pass, all medical expenses, a retirement plan that made my eyes practically pop out.

My duties really just involved communication and scheduling. Apparently Selecta corporate preferred the old-fashioned human touch, and thought the best way to get that lay in hiring young women like me as the outward face of their executives. I would support Joseph, primarily, but the junior members of his team would also ask me to write up their correspondence and make calls for them.

I couldn’t find a single mention of anything that sounded like ‘discipline’ or ‘sex’ until, face tingling, I actually searched for them in the human resources knowledge base.

As an employee of the Selecta Corporation, certain standards of conduct apply to your behavior. These standards are enforced through Selecta’s proprietary system of discipline, in accordance with the corporate laws.

Should your superior find that you have violated those standards, you will be subject to corporal punishment of his or her choosing, in conformity with Selecta’s parameters, which specify certain implements and certain ways of applying them. Hand spanking, spanking with a standard wooden paddle, and the use of a punishment cane, all on the bare buttocks, are permitted at the superior’s discretion, depending on the severity of the offense.

I swallowed hard, feeling my mouth twist hard to the side as I tried to control the raging conflict that had just broken out in my mind and body. Fingers trembling, I searched for ‘sexual.’

Your superior may at his or her discretion discipline you in a sexual manner, should he or she find such discipline appropriate. Selecta’s proprietary standards of conduct, in accordance with the corporate laws, explicitly permit sexual relationships between a superior and his or her employee, for purposes especially of training and/or mentorship.

I sat there mute, my hands unmoving on the keyboard, for some number of seconds or minutes—I couldn’t tell. I might have sat there for an hour, if the door to Joseph’s office hadn’t opened, and I hadn’t heard him say from it, before I could turn to face him, “Ingrid, come in here, please.”

My heart leapt into my throat. I took a deep breath, trying to steel myself for what lay ahead. Rising from my chair, I smoothed my skirt, my fingers brushing against the tender flesh of my bottom, a reminder of my awful lesson.

He had vanished from the doorway back into his office. I hadn’t seen more than the back of his dark suit. His obvious expectation of obedience made my knees wobble as I moved forward across the carpet, my blue heels silenced by the thick pile.

Stepping inside, I felt the atmosphere shift, the masculine luxury of Joseph’s corner office enveloping me. The panoramic windows cast natural light across the room, seeming to emphasize the sophisticated corporate ambiance.

Joseph sat behind his mahogany desk, his sharp, handsome features set in an expression of calculated intensity. His blond hair caught the light, making me think again, crazily, of an angel.

A dark angel with a golden halo. I swallowed hard at the thought, my tummy flipping as I wondered desperately why he had summoned me.

“Close the door,” he instructed, his voice leaving no room for hesitation. I complied, the door clicking shut with a finality that made my pulse quicken.

“Come here and stand in front of the desk,” he directed, his piercing blue gaze locking onto mine. I complied, though something in his tone told me he had no intention of asking me to take dictation.

“Good girl,” he murmured, a flicker of something softer in his eyes before it vanished, replaced by the masculine hardness that seemed his usual demeanor. To my dismay, my body responded to the praise, a flare of heat rising down there.

He gazed at me for a moment, and I saw the ghost of a smile curve his lips. My heart beat faster with each passing second, the storm inside me raging all the higher as I grasped that he enjoyed making me wait to hear his first shameful demand.

“Go ahead and take off your clothes,” Joseph finally commanded, his voice slicing through the air with an authority that left no room for hesitation. “I want to inspect your pussy.”
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Ingrid

My breath caught in my throat, heart pounding like a drum in my chest. The command to strip didn’t come as a surprise, but it still sent an electric jolt through me, a potent mix of shame and desire.

For a moment I stared at him, some part of me still refusing to believe that I had really returned to Joseph Alden’s office. His eyebrows rose a fraction of an inch, and I felt heat surge into my face because I felt I could read his mind: he had just asked, wordlessly, if he needed to get the paddle out.

I found that my fingers had started to fumble with the buttons of my blouse, each one feeling like an insurmountable obstacle. Every little delay caused by the recalcitrant fabric seemed to bring the menace of the paddle closer, as my trembling hands betrayed my nerves.

I worked my way down the front, chewing my lower lip the whole time. I looked at the carpet under his imposing desk. The thought of meeting Joseph’s eye seemed almost as frightening as the memory of his paddle.

The fabric slipped off my shoulders to pool around my feet. The cool air of Joseph’s opulent office, on places it shouldn’t be, made me shiver. I felt his eyes on me as strongly as if I could see him looking, maybe even more strongly—piercing, analytical, hungry.

I had almost fooled myself into thinking I might have begun to get used to being naked in my powerful, gorgeous boss’ office. I swallowed hard as I realized that would never happen.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his tone soft and very slightly mocking. To my dismay, his ever-so-slightly sarcastic praise sparked a warmth inside me that mingled with the chill of exposure. My mind seemed a million miles away, observing the insane scene: when I stooped, automatically, to slip off my heels, it seemed like I was watching another woman.

With my bottom lip still caught between my teeth and the blush hot in my cheeks, I took a deep breath through my nose. Without having any desire to do so, I raised my eyes to Joseph’s face. The moment I met his gaze, I understood why I had looked: I felt my face form a pleading pout, a plea to be spared this mortifying ordeal.

The corner of his mouth crooked up very slightly.

“Go ahead, sweetheart,” he told me.

Or… else. I heard it: the paddle, the wand. At that moment I didn’t know which would pose the more difficult challenge. My attempt to keep some shred of my identity as a smart, capable, independent young woman seemed like a foolish dream.

I swallowed again, and I reached for the zipper of my skirt. The metallic sound seemed to echo in the quiet room, soft though it was. The garment slid down my hips, falling into a heap at my ankles. I stepped out, standing before him in nothing but a sensible beige bra, my smooth pussy exposed and vulnerable.

“You’re learning,” Joseph observed, a hint of satisfaction coloring his words. “But from now on, always wear a nice bra. You can ask Cathy how to get reimbursed for buying appropriate lingerie. Take it off.”

His gaze scorched my skin as I complied, lingering on the places where modesty had abandoned me. The weight of his dominance pressed down on me, almost tangible and somehow suffocating, so that I feared suddenly that I might lose myself completely in this ‘game’ that apparently he meant to be ‘fun’ for me too.

I felt my forehead crease hard, though, as an unwelcome new surge of desire rose between my thighs, in the terribly exposed place I knew he must be gazing at. In my mind, the hot, dark place of shameful pleasure yielded to Joseph’s control without hesitation.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered as I dropped the bra to the floor, my voice barely audible, thick with submission and the raw edge of arousal. I could feel my cheeks burning, a flush spreading across my body in stark contrast to the coolness of the room. Every second stretching into an eternity fraught with tension and anticipation.

“Come around to my side of the desk,” Joseph commanded.

I hesitated only a moment before my feet moved on their own accord, taking me closer to him. My tummy flipped as I realized I wanted Joseph to have a close look at me—as close as he chose. The plush carpet felt soft under my bare feet, a stark contrast to the hard evaluating gaze with which Joseph traced every inch of my exposed skin.

“Good girl,” he murmured again, the repetition seeming almost like an incantation. I raised my eyes again, helplessly, needing to see. Joseph’s eyes had darkened with what seemed a mixture of desire and satisfaction. “Turn around and put your hands on your knees.”

Heat flared anew in my cheeks, and between my thighs, in a way I should have already known to anticipate, but still couldn’t ever seem to see coming. I let out a little whimper as I obeyed. I could again almost feel Joseph’s eyes; I knew beyond the slightest doubt that they had settled on the fading marks from the paddle.

I knew them too intimately myself, the purple bruises on my bottom and upper thighs that I hadn’t been able to keep myself from stealing glances at in the mirror that morning.

“My marks look beautiful on you,” Joseph’s voice said softly from behind me. “I hope they serve as a reminder of your new life, and your place in this office.”

His words sent a shiver down my spine. They seemed both a compliment and a stark reminder of my submission. My breath hitched, caught between the thrill of his approval and the embarrassment of this immodest exposure.

When I spoke, I hardly knew why, unless the fear of his paddle had tuned my behavior to match Joseph’s dominant expectations as thoroughly as I could. “Thank you, sir,” I whispered, my voice trembling to match my hands, shaking atop my knees as I pushed out my backside for his lewd inspection.

“Stay just like that,” he ordered, as out of the corner of my eye I saw his hand reach for a green button on his desk tablet. His fingers looked deft and decisive as he pushed it. A beep sounded from somewhere. I had no idea what Joseph intended, but my heart started to race.

“Martin, Kevin, Louis—come to my office, please,” he ordered into what seemed thin air. His tone sounded polite, but also absolutely commanding. Joseph Alden left no room for hesitation or dissent, it seemed, whether with his sexual servants or his junior executives.

Each name he called seemed to heighten the pounding in my chest, to ratchet the anticipation up another notch.

“I want my team to inspect you as well, Ingrid,” he said matter-of-factly, as if it represented a standard business procedure. “It’s important for you to get to know them, and vice versa.”

From where I stood behind Joseph’s desk, I had to turn my head to see the door. I did, out of sheer instinct, wondering if I could hear the muffled footsteps approaching from the hallway.

“Eyes front,” Joseph commanded, delivering a sudden sharp, if glancing thanks to the angle, spank to my right bottom cheek. “You should know that by now.”

I straightened at the sting as tears pricked the corners of my eyes. Instantly, fearfully, I bent over again, putting my hands back on my knees. I gazed ahead, out the window into the blue sky outside, every bit of my body seeming to burn with shame and unwelcome desire.

The seconds stretched out, each one laden with the promise of further humiliation and deeper submission. Every muscle fiber of my body felt taut.

The door opened, and I heard them walk in. I felt my face working with emotion, nose wrinkling with shame, brow furrowing with fear.

“Good morning, gentlemen,” I heard Joseph’s voice say. “I want you to meet Ingrid Vogel, the team’s new executive secretary. As you can see, Ingrid is very pretty, but also quite naughty when she has a mind to be. The marks from my paddle you can see on her adorable little ass came about because she refused to take off her clothes yesterday at her onboarding interview.”

I didn’t want to picture them. Martin, Kevin, and Louis, he had said—and I had recognized the names from the org chart I had studied early in my onboarding tutorial. Joseph’s team of junior executives, who crafted corporate communications that went out under the megacorp’s logo, often with results that changed the world.

There had been photos in the org chart, so I knew what they looked like: Martin, red-haired and full-faced. Kevin, with dark hair and eyes, his face sharp and angular. Louis, his locks light brown and his eyes an arresting hazel, his face oval-shaped and very intelligent-looking.

I pictured them despite myself. I bit my lip as in my mind’s eye they stood at ease, their expressions a blend of curiosity and barely concealed eagerness. They awaited Joseph’s instructions, knowing of course how their presence served as a tangible reminder of the hierarchy in Joseph’s twisted corporate world.

“Observe closely,” Joseph instructed them, his tone brooking no argument. “Ingrid’s inspection is crucial for her learning how things work here, and you’re of course an important part of that. Ingrid, go stand in the middle of the room so the guys can get a good look at you, just like I did.”

Shaking, I obeyed, trying desperately to make my movements deliberate and measured, as if I could preserve some kind of grace despite this terrible degradation. With my eyes on their well-polished shoes and their neatly creased suit trousers, I reached the center of the room, my body now on full display for their scrutiny.

“Put your hands on your head, Ingrid,” Joseph commanded, his voice stern. “That’s another thing you’ll have to learn to do without being told.”

Air puffed in and out of my nostrils so fast I thought I might hyperventilate. I could feel a little dizziness swaying me atop my trembling knees as I obeyed, feeling again how the posture offered my body to the observer for assessment and, should he choose, for use.

I could feel how their eyes turned to me, raking over my body with a mix of desire and, I thought surely, some attempt at professional detachment. I felt their gazes like physical touches, each one adding to the mounting tension and arousal swirling within me.

“Take it all in,” Joseph continued, his voice a masterful blend of authority and possession. “Every mark, every curve. She belongs to me, going forward, but as you gentlemen know, I like to share my toys.”

The chuckle that ran through the three men whose expensive shoes and pants were all I could see of them drew a tiny sob from my chest. To my distress, one of them decided abruptly to venture a comment.

“Aww,” the one on the left said, “are you a little nervous about being shared, Ingrid?”

“She should be,” said the one on the right. “Maybe she’s heard about the size of your cock, Kev.”

Behind me, Joseph laughed. The sound, together with the coarse words the junior executives had used, sent a flame of shame and unwelcome need shooting through me, so strong that I had to close my eyes.

“Is she looking you in the eye?” Joseph asked.

“Nope,” replied the one on the left. “She’s learned that, at least.”

“Good girl,” Joseph said. “But go ahead and take a look at the team, now.”

I swallowed hard. I didn’t know how I managed to do it, but I obeyed, thinking that their actual faces couldn’t be worse than my imagination.

They were, though.

Kevin stood on the left. His gaze was intense, his eyes dark with barely concealed hunger. Martin stood in the middle, his expression one of clinical curiosity, as though he were analyzing every curve and mark on my body with professional detachment. Louis, however, couldn’t hide the raw desire that flickered across his features, his breathing shallow and rapid.

“Beautiful,” Louis breathed, his eyes darkening with desire. The intensity of his stare made my pulse quicken, a forbidden thrill coursing through me.

“Indeed,” Martin agreed, his voice cool and evaluating. “She’s exquisite.”

Kevin remained silent, but his gaze spoke volumes. His eyes roved over my body, taking in every inch of my exposed skin. I could sense much too easily his eagerness to partake in the lewd ‘game’ that Joseph had set into motion.

“Ingrid, sweetheart,” Joseph’s condescending voice cut through the charged silence, “go ahead and kneel. Kevin, Martin, Louis, go ahead and take out your cocks. Ingrid is going to kiss them.”
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Joseph

I watched approvingly as my team dutifully lowered their flies and took out their erect penises, a welcome testament to my new secretary’s attractions. Kevin did indeed have a truly massive member, long and thick. Martin’s had length but not nearly as much girth, while Louis’ massive thickness, I knew, always provided the girls he fucked with a good deal of satisfaction.

Ingrid shook her head. From behind her, I couldn’t see her face, but I had already grown so familiar with her lovely features, and with the conflict inside her at the idea of submitting to me, that I could see her troubled eyes in my imagination.

On the faces of my team I saw exactly the sort of appreciation, as well as the kind of naked lust I had come to expect and value from them, when it came to helping their boss train a new secretary. To my surprise, though, I found a strain of additional emotion rising in my chest. I felt an urge to protect Ingrid Vogel and to care for her through this ordeal that I hadn’t felt for other secretaries I’d trained.

I had of course protected and cared for my previous office girls—that went without saying for an educated man and a skilled dominant. That hadn’t felt like this, though; like I had to get my mastery of Ingrid exactly right. Like ensuring that this lovely game of dominance and submission becomes something we both would treasure.

I looked her up and down, from behind my desk. Her arms-raised posture put an attractive arch in her naked back. The purple bruises on her bottom and upper thighs made my cock leap against my thigh.

I saw her face in my mind’s eye, her eyes bright with unshed tears. I felt so certain of my intuition, of my connection to Ingrid, that I had to ask.

“Is she crying?” I asked, forcing coolness into my tone.

“Sure is,” Martin answered. “Are you going to paddle her?”

I stood up and reached into the inside breast pocket of my jacket. The compliance wand’s sleek surface met my touch, and I pulled it out.

“No,” I told Martin. “I don’t want this to take too long. We’ve got work to do on the Questgate proposal. Ingrid, I’ll make this a little easier for you.”

I walked slowly toward Ingrid, my steps deliberate and measured, conveying authority and, I hoped, perhaps some tenderness. Her tense body language betrayed her struggle as she tried, I felt certain, to reconcile her upbringing and her independence with her growing desires.

Watching her react to my approach made me feel it even more acutely; my job as her boss didn’t just involve teaching her the mechanics of Selecta’s special brand of office dominance. It also demanded that I guide her toward acceptance and exploration.

As I approached her, I could see a bead of what must be cold sweat trickling down the back of her neck, a testament to the intensity of her inner turmoil. Very gently I touched the wand right there, at the back of her neck, and I watched her shudder in response.

“Do as you’re told, Ingrid,” I commanded, my voice gentle because I knew the effect of the wand would allow no defiance. “Kneel down and kiss their cocks.”

Ingrid

The strangest thing about the way the wand worked had to be that it didn’t take away the hot shame I felt as I instantly began to sink to my knees in the soft pile of the carpet. In fact, it seemed to intensify my mortification. Looking into the eyes of Kevin, Martin, and Louis, I could see that they knew how the terrible device worked; they knew that I wouldn’t be obeying Joseph’s order unless I actually did want to get onto my knees. Unless I actually were aflame, between my naked thighs, inside my bare pussy, to kiss the rigid penises jutting from their trousers, brandished in their hands in compliance with Joseph’s instructions.

A very different kind of obedience from mine, I thought, pushing down a sob.

“Eyes down, Ingrid,” Joseph commanded. “Show these men the proper respect. Gentlemen, why don’t you proceed in alphabetical order, for fairness’ sake. Kevin, that makes you first.”

I had watched Kevin’s eyes widen as my knees hit the floor. I had seen his own gaze dart between my face and my smooth, bare pussy.

I had worked with men like him at my previous jobs: brash, smart guys who seemed to have a basically good-hearted nature but didn’t find that incompatible with the frat-boy style mannerisms that had gotten them through college and business school.

I had never thought, as I laughed at their jokes despite how inappropriate they could sometimes get, that I’d be on my knees in front of one of them, like this, with his enormous penis on full display—and my eyes forbidden from looking away from its rigid length.

Kevin stepped forward with two long, confident strides, his polished black shoes silent on the carpet.

As he approached, I tried to succumb to the natural urge to shy away from his towering presence and the approach of his enormous member. His cologne, sweet and masculine, reached my nose and made my heart race. I could feel my hands trembling, now in little fists at my sides. The wand’s effect still held me firmly in its thrall. I felt my naked breasts heave as I took shallow breaths, trying to calm my nerves.

“Go ahead and give her the command again,” Joseph said, from much closer behind me than I had thought he was. My eyes widened as I understood that he must have risen from his chair and come around his desk himself. My heart quailed as I pictured him there, gazing down at my naked, kneeling body. I felt his eyes on the marks his paddle had made, the signs of his mastery and his ownership. “I want her to get used to responding to your authority.”

I heard a little whimper escape my nose, a tiny kitten sound that only reinforced my utter helplessness.

“Kiss it,” Kevin commanded, his voice a sharp blade that I could imagine reflected the ambition that had carved his path through the ranks of Selecta Corporation.

For a fleeting moment, I once again believed I could resist—an illusion shattered as swiftly as it formed. My body seemed to detach from my will, and I watched as if from afar, an out-of-body specter witnessing my own submission. My head dipped forward, and with a deep sob I obeyed. The warm, swollen flesh of Kevin’s massive arousal pressed against my mouth, a stark reminder of the power he wielded.

“Good girl,” he murmured as he retreated, the words laced with approval and condescension.

My mind spun, a vortex of shame and forbidden exhilaration. The emotions in my mind and body seemed like a tempest, into which Louis seemed to step, when he moved forward to take Kevin’s place. Something about the way his shoes moved—less decisive than Kevin’s—made me think of his presence as a little sheepish, or perhaps merely meant to seem that way. His hardness seemed enormous in its own way; not as long as Kevin’s or Joseph’s, but so thick in his left hand that it made my heart jump.

“My turn,” he said. I felt as if I could hear, even without seeing Louis’ face, that a certain timidity in his character had been lost to a haze of desire. “I’d like you to ask for it, you little slut.”

Desire for me. For my body… the body Joseph owns, and can share as he chooses.

His words drew another sob from my throat. I pictured Louis’ eyes, hazel and hungry, locked onto my own restrained gaze as the internal war raged within me. He could see my troubled face, and I could only see his massive penis, menacing me and demanding my service.

The chaste upbringing that had sculpted my every moral fiber clashed violently against the raw, primal urges that Joseph had awakened, and had provided here to his junior executives as a casual favor. My body, traitorous in its yearning, responded with a heat that seared through my veins.

“Please,” I whispered, not entirely sure if I was begging for reprieve or imploring him to close the distance.

I caught a musky scent—not heavy, not the overwhelming sensation of yesterday, when Joseph had made me taste myself on his own huge manhood, but definitely present and definitely, terribly masculine. I breathed more deeply, unable to help myself, and caught more of a heady mixture of sweat and desire.

Joseph’s presence behind me, his watchful eyes in my imagination burning like twin beacons of authority, seemed to caress the nape of my neck. His silence commanded me, a stark contrast to the pulsating heartbeat that thundered in my ears.

“Kiss it,” Louis urged, his voice a low growl that resonated with expectation.

“Take Louis in your mouth, sweetheart, and show him how good a cocksucker you already are,” Joseph suddenly commanded. “He did a very good job on the Growfast proposal last week.”

My eyes went very wide, but down below, to my horror, my hips jerked with arousal. I closed my eyes for a brief moment. Suddenly I wanted to surrender to the inevitable. At last, I felt a mortifying gratitude for the help of the wand. My lips parted, and I whimpered as they brushed against the smooth skin of Louis’s massive penis.

The taste, tangy and distinct, filled my mouth, erasing any remnants of resistance. Joseph’s directive seemed to guide me, each movement choreographed by his dominating will.

My tongue danced timidly at first, gliding along the vein that throbbed beneath the surface. With every flick and swirl, my thoughts scattered like leaves in the wind, leaving only the overwhelming reality of my submission. The office sounds faded into the background, replaced by the lewd wet noises that escaped from my terribly full mouth.

“Ah, yes… Just like that,” Louis muttered, a shudder running through his frame.

“That’s enough,” Joseph said abruptly. I frowned slightly as Louis hastened to withdraw his thick shaft from my mouth even as I obeyed reflexively myself, pulling my head back. Had I heard something in Joseph’s voice that might be called jealousy?

Martin stepped forward, his shoes moving in what seemed like an easy saunter. His erection jutted so far from his fly that my jaw went slack, his green eyes gleaming with anticipation. His stocky frame moved with an assertive grace that belied his brutish nature, and his red hair seemed ablaze in the dim light. With each step he took, my resistance melted away, replaced by a fluid obedience that startled me with its ease.

“Kiss it, you little whore,” he murmured, his voice rough like gravel. “I guess I don’t get a reward like Lou, but at least I get to feel those pretty lips on this fuck stick.”

My mouth had fallen open at my first sight of the length of his manhood. At these brutal words I began to pant. Obeying, thanks to the wand… thanks to Joseph’s commands… thanks to Martin’s filthy comments… thanks to my own helpless need… I closed my lips. My breath came in labored little puffs through my nose.

I leaned toward him, greeting him with an eagerness that—despite the burning blush that stayed in my face—I wasn’t feigning any longer. His scent filled my nostrils, earthy and rich, and as I got a fleeting taste of him, I surrendered to the detachment that had begun to claim me. It was a state of distant observation, a cocoon of numbness that shielded me from the shame of my actions.

And I felt Joseph watching, always watching, his blue eyes unblinking and omnipresent. His silence struck me louder than any words. With every new act of compliance, I became less of Ingrid Vogel, the independent naive professional striving to prove herself, and more of what I felt sure my new boss, my new master, envisioned: a vessel for desire, an instrument of pleasure honed by the hand of the man who wielded the paddle and the wand.

He spoke as I withdrew my head, my eyes still fixed only on Martin’s long, red cock.

“Remember what awaits you, gentlemen.” Joseph’s tone was even, calm—a direct contrast to the lewd scene he had orchestrated. “Hit in your targets, and you’ll get a share of the pleasure to be had in my executive fuck toy’s sweet little holes.”
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Ingrid

I remained kneeling on the plush red carpet, terribly conscious of my nakedness and the bruises on my backside. My cheeks burned with shame as I watched the junior executives zip up their pants. In my mind’s eye I could see the smug, fraternal grins on their handsome faces: vivid evidence of my degradation.

I felt Joseph towering over me, his piercing blue eyes seeming to stare through the back of my head into my soul. As Kevin, Martin, and Louis filed out of the office I cringed under Joseph’s gaze, certain he would punish me for refusing to obey instantly, to kneel and kiss the penises of the men of his team the moment he had commanded it.

He came around to my front. He didn’t have the paddle in his hand, and his fly remained closed. I blinked in confusion, not raising my eyes but instead lowering them to the mirror shine of his black shoes.

“You may look me in the eye, Ingrid,” he said. His tone of voice sounded different to me from any way he had spoken to me yet. I heard what I thought might be warmth, alongside the ever-present authority. Then I instantly told myself I must have imagined it.

In any case, the may he had used left me in confusion. Heat bloomed anew in my face. At that moment, though part of me longed to see his handsome face, I didn’t want to look up, out of embarrassment at my kneeling and my nakedness.

The spark of my independence tried to persuade the rest of my mind that I hadn’t had any choice, but the truth of the compliance wand’s operation made a mockery of the idea: part of me, a part that seemed only to grow in importance, had wanted to do precisely what Joseph told me to do, no matter how shameful. I had wanted to kiss their rigid penises, even wanted to suck Louis’, just like the little slut they had called me.

“Do I have to, sir?” I asked, trying to find some potential for resistance in this tiny, very slightly defiant question.

“No, sweetheart,” Joseph said. “You don’t have to.”

He must have known it would make me look up. I thought I could even hear it in his words, their tone slightly amused and at the same time, again… warm. I hadn’t imagined it. What did it mean?

I raised my eyes. Joseph Alden, my…

My master. I couldn’t help it. Boss just didn’t describe how his height, his bearing, above all his gorgeous eyes affected me.

To my amazement, Joseph extended a hand and asked, “Would you like to have dinner with me?”

I gaped up at him, confusion warring with the urge to obey his every whim—and I couldn’t even tell if that urge came from the wand’s influence coursing through my nerves, compelling me to submit to his will. Terrifying device of absolute dominance or not, though, some innocent part of me felt simply curious about what Joseph had in mind, as if I could think of him as an ordinary kind of man, casually asking me out.

“It’s not compulsory,” he said, noting my hesitation. “I simply wish to treat you to an elegant evening. You may get dressed, by the way.”

I told myself it had to be the wand. I leaned on that idea as I grasped his outstretched hand. He pulled me to my feet, and I turned to go back and fetch my clothes.

My skirt fluttered down around my thighs to conceal my shame: my bare pussy and my paddled bottom. I could to my mortification feel my arousal down there, slickness coating my inner folds so thoroughly it had seeped onto my thighs. I averted my eyes, cheeks flaring anew at the evidence of my lewd excitement.

Joseph let me finish dressing in silence. I felt grateful despite myself—in that same absurd way I’d started to get used to—that he let me face away from him, toward his desk, as I did my best to put my clothing in order. I wanted at the same time to make certain I showed no sign of how completely subjugated by Joseph I felt and to ensure that he could see that, deep down, I didn’t want any of this—let alone need it.

“Turn around,” he said, when I stopped smoothing and primping.

I felt the wand’s effect at work, cutting through the conflict inside me, deciding the matter for me. I turned to face him.

“I believe I issued an invitation, Ingrid. Would you care to respond?”

My eyes widened a bit. I searched my mind and my body for the wand’s influence and didn’t find a trace of it. Joseph hadn’t given me an order; as he said, he had merely invited me to dinner, and he had even told me my acceptance wasn’t compulsory.

I realized I had started to chew on my lower lip as I searched his handsome face for some sign of… something. I didn’t know what, really. Maybe the warmth I had heard in his voice. All I got for an impression of what lay behind his piercing gaze was a cool, inquisitive interest in how I would respond.

“Yes,” I said. “I’d… I’d like that.”

He smiled, and the conflict inside me raged higher as the mere sight of his firm mouth turned up that way brought a glow to my chest.

“Remember to change your bra,” he told me, instantly making the battle inside me even fiercer. “I’ll pick you up at your apartment at seven. Tell Cathy I said you could leave early to get ready.”
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Joseph came to get me in a limo. I had never ridden in one before, and when I saw it at the curb in front of my building it didn’t even occur to me that my new boss was inside until he rolled down the window and called my name.

“Ingrid,” I heard from the general direction of the sleek, black town car. I turned to see Joseph looking at me, a smile on his face that made my heart skip a beat.

The limo driver stepped out and opened the door. Joseph moved over on the long bench seat. I felt like I might faint before I got to the car, but I took the six or seven steps without stumbling, murmured a reflexive thank you to the driver, and managed to get in.

“You look lovely,” Joseph said, very simply but with an evident sincerity that brought butterflies to my tummy.

“Thanks,” I whispered. I had chosen my one nice dress—little and black, of course. I had managed on my way home not to notice my lack of panties to the same extent as in the morning, and with the help of my nervous excitement I had pushed it away as I got dressed.

Here in the limo, though, sitting next to Joseph, I became terribly conscious of my nakedness under the thin wool lap of my skirt. I turned toward Joseph, but I sat like a schoolgirl, knees together and hands folded atop my thighs to make certain I didn’t expose myself.

“Saint L’O is five minutes away, if that,” he told me with a little chuckle. “So don’t get too comfortable.”

“Saint L’O?” I asked, eyes going wide.

“You’ve never eaten there, I’m guessing?” Joseph asked.

His smile made me laugh, because he so obviously knew the answer to the question.

“The best restaurant in the city?” I countered. “No, I…” I hesitated for a moment, not sure if I could follow through on the slightly sassy remark that had come to mind. For a millisecond I felt I stood on a knife’s edge, that I had the chance to decide in this utterly trivial moment what kind of person I would be, going forward.

I wanted the sassiness. I wanted the naughtiness.

I wanted to make my boss, my master, exert his dominance, play his shameful game. He held the trump cards: he had the paddle and the compliance wand. Maybe his victory was inevitable. But though that thought made my heart race with fear of the consequences, I could already tell that the ‘fun’ lay in the struggle.

“I’ve never had the time, frankly,” I said, putting on a la-di-da kind of voice.

To my gratified surprise, Joseph burst out laughing. Then two things happened in a confusing blur. The limo slowed to a stop, and I could see the iconic sign for Saint L’O, which I’d walked by many, many times, wondering if I would ever get to eat there. And Joseph took hold of my face, turned it away from the window and toward him, and, putting his other hand on the back of my neck so that I whimpered up into his mouth, he kissed me, very hard and very long.

When he finally broke the kiss, he looked into my eyes deeply and without speaking, as if trying to decide something. Then, abruptly, the driver opened the door, and Joseph let go of my face. I turned and took the offered hand to climb out of the limo.

My lips still felt strange, bruised even, as Joseph led me into the gorgeous dining room. Crystal chandeliers cast a warm glow over white linen tablecloths and gilded place settings. The ambient chatter was punctuated by the delicate clink of silverware and wineglasses.

Joseph nodded to the maître d’, as if they knew each other so well that words of welcome weren’t required. He guided me to a secluded table, pulling out my chair before taking his seat across from me. The spell cast by the kiss in the limo seemed to hover around both of us, and my whole body felt hot as my boss’ gaze raked over my body.

“Yes,” he said, making me realize neither of us had spoken a word since the kiss. “You look very lovely indeed tonight, Ingrid.”

I felt my brow crease hard, and I swallowed. I tried to stop the impulse, but I couldn’t help it; I shifted in my seat, victim of a perverse-feeling urge, to remind myself of what had befallen me down there, all because of the man sitting across from me. The feeling of soreness, of bareness, and above all of helpless need nearly made me sob.

The smile on Joseph’s face told me had caught every millimeter of my body’s movement, and understood it perfectly. I felt my mouth twist to the side in frustration. If I wanted to play the game, I definitely needed to show more defiance.

“Thanks,” I said, trying to keep my voice entirely neutral. “You already said that.”

His eyebrows went up, and then his eyes narrowed. I felt my pulse quicken at this slight indication of displeasure. He seemed about to say something sharp, but the waiter’s arrival interrupted our conversation, such as it was.

Joseph looked up at the man in the spotless white jacket. “The chef’s tasting menu, for two,” he said before the waiter could say anything.

“Ah,” the man replied. “With the wine pairings?”

“Of course,” Joseph said with a smile.

I hardly even knew what a tasting menu was, or what it meant to have wine pairings with it.

“Very good, sir,” the waiter said. He glided away toward the kitchen.

Joseph turned back toward me, his face serene, as if the warning expression of a few moments before had never been there at all.

“I think,” he said, “we should get to know each other a little better.”

My lips parted. I blinked in what probably looked like comic-book level surprise. Joseph continued as if he hadn’t just changed, well, not really the subject as much as the game itself.

“Did you grow up in this area?” he asked. “I grew up on the East Coast, so when Selecta moved me here ten years ago it took a while to get used to.”


CHAPTER 16
[image: ]


Ingrid

I contemplated his question, not sure how to get my head around the idea that Joseph Alden had actually taken an interest in my background. His asking such a mundane thing, about my upbringing, somehow seemed in the moment even more surprising than his having invited me to have dinner at the most expensive restaurant in the city.

The dimly lit restaurant hummed with the murmurs of well-dressed patrons, the clinking of cutlery against fine china, and the scent of exquisite cuisine that seemed to promise an evening of indulgence—to patrons who were allowed to wear underwear, who didn’t have bruises on their backsides from their master’s punishments, who hadn’t knelt naked in the corner office to kiss the cocks of junior executives.

And I sat across from the man whose very presence seemed to command the room despite the seclusion of our shadowed table. I didn’t think I was imagining that several other diners had already turned to look at us, as if his presence represented something special. A little flash of heat came into my cheeks at the idea that they would tell their friends that they’d seen Joseph Alden with his new girl at Saint L’O.

A waiter slid a beautiful plate in front of me, something colorful and foamy in its center. I could hardly hear, let alone understand, his complicated murmur about the tiny dish—something about seafood, I thought.

When I looked up, I saw Joseph’s piercing blue eyes locked onto mine.

“Y-yes,” I stammered, my cheeks only getting warmer at the hesitant sound of my own voice, suddenly wondering, crazily, whether Joseph would discipline me for not answering promptly enough. Where did the game begin? Where did it end?

Or has it never stopped, since the moment he told me to take off my clothes yesterday—and never will stop as long as I’m his…

I swallowed hard, looking down again.

His secretary. His fuck toy.

I looked up, sure I would see an expression of displeasure on Joseph’s face. Instead, I saw sympathy. I felt my face soften from tension into surprised pleasure, gratitude even for his interest, since it seemed genuine.

“Yes, in the suburbs,” I told him. I twisted my mouth to the side, saw his lips quirk, and I understood with a helpless little rush of happiness that he found the expression endearing. That, plus the thought of what I meant to say next, and how it contrasted with what I had on under my dress—or rather didn’t have on—made the heat flash in my face yet again. Distressingly, though I knew I should have started to anticipate the mortifying sensation, I felt it down there, too. I looked down and said quietly, “Conservative parents.”

“Of course,” Joseph said. I looked up again sharply. Of course. The assurance in the words seemed to capture his intelligence, his arrogance, and his irresistible attractiveness. He knew all about me, and he wanted to make it clear.

His eyes widened a little, and his mouth curved upward a fraction of a millimeter more. He picked up his champagne class.

“Let’s drink to possibilities,” he said, raising it.

I reached out and picked up my own glass. Something in the way he had said possibilities thrilled me, warmed me, and frightened me in nearly equal measure. Joseph’s smile got wider as he touched his beautiful glass, full of wine that literally sparkled in the restaurant’s subtle light, to mine with a very soft clink.

He sipped, and I sipped. The bubbles, bursting on my tongue, seemed to bring the sparkling into my body itself. I knew nothing about wine, but somehow I could tell that this one had a very complicated flavor I didn’t necessarily like, but which I could tell cost a lot of money.

“Go ahead and have your amuse bouche, sweetheart,” Joseph said. “Then take another sip of champagne.”

He reached down and to my surprise picked up his little foamy pastry thing with his fingers and popped it into his mouth, closing his eyes to enjoy the taste. For a brief moment I felt utterly entranced by the sight: his strong, skilled fingers delicately handling the delicate morsel, his chin lifting slightly as he savored the flavors. He opened his eyes and looked at me, the ever-present smile playing at the corner of his lips.

My hand shook slightly as I reached for the similar pastry on my plate, lifting it gingerly between my fingers, with much less grace than Joseph had displayed. The seafood mixture was a symphony of textures and tastes, salty and rich and a little crunchy, that single bite revealing new complexities of flavor from moment to moment.

As I chewed, to my mingled embarrassment and helpless pleasure, I felt it between my thighs, too, a warmth that seemed to radiate from my taste buds deep within me to my bare, naked pussy. It seemed as if Joseph had somehow imbued the food itself with his dominance.

When I took the sip he had commanded, the champagne, too, seemed infused with his presence, the bubbles dancing against the inside of my mouth like a gentle caress—and the flavor… the flavor. I hadn’t understood what wine pairing actually meant until then, because of course I had never had the chance. I swallowed almost regretfully, because I wanted the music of that taste to go on forever.

From that moment on, I felt lost. I could feel myself getting tipsy, though the glasses of wine the waiter poured, one for each of the five courses, seemed so small. Joseph kept asking questions, gently, about my family, my experiences at my previous jobs. The wine seemed to help with that, at least; I spoke more and more freely.

By the beef course, a piece of steak that tasted like no meat I’d ever had before, like the cow had descended from heaven and offered itself to the chef with instructions from the angels on how to prepare it, I started to ask questions of my own. At first I felt very strange, turning the tables on the man who had the awful paddle and the terrible wand. Then—probably thanks as much to the alcohol as to the fascination I couldn’t help feeling about Joseph—I forgot for a little while at least that part of our relationship.

He shared his own story readily between bites: his humble beginnings on the East Coast and the apparently relentless determination that had propelled him to the top of Selecta’s communications division. I asked and listened, captivated by his unapologetic drive and the way his eyes seemed to darken when he spoke of the challenges he’d faced.

“And now,” he said, setting his fork down with a decisive clink, “I find myself intrigued by a young woman who is both naive and ambitious. It’s an intoxicating combination, Ingrid.”

My lips parted, but I had nothing to say. All the parts of Joseph’s ‘fun game’ that had for a while receded so far into the back of my mind that I hadn’t even thought about it came rushing back. His words had nothing the least bit lewd about them, but the way his eyes narrowed as he said intoxicating sent a shiver down my spine and a tingle to my clit. Joseph looked, suddenly, as though he planned to eat me for dessert.

The waiter cleared our plates. Joseph’s eyes stayed locked on mine for a moment, as if he meant to assess me—to evaluate my progress, maybe. Then he looked up at the waiter and spoke.

“Hold off on the dessert, would you, until the lady gets back from the powder room?”

“Certainly, sir,” the waiter replied smoothly. He used a little silver scoop on the table, clearing crumbs from the wonderful bread away, and moved off across the dining room.

I blinked at Joseph as his eyes returned to mine. I had just peed a few minutes ago. I didn’t understand: had I done something to my makeup? I opened my mouth, about to protest, but Joseph cut me off, not with words, but with a gesture.

I felt my pulse quicken as he reached into his inside breast pocket. Of all the things he might have fetched out, the small velvet box that he placed carefully on the table between us seemed the most utterly surprising. My heart leaped at the sight of it, the insane, unwelcome, but undeniable hope of it holding a ring flashing through my mind.

What the… My modest mind balked, then continued as I considered the absurdity of keeping myself from thinking the terrible, naughty words Joseph used as if people said them all the time. What the fuck?

Joseph’s eyes narrowed even more as he watched my reaction. His smile had faded slightly, as if he meant this moment to feel serious or even solemn.

“Open it,” he commanded, his voice low and firm. The mere return of that authoritative voice made my tummy flip. To my horror, I actually fidgeted in my seat, and saw in Joseph’s eyes that he knew precisely why: his voice had reminded me of all of it—the state of my private parts, of the whole region between my waist and my knees that he had so thoroughly claimed for himself over the past forty-eight hours.

With trembling hands, I lifted the lid, grateful to lower my eyes. I revealed something of a kind I had never seen before, a gleaming metal object adorned with a large, multifaceted gemstone. Next to it lay a little plastic tube that seemed to have a clear fluid in it. My eyes widened in confusion, the unfamiliar shape sending a jolt of uncertainty through me.

“Do you know what this is, Ingrid?” Joseph asked, his tone quiet but unyielding.

I shook my head, my mouth suddenly dry. “N-no, I don’t.”

“It’s a butt plug,” he explained, his gaze never leaving mine. “You’re going to wear it for me until I take it out later tonight and fuck your bottom. It’s very important to me that your anus be trained for my pleasure.”

My jaw went slack. I thought my heart might pound through my chest and land on the crisp white tablecloth.

“You…” I said, though the word came out as more of a creak than an articulate syllable.

“Sir,” Joseph said. “From now on, tonight.”

“B-but…” I said. Joseph bent his head toward me a little, his left eyebrow rising. The way my body responded to that tiny movement, as if he had somehow, with the wand and the paddle, installed the fear of his discipline in my mind, nearly overwhelmed me. My breath went in and out of my mouth in little pants. I tried again. “But, sir… I…”

I had thought about it. Before yesterday I probably would never have admitted even that to myself. But after my shameful onboarding interview, the waxing, my naughty morning in bed… I could admit, it seemed, that I had wondered what it would feel like to… to have something there. Filling me in an unnatural, lewd, terribly mortifying way.

“Let me be clear, Ingrid,” Joseph murmured, the softness of his voice’s volume in sharp contrast to the severity of the tone. “A Selecta secretary doesn’t go fully off duty in her off-work hours. If you decline to do as you’re told, and you decide to remain as my secretary, I will punish you and use the wand if necessary to ensure your obedience.”

I swallowed very hard, panic starting to fill my chest. So the game hadn’t ever stopped. Even the beguiling, almost affectionate conversation, the exquisite dinner… all of it represented part of his mastery and training.

“I thought…” I started and then began again, lowering my voice to a desperate, urgent whisper. “Sir, I thought you said this wasn’t compulsory.”

I searched his eyes for any sign of yielding or hesitation. Of course I found none.

“Yes,” he agreed. “You didn’t have to come to dinner with me. I could have started your anal training tomorrow at the office.”

I gaped at him, trying to process his words.

“To put it another way, my dear, lovely little slut, the dinner was an invitation. The butt plug is compulsory.” He paused, as if to watch me comprehend. “Of course, if you choose to quit your new job right now, you can walk out of here with the assurance that Selecta will help you find a new one at a different kind of company. On the other hand, if you choose to stay at Selecta, you’ll take the butt plug and the lube to the ladies’ room right now and put it in your adorable bottom.”


CHAPTER 17
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Ingrid

Joseph’s quiet but firm command echoed in my mind, reverberating through my very core. I stared at the thing, its tulip shape, the jewel that seemed somehow both absurd and moving. My heart raced at the thought of obeying, a wild drumbeat of fear and anticipation. His words were simple but heavy with implication: quit my job or continue playing his humiliating, arousing game of dominance.

The idea of walking away seemed like an oasis of sanity, but the thought of obeying him, surrendering to his control, sent shivers down my spine so ambiguous that I felt glued to my seat.

Another girl, I told myself. That’s the person who’s continuing to sit here at this table. A girl who has no choice at all.

It seemed somehow so much easier that way, to pretend it wasn’t me submitting to this degrading demand but someone else entirely.

I reached out. My fingers fumbled as I closed the box with a soft snap. My hand shook as I reached for my purse, lifted it, slipped the elegant velvet-covered box inside. Each movement felt like a betrayal of my own dignity, yet the warmth between my thighs, the wetness I could feel seeping out of my bare, naked outer lips, betrayed another truth.

Get up. I commanded that other girl, the one who had just put the jeweled butt plug in her purse, almost as if I could assume my master’s role toward that other version of me.

It seemed to coax some small bit of strength into my wobbly knees. I rose from the table, unable to look at Joseph, or even in his direction. I moved as swiftly as I thought I could without attracting attention. She made every step purposeful, that submissive girl who had decided to follow the impossibly degrading command, despite the quiver that seemed to run through her body—my body—with each footfall on the restaurant’s gray carpet. The ladies’ room door swung open under my hand, and I slipped inside, seeking refuge in a private stall.

I clicked the lock into place behind me, sealing myself into the temporary sanctuary. My breath came in shallow puffs through my nostrils, the air thick with the scent of disinfectant and, to my dismay, something more primal—my own arousal, beneath the light floral fragrance I had hastily applied before I had gone down to meet Joseph in front of my building.

I looked at my purse, suddenly fearful to reach into it, as if I knew a venomous insect lay inside. My right hand shaking, I retrieved the box. I hung the purse from the hook at the side of the stall. I held the box in both hands and looked at it for a moment.

Another girl, I told myself again. Indeed I felt it more strongly, here in the ladies’ room, because Ingrid Vogel would never find herself in a bathroom stall holding a velvet box that contained such shame.

She opened it. I opened it. I saw again the gleaming silvery thing, and beside it the little tube that seemed like a humiliating reminder of what Joseph had instructed me to do with it, where he had commanded that I put it, outraging my modesty… preparing me for…

For him. For him, there, in my most private place.

She needed it, the other girl. She needed it so bad. She was a slut, just as her boss’ team had declared; working for Joseph, they obviously knew a little slut like Ingrid Vogel when they saw her.

Oh, God.

The cool metal of the plug felt heavy in my palm, its jeweled end gleaming mockingly under the fluorescent lights. I willed my hands to steady as I returned the box to my purse.

The tube of lube clicked open with a soft pop, the sound, absurdly, seeming almost deafening in the near silence of the bathroom. I could hear another woman at the sink, and I suddenly felt certain she had heard me open the tube, that she knew exactly what the sound was.

My face hot, I squeezed a generous amount of the tube’s contents onto my fingers, the slick substance cool against my skin. As I applied it to the plug, my fingers glided over its smooth surface, each touch sending a jolt of electricity through me.

Do it, you little slut, I urged the girl in the stall. Put it in your sweet little asshole. I felt my eyes widen as I heard that inner voice, my watching self’s filthy words.

I looked up and found to my distress that I could see my reflection staring back at me from the small mirror inside the stall, wide-eyed and flushed. With one final deep breath, I prepared myself for the task ahead, the weight of Joseph’s command pressing down on me, inescapably shameful and irresistibly thrilling.

I squatted a little, even that simple change in posture bringing a wave of warmth to my cheeks. I reached under my skirt. The discovery, with my hand, of my lack of underwear, the enforced smoothness of my pussy and bottom crack, seemed dismayingly new, as if I somehow had forgotten how deeply I had already submitted to Joseph down there.

The very act of putting my hand there because my master had commanded it felt degrading, a surrender of control so complete it left me breathless all on its own.

You love it, slut, the distant voice said. Within the degradation lay an arousal so potent it made me whimper.

The cool metal of the plug, now slick with lube, touched my most private place, the wrinkly little bud, the smallest, most shameful opening on my body. The sensation was electrifying, a sharp contrast between the chill of the metal and the heat of my sensitive skin.

Another whimper escaped my lips, a rising sound, curious, like a desperate question. The boundary between humiliation and arousal blurred, and the two melded into something that made my heart pound even harder.

I took a shuddering breath, my fingers trembling as I began to press the cold metal tip of the plug against the tense, tight entrance to my bottom. I felt my face shape itself into a woeful pout at the intensity of the sensation, the feeling of intrusion that made me gasp.

I pushed, biting my lip against the simultaneous blossoming of need and discomfort. Each millimeter felt like an eternity, my body tensing with every bit of inward movement.

“Ah—” A little whine escaped my lips, high-pitched and desperate, as the plug slowly inched its way inside me. My lubed fingertips slipped a little on the jeweled base. My muscles clenched around the cool metal, fighting the unnatural penetration even as a perverse surge of arousal coursed through me.

Keep going, you little whore, the distant voice whispered, the softness of the demand an intimate tease.

The fullness in my virgin anus felt overwhelming, a stretching sensation that bordered on painful but held an undeniable excitement, a secret pleasure. Every nerve in my body seemed to have gone on high alert as the plug filled me in a way that left no room for any thought not devoted to its invading presence.

I felt the last millimeter disappear into me. I felt the muscles of my tiny hole close around the post that connected the tulip shape to the bejeweled disc. My legs quivered with the effort of holding myself steady. The plug settled snugly in place, and I already knew it as a constant reminder, from this moment on, of my submission. My mind raced ahead, unable to stop imagining what it would feel like to have Joseph’s cock there instead. The thought alone made my breath hitch, and I bit my lip to stifle another moan.

I gathered my wits as best as I could, standing up straight despite the awkwardness of the foreign object lodged within me. I almost forgot my purse, and my steps were hesitant. The presence of the plug altered my movements, forced me to walk with a new kind of awareness.

Think about what it means, the cruel voice said, once again trying to impersonate Joseph. Each step seemed like a monumental effort. I fought back a sob, determined not to let the sensations overwhelm me. The journey back to the table felt endless as I couldn’t help but obey. Every stride reminded me of what Joseph had told me he wanted. What he planned to do to me, when he got me back to his apartment.

When I finally reached the table, I still couldn’t look at Joseph. I tried to sit down as gracefully as possible, my eyes looking straight down at the still empty table, the purity of the snow-white tablecloth. The weight of the plug in my bottom made it humiliatingly difficult, my thighs trembling as I lowered myself onto the chair. The cushioned wood pressed against my bottom, amplifying the sensation of fullness, making it impossible to forget.

I was drowning in sensation, my body a live wire of conflicting sensations and emotions. Yet, beneath it all, there lay that hot, dark, hidden part of me that reveled in this surrender, that craved more of Joseph’s dominance.

As soon as I had managed to lower myself onto the chair, the waiter appeared as if on cue, his eyes lingering on mine just a fraction too long. My cheeks flared as he placed the dessert in front of us, announcing it as a deconstructed chocolate mousse, its delicate different components layered and assembled in a way that made it look like a consummate work of art.

“Well done, Ingrid,” Joseph murmured, his voice low and filled with dark promise. His hand captured mine across the table, his thumb brushing over my knuckles in a gesture that felt both possessive and unexpectedly tender.

“Thank you, sir,” I whispered, my voice trembling as I raised my eyes to meet his at last. The words felt like an anchor in the storm of sensations threatening to overwhelm me, and the smile in Joseph’s eyes filled my chest with a helpless rush of pride and, insane as it seemed, affection.

I perched on the edge of my chair, the metal plug inside me a constant, throbbing reminder of my submission. Each tiny movement sent ripples of sensation through my body, making it difficult to concentrate on anything but the fullness, the intrusion that had become the center of my world.

In the dessert there was creaminess, crunchiness, and the most intense chocolate flavor I had ever experienced. The tastes, to my mingled delight and dismay, only heightened my arousal. I felt my cheeks flush a deep, mortifying red, and the heat spreading down my neck and pooling between my thighs. Each bite seemed a struggle to maintain composure, to keep from squirming under Joseph’s unwavering gaze.

He must have paid for dinner while I had obeyed his terrible command in the bathroom. As soon as I had scooped the last bit of whipped cream from the plate and, quailing inside at the thought of what came next, licked it from the spoon, Joseph said, rising from the table and reaching his hand toward me to help me up, “Time to go.”

I looked up at him, biting my lower lip. I could still quit my job. I would have gotten an incredibly nice dinner out of it. I would make out like a bandit, especially if Selecta really did help me find a new position.

I took Joseph’s hand.

The limousine ride back to his high-rise felt interminable. The plush leather seats did little to alleviate the discomfort of the plug. I shifted restlessly, unable to find a position that offered relief. Joseph watched me with a mixture of amusement and something darker, more possessive.

“Fidgeting won’t help, Ingrid,” he said, his voice a smooth caress. “You’ll have to get used to your anal training. It’s important that you’re ready for me.”

His words sent a fresh wave of heat through me, my body responding despite the humiliation.

No, little slut, said the watcher. Because of the humiliation. You need this. You need it. You need it in the ass.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the hum of the engine.

I tried to sit still, to obey, but every jolt of the car, every slight shift, reminded me of the plug buried deep inside me. It was impossible to forget, impossible to think of anything else.


CHAPTER 18
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Joseph

When the elevator doors opened, the luxurious silence of my apartment, which occupied the whole thirty-first floor of the building, seemed to reach into the mirrored space and surround us. I put my hand on Ingrid’s bottom, cupping and exploring a little, feeling for the sweet distension of her cheeks that represented the only palpable sign of the little plug’s presence in her delectable anus.

She looked up at me, her eyes troubled with understandable apprehension as well as the unmistakable, helpless arousal that made my cock leap along my thigh. With a pressure on her backside that I meant as a wordless command, I propelled her forward out of the elevator and into the foyer.

Our footsteps echoed against the marble floor of the commodious space, each sound a seeming reminder of the opulence that I couldn’t help taking a good deal of pride in. Ingrid’s wide eyes darted around, taking in the decor I had spent so much time, effort, and cold hard cash on—perfectly spaced recessed lighting, velvet drapes, the art that cost a good deal more than her yearly salary, as generously as Selecta paid its secretaries. My gaze lingered on her expression, savoring every flicker of shock and awe. Her reaction intoxicated me, letting me feel how stark a contrast to her previously modest life I’d presented to her.

I saw her swallow, a delicate movement that seemed to capture so much about these first explorations of her submissive nature. She clearly felt out of her element here, and it showed in the way she hesitated, her petite frame trembling a little with obvious uncertainty.

I couldn’t resist the magnetic pull, the call to dominance, any longer. I stepped forward and seized her waist, pulling her flush against me. Her breath hitched at the sudden contact. Her body stiffened, just for the briefest of moments, before melting into mine. I felt the heat between us surge, an electric rush that seemed to go to my head, my chest, and my cock all at once. My hands tightened their grip, asserting my control as I lowered my head to capture her lips in a searing kiss.

Our mouths collided with fervor. I made my dominance evident, guiding the rhythm and intensity of the kiss with my lips and tongue until she whimpered up into my mouth. Her thrillingly soft lips yielded to the quiet, wordless instructions I gave: the pressure of my own lips, the delicate but insistent penetration of my tongue. The pleasure she gave me with her mouth’s sweet, tentative response, her own shy exploration that quickly turned into something more desperate and hungry, made me feel the joy of mastery all the stronger.

I made my tongue more forceful, delving into her mouth and claiming every inch with possessive hunger. She tasted faintly of chocolate, an innocent, girlish hint that only served to heighten my arousal as I thought of how shamefully I meant to use her tonight.

Ingrid whimpered softly, a sound that vibrated through me, evoking my primal need to conquer and claim even more urgently. I deepened the kiss still further, my tongue tangling with hers in a dance of power and submission. Her hands gripped my shoulders, nails digging in just enough to send a shiver of pleasure through me. I could feel her resistance wane, replaced by a growing surrender that seemed born from more than the simple lust of a newly awakened submissive.

Breaking the kiss, I pulled back just enough to look into her flushed face, her eyes glazed with a mix of confusion and desire. The sight of her like this—disheveled, vulnerable, and utterly at my mercy—made for a potent aphrodisiac. My fingers traced the line of her jaw, tilting her head up so she had no choice but to meet my gaze.

I stepped back further, my eyes locked onto Ingrid’s flushed face. She looked up at me, her wide gaze reflecting both trepidation and an undeniable, unquenchable spark of sexual need. My fingers trailed down her neck, pausing to feel the rapid pulse beneath her delicate skin before continuing their journey to the zipper of her dress.

“Stay still,” I commanded, my voice a growl of authority that brooked no disobedience.

She shivered but obeyed, the tension in the room palpable as I slowly pulled the zipper down, the soft rasping sound echoing in the silence. The fabric parted, exposing her smooth, pale skin inch by tantalizing inch until the dress slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet. Ingrid stood before me, vulnerable and exposed, clad only in a lacy red bra that barely concealed the swell of her adorable little breasts. The contrast between the sensual fabric and her exposed skin sent another surge of my own need straight to the rock-hard shaft between my legs.

“Beautiful,” I murmured, my gaze raking over her form with possessive hunger.

“Joseph… sir…” she whispered, her voice trembling. It was a plea, though for what exactly, she might not even know.

“You’re going to go into my bedroom,” I told her, my dominant lust no longer permitting a smile, or a voice other than one of aggressive, almost bestial command. “You’ll see the door when you turn around. You’re going to get on the bed and face the headboard, on your knees right at the foot. Then you’re going to bend over and put your face in the covers, and offer your bottom to me.”
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Ingrid

I looked up at Joseph, my limbs still trembling at the force of his kiss and the humiliating but terribly arousing sensation of his stripping me nearly naked, there in the elegant foyer of his stunningly luxurious apartment. My heart pounded in my chest as I hesitated, my mind roiling at his brutal tone, the wolfish expression on his face, my body’s reaction, and my reason’s rebellion against it all.

The memory of the paddle’s sting on my bare skin and the still lingering ache in my backside flashed through my mind, a vivid reminder of the consequences of disobedience. Somewhere, my mind was trying to remind me that I could quit, that Selecta would find me a new job, that I could forget any of this had ever happened. I remembered the paddle and the compliance wand instead.

You don’t have any choice, do you, you little whore? that other voice said. Your master knows what you really need, and if you refuse to give him what he wants, he’ll punish you.

As if he could read my mind, Joseph lowered his chin and growled, “I have a paddle here, too, sweetheart. Do you need me to get it?”

I swallowed so hard it hurt. My face burned. With my lower lip between my teeth, I forced myself to turn until I could see the door of the bedroom, off to the side of the enormous living room. The huge bed with the burgundy comforter beckoned to me—no, commanded me with its potent symbolism, its embodiment of Joseph’s dominance.

Each step felt heavier than the last as I crossed the marble and my pumps found the carpet of the living room. Even there, still ten meters away, the bed loomed before me, an enormous expanse that seemed to dwarf my petite frame. My brow furrowed as I moved, my one naughty piece of lingerie somehow accentuating my lack of panties, my nudity, the intrusive, degrading, arousing metal plug in my anus.

I reached its foot. I climbed onto it. I knelt, the soft comforter receiving my knees as I positioned myself on the firm mattress. My hands trembled, and I hesitated once more, knowing what was expected of me yet feeling the weight of my vulnerability pressing down.

Joseph’s voice echoed in my mind, the memory of his commanding tone leaving no room for defiance.

I’m sure you know what happens to girls who don’t offer their bottoms for fucking, you little slut, the distant whisper said. I let out a little whimper at its cruelty, and at the terrifying knowledge that I was the one talking—that I couldn’t help serving as Joseph’s ally in mastering me and bending me to his hard penis’ enjoyment.

I bent over onto my elbows, burying my face into the fine, soft fabric, inhaling deeply to steady my nerves. The scent of the comforter’s fabric seemed to mingle with the faint aroma of Joseph’s cologne, grounding me in the moment.

I could feel his gaze on me, a scorching heat that made my skin tingle. I thought I could almost feel his pleasure, too; how aroused a dominant man like my master had gotten at the sight of a naughty girl’s bottom presented that way, showing the marks of his discipline, her face down and her cunt and anus up.

His voice sounded from much closer than the foyer. He had followed me, quietly watching.

“Reach back and show me,” Joseph said, his voice a little husky, the words a potent mix of authority and expectation. The thought of his lustful eyes on my exposed, proffered backside sent a hot shiver down my spine, both shame and arousal flooding my senses.

With a shaky breath, I reached back, my fingers taking hold of the smooth skin of my buttocks. I whimpered as one of my fingertips caught a bruise. I hesitated, overwhelmed by the intimate act I was about to perform. Closing my eyes, I imagined Joseph watching me, his piercing blue eyes never missing a detail.

Slowly, I pulled my cheeks apart, exposing the jeweled butt plug nestled deep inside my anus. The cool air on my exposed flesh heightened my terrible awareness of the plug’s presence. In my mind’s eye I saw the gemstone winking in the soft light of Joseph’s opulent apartment, humiliatingly marking my bottom as his possession.

That moving, helplessly arousing image of my submission lingered, branding itself into my consciousness. Each second stretched into eternity as I held the position, waiting for Joseph’s next move, the tension thrumming through my body like a taut wire.

I heard his deliberate footsteps. I heard what could only be him shedding his clothes, the rustle of fabric a stark contrast to the silence enveloping me otherwise.

“Look at you,” he murmured, his voice dripping with dominance. “So eager, so ready for me. Look at that tight little cunt I gave such a pounding yesterday.”

My breath caught in my throat, every word a jolt to my senses. The comforter muffled the sound a little, but I could hear it all. He approached the bed, and I felt the mattress dip under his weight. I didn’t dare move, too aware of the jeweled butt plug nestling deep inside me, its cool metal a constant reminder of my submission.

“Spread yourself wider,” he commanded, and I obeyed, my cheeks burning with mortification.

The air shifted as he moved behind me. I sensed him reaching out, his fingers grazing my exposed skin before gripping the base of the plug. With a deliberate twist, he began to withdraw it. I clenched reflexively at the mortifying feeling.

“Relax, Ingrid.” Joseph’s voice was a low growl, steeped in authority. “You’re mine tonight. Every part of you.”

With a whining noise deep in my throat, I pushed, my cheeks hot as the sun. The plug slid free, leaving me feeling empty and exposed. I shivered as he set it aside and reached for a bottle of lubricant. The click of the cap sent another wave of anticipation through me.

“You’re going to take all of me,” he continued, his tone both a promise and a threat. “And you’re going to love every second of it.”

I felt the cold lube on his fingers as he spread it over the tiny entrance, preparing me meticulously. His touch was firm yet careful, each movement sending sparks of conflicting emotions through me. Humiliation clashed with helpless need, and I felt myself sinking deeper into an abyss of pure vulnerability.

“Tell me, Ingrid,” he said, his voice now a whisper that seemed to vibrate through my entire being. “Do you want this?”

“Y-yes,” I breathed, my own voice trembling. The admission tasted like surrender, and it thrilled and shamed me in equal measure.

“Good girl,” he praised, and I felt warmth blossom within me despite the embarrassment.

His fingers worked the lube into me, stretching and preparing, each movement deliberate and unyielding. My body trembled, torn between the rawness of the act and the undeniable pleasure it brought. Each touch, each whispered command seemed to pull me further into my submissive role, making me crave his approval even more.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” he said, his words wrapping around me like a caress. “Such a perfect little fuck toy for your master.”

I whimpered softly, the conflicting sensations building to a fever pitch. My muscles tensed and relaxed, caught in the rhythm of his ministrations. His dominance was intoxicating, leaving me helpless and needy, desperate for whatever came next.

“You’re ready for me, Ingrid,” he said, his voice now a dark velvet promise. “This is going to hurt, but that’s what naughty girls get. This is your real punishment for needing the wand today.”

“Oh, God,” I whispered. “Oh… I…” I swallowed hard, my whole body trembling with fear and lust. “Yes, sir.”

As he positioned himself behind me, my heart raced faster, the anticipation almost unbearable. His hands gripped my hips, steadying me, and I felt a strange surge of gratitude amidst the chaos of my emotions. Despite the intensity of the moment, the tummy-churning fear, there was an unexpected comfort in his dominance—a sense of belonging I couldn’t deny.

Then, with a mixture of dread and yearning, I felt him begin to claim me, my body and soul poised on the brink of an experience that would forever change the landscape of my desires.

Joseph’s hands were firm on my hips, his grip over my wrists making me feel both restrained and taken care of. I gasped as he replaced the plug at last with the head of his massive, erect penis, pressing it firmly against my tight little flower. The discomfort mingled with the forbidden arousal, making my body tense and quiver.

“Relax,” Joseph commanded, his tone brooking no disobedience. “Let me in.”

I tried to obey, focusing on my breathing, willing my muscles to relax as he began to push forward. The stretch was intense, almost unbearable, but there was a dark pleasure in the pain. My fingers clenched the comforter beneath me, knuckles white with the effort to remain still.

“That’s it,” he murmured approvingly. “Take me in, Ingrid. All of me.”

His words sent a rush of heat through me, and I found myself arching my back, striving to accommodate him despite the burning ache. Each thrust pushed me closer to the edge of my endurance, yet I couldn’t deny the thrill that coursed through me, the way my body responded to his dominance.

“Please,” I gasped, unsure of what I was begging for—relief or more of the exquisite torment.

“Touch yourself,” he ordered, his voice softer now, a rare note of tenderness. He took his hands from over my wrists to allow it, placing one on my waist and the other on my shoulder. “You have permission.”

A sob of gratitude escaped my lips, and I eagerly complied, my fingers finding their way between my legs. The slickness there was undeniable, a testament to my helpless arousal. As I stroked myself, Joseph’s thrusts grew deeper, more insistent, each one pushing me closer to a frenzied edge.

“You’re doing so well,” he praised, his breath hot against my ear. “Such a good girl for me.”

The combination of his words and the rhythmic pounding of his cock drove me wild. My body shuddered with small climaxes, each one a wave of pleasure that left me trembling and breathless. I clung to the sensations, grateful for the moments of relief amidst the overwhelming intensity.

He increased the urgency of his thrusts, driving into me with a force that bordered on brutal. Yet, within that brutality, there was a strange, twisted care—a recognition of my limits, even as he pushed me beyond them.

My body surrendered completely, each climax a testament to my submission, my new gratitude for the dark pleasure he bestowed upon me. The room spun around us, the outside world forgotten, leaving only the raw, electric connection that bound us together in this tempest of desire and power.

His thrusts felt relentless, each one a declaration of his control over me. The jeweled butt plug had been a reminder of his dominance, its cool weight in my anus both humiliating and thrilling at the restaurant, in the limo, in the foyer. Now, with Joseph buried deep inside me, its absence was a stark contrast that heightened every thrust, every shiver of pleasure-pain that coursed through my body.

My hand moved faster, desperate for release. With a sob, I started to come, little climaxes tearing through me like lapping waves, leaving me gasping with both relief and need. My gratitude for these moments, for Joseph’s permission, fueled my submission. Despite the brutal nature of our encounter, I felt a burgeoning realization: his actions, his dominance, stemmed from a place of regard. He saw me, valued me, in ways I’d never imagined a man like him could. Could his passion for degrading me, I wondered distantly, come from anything other than a wish to demonstrate how precious I had so swiftly become to him?

“Yes, sir,” I whispered. “Yes, sir.” Again and again as he used my most private place exactly as he chose, simply to make his cock feel good. The words became a mantra of devotion. With every surge of agonizing pleasure, my heart swelled, embracing this role, this submission. My fingers danced over my clit, each touch synchronized with the rhythm of his thrusts, sending shockwaves of ambiguous ecstasy through my core.

“Take it all,” Joseph commanded, each thrust more forceful than the last, driving me to the edge of my sanity as he sounded the depths of my bottom in search of his brutal satisfaction. I felt my body surrender completely, trusting in his control, his care.

“Thank you, sir,” I heard myself whisper, tears wetting my cheeks—of discomfort, but somehow also of gratitude. The room spun, reality dissolving into the primal though unnatural joining of our bodies.

“Mine,” he growled one last time, and I knew it to be true.

“Yes, sir,” I sobbed.

My body trembled beneath his, every nerve ending aflame as Joseph’s rhythm turned frenzied. His hands gripped my hips with a possessive fervor, pulling me back onto his cock with an unyielding force. The weight of his dominance pressed into the very core of me.

With a final, deep thrust, Joseph reached his climax. His cock pulsed inside me, releasing its hot seed into my anus. The sensation startled me, a rush of warmth spreading through my insides. But alongside the initial shock came a wave of delight, a twisted sense of fulfillment that only deepened my feelings for him. I reveled in the fullness, my helpless affection for Joseph solidifying with each pulse of his release.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice softer now, tinged with unmistakable tenderness that made my heart skip a beat. He withdrew slowly, leaving me with a lingering sense of emptiness and longing. The loss of his physical presence was palpable, but the emotional connection remained, stronger than ever.

“Thank you, sir,” I whispered again, my voice barely audible. It wasn’t just for the pleasure he’d allowed me despite his intent to discipline me with his cock, but for the way he saw me—beautiful, intelligent, worthy of his high regard. In this twisted dynamic, I had discovered a depth of emotion I never thought possible.

“Rest now,” Joseph commanded gently, brushing a stray lock of hair from my face. His touch was tender, a stark contrast to the brutal passion he had just enforced on me. “You’ve done well.”


CHAPTER 19
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Ingrid

Three weeks had passed since I first walked through the revolving door of Selecta’s imposing skyscraper, and my life had settled into a dreamlike routine I would never have expected outside a dream. The initial whirlwind of confusion, shame, pain, heat, anxiety, and overwhelming, irresistible, forbidden pleasure had given way to a strange sort of normality. The office felt like it was stuck in a past era, with its rigid hierarchy and traditional gender roles, but I found myself growing fond of my coworkers despite—or perhaps because of—the sexually charged atmosphere.

“Morning, Ingrid,” Kevin greeted me with a sly grin as I walked past the bullpen. He leaned back in his chair, his fingers drumming on the desk. “You holding up your end of the work?”

I blushed furiously at the slight emphasis on end, the double entendre that demonstrated he knew what happened every night at Joseph’s apartment, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks. Kevin had a knack for making me squirm, and he seemed to revel in it. “Fine, thank you,” I mumbled, averting my gaze and hurrying to my desk.

Cathy, ever the picture of professionalism, glanced up from her neatly organized workspace and gave me a nod. “Good morning, Ingrid,” she said in her clear, concise manner. There was something reassuring about her efficiency, a calm amidst the chaos.

“Morning, Cathy,” I replied, offering her a small smile. Despite her aloofness, I had come to appreciate her meticulous nature. It represented a stark contrast to the playful sexist banter that filled the office, but it provided a balance that kept me grounded.

“Hey, Ingrid! You joining us for the cake run this afternoon?” one of the junior executives called out from across the room. Louis, always full of energy, flashed me a wide grin.

“Wouldn’t miss it,” I responded, feeling a genuine warmth toward them all. Over the weeks, we had shared not just work-related communication, but bits and pieces of our personal lives as well. Their loyalty to each other seemed real, and I felt grateful to be part of this team, even if it was a fact known to all of them that Joseph used me day and night as his personal fuck toy.

“Ingrid, Joseph wants to see you in his office,” Martin announced with a knowing look from his seat by the window. My heart skipped a beat. Despite the frequency of these summons, I still hadn’t grown used to the flush of excitement—and dread—that accompanied them.

“Thank you, Martin,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. As I made my way to Joseph’s office, I could feel the eyes of the junior executives following me, their gazes filled with a mix of envy and amusement.

Joseph’s office door was ajar, and I knocked softly before entering. He looked up from his desk, his piercing blue eyes locking onto mine with a possessive intensity that sent a shiver down my spine.

“Close the door, Ingrid,” he commanded, his voice low and authoritative. I obeyed without hesitation, feeling the familiar thrill of submission wash over me.

“On your knees,” he ordered, pushing back from his desk to make room for me. My face burned with embarrassment, but I dropped to my knees, the plush carpet soft beneath me. His cock was already hard, straining against the fabric of his tailored trousers, and I reached up to free him from their confines.

“Good girl,” he murmured as I took him into my mouth, the taste of him filling my senses. I worked diligently, my tongue swirling around the head of his cock, savoring the sounds of his approval. He seized my head, as he always did, holding my mouth in place so that he could thrust to the back of my throat, raising his hips forcefully from his desk chair. When he finally came, I swallowed every drop, my body aching with need.

“Stand up,” he instructed, pulling me to my feet and bending me over his desk. He lifted my skirt to my waist to reveal the black thong he had given me the previous night, worn over the suspenders of the matching garter belt.

His hand slid between my thighs with a murmur of approval. His fingers worked their way inside the panties’ gusset and found me wet and ready. When he plunged his thumb inside my needy sheath, the soreness there from his daily use only increased the warmth.

“I’ll fuck you here this afternoon, sweetheart,” he growled. “I promise. If you’re a good girl, I’ll let you come. You may go.”

I smoothed down my dress and slipped out of his office, my legs trembling. The walk to the bathroom was a gauntlet, the junior executives’ smirks and whispers adding to my humiliation. But crazily and ambiguously, beneath it all, I had a sense of… of belonging, that I realized I had always craved. I belonged to Joseph, yes—I even belonged to the office, to the bro-ish junior executives. But I belonged with them, too; I had become part of something bigger than myself.

In the bathroom, I fixed my hair and straightened my clothes, my mind racing. Yes, despite everything, I felt strangely at home here. The mid-morning coffee breaks, the afternoon cake runs—these rituals had become a comforting routine. And though the demands of my sexual service to Joseph were intense and often left me sore, I found myself craving his touch more and more.

As I returned to my desk, Cathy caught my eye and gave me a small, understanding nod, as if to reassure me that though I might still find it mortifying, my sexual service to my powerful boss represented no more than the expectation for a Selecta secretary. It wasn’t much, really, but it helped me. I felt like we were all in this together, navigating the hot, dark, bizarro world of Selecta Corporation.

Today, like every day around three o’clock, Joseph called me into his office again. The intercom buzzed with his crisp command, “Ingrid, my office. Now.” My heart would skip a beat at the sound of his voice, that possessive, dominant tone that sent a shiver down my spine.

My mouth in the morning, if Joseph had time. My pussy in the afternoon, unless he was on the road. He had missed his afternoon fuck on only a handful of days since the first time he had used me as the climax of my ‘interview.’

I crossed the ten feet of carpet between my cubicle and my master’s office. When I arrived and closed the door behind me, Joseph looked up from his desk with the same intense, authoritative gaze I had gotten to know so well. His piercing blue eyes locked onto mine, and I felt an electric thrill course through my body. Afternoons were more urgent than mornings, as if my master needed to take the frustrations of the corporate day out on my pussy.

“Have you been a good girl?” he asked, standing up.

I swallowed hard, thinking about all the things those two words could mean.

“Yes, sir,” I told him. “I got the You and Selecta campaign overview done and sent to marketing.”

He smiled, and I could tell despite the evident lust in his eyes that he was genuinely impressed.

“Well done, sweetheart,” he said. “I think you’ll get to come.”

I swallowed again, my cheeks flushing. Coming under Joseph’s massive, driving cock made me scream, which I felt certain could be heard in the bullpen despite the soundproofing of the office.

He pointed to the couch.

“Sit,” he commanded. “Legs up, skirt up.”

Despite my unwavering obedience to his instruction that I wear my panties over my suspenders, when he allowed me panties, Joseph liked to fuck me with my underwear still on.

Once he had covered the distance between his desk and where I sat, humiliatingly exposing myself, he lowered his trousers and briefs, tugged the soaking gusset of my panties aside, and plunged deeply into me.

Each thrust was powerful and relentless, driving me to the edge of pleasure and pain. His hands closed around my waist, holding my vagina in place for his enjoyment. My body ached from the constant use, but the soreness only heightened my arousal, making me more needy, more desperate for his touch. I closed my eyes, whimpering at every surge of his manhood, clinging to my knees, trying to open myself even more fully.

“Look at me,” Joseph commanded. My eyes flew open as if he had touched me with the compliance wand, though I hadn’t seen it since the day I had kissed the junior executives’ cocks. I looked into my master’s piercing eyes, seeing his pleasure in me, the value he put on me that only grew with every degradation.

“This is a tight little cunt,” he growled, making me clench, making me start to come just at the sound of his voice. “I like fucking it. Who does this little cunt belong to?”

“You, sir,” I sobbed. “You.”

After work, like every evening since our dinner at Saint L’O and the defloration of my anus, Joseph’s limo awaited us. The ride to his high-rise apartment was spent in silence on my part, generally, as Joseph usually checked in with Cathy to button up the day.

Once inside, we nearly always dined on expensive takeout. Joseph delighted in introducing my innocent palate to new tastes. The exquisite flavors of all the different ethnic cuisines inflamed my senses, as if my master meant to ready me, tune my body for the forbidden, ambiguous pleasures he drew from my helpless body afterward.

“Strip,” he ordered once we’d finished, his voice brooking no dissent.

“Yes, sir,” I replied, my hands trembling slightly as I undressed beside the big, polished oak table, revealing the lacy lingerie he’d chosen for me that morning.

Joseph had taken me to a boutique the previous Saturday, and accompanied me to the dressing room as if that were a completely natural thing to do, so he could watch me try on the lacy things he clearly liked best. We had left with several bra-and-panty sets, a teddy, and a babydoll nightgown. He generally worked through the weekend and left me to my own devices, but that night he had made me wear three different outfits and fucked me hard in each one.

“Black suits you best, I think,” he said, his eyes raking over my body with satisfaction. He had given me white, purple, and a new red set, as well as the black, and he enjoyed evaluating the effects of the different styles and colors on the curves of my body. “On the bed. Offer your adorable little ass in those naughty panties.”

He approached as he did almost every night and stripped the delicate fabric down to my knees. He lubed my anus with practiced ease. The cool gel made me shiver, and then he was behind me, entering me slowly, claiming me completely.

“May I play with myself, sir?” I moaned, the discomfort bringing tears to my eyes as his massive shaft stretched my little bottom much too full. Joseph made me wear a butt plug on Sundays to train me to take him more submissively, but it still hurt when he used me that way.

“Not tonight,” he told me, his voice hoarse with his pleasure, his demanding rhythm in my anus continuing. “You came this afternoon… you little whore… and we have… an important meeting tomorrow… I want you… needy.”

Denying me pleasure always seemed to increase Joseph’s own pleasure—and that paradox, in turn, made me feel—yet more paradoxically, it seemed to me—aroused… proud of myself even. I cried out as his hardness invaded me, my pussy clenching, and the crazy pride in my chest got even warmer as I felt my master’s cock spurt with his seed into the tiny hole he had claimed for a prized possession.

When Joseph finally held me in his arms, exhaustion and soreness settling into my bones, I felt an odd sense of peace despite the continuing ache between my thighs. Despite the constant embarrassment, the physical toll, the emotional conflict, I had—insane though it still seemed to my rational mind—never felt so alive, so desired, so loved.

“Sleep well, Ingrid,” he whispered, his voice softening as he stroked my hair.

“Goodnight, sir,” I murmured, my eyes drifting closed. In his embrace, I found a strange comfort, a fulfillment I hadn’t known I was missing. And as sleep claimed me, I knew that despite everything, I wouldn’t have it any other way.


CHAPTER 20
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Ingrid

I arrived at work feeling an electric restlessness coursing through my veins that the sleek, modern lobby only seemed to intensify with its promise of corporate power politics. The previous night’s denial had left me on edge, a molten core of frustration simmering beneath my calm exterior.

The memory of Joseph forbidding me to touch myself as he used me lingered distractingly. The sound of his commanding voice as he held me down, thrusting mercilessly into my tightest place, echoed in my mind. The remembered sound alone made me clench down there as I approached Cathy’s station, the intense sensation between my thighs bringing a deep blush to my face.

Joseph and I usually arrived together, taking the special elevator up from the executive garage where the limo dropped us off. Today he had woken before me and come to the office early to get ready for the meeting with John Grappler, the CEO of our division, so I didn’t even have his presence to steady me as I contemplated the day ahead.

“Morning, Ingrid.” Cathy greeted me with a professional smile, her fingers tapping briskly on her keyboard.

“Morning,” I replied, hearing surliness in my tone and not caring. I had the right to treat these people however I wanted, didn’t I? I was the one who had to take the punishing thrusts of Joseph Alden’s massive cock morning, noon, and night.

Cathy’s reproachful look at my failure to give her my usual bright greeting stirred a similarly scolding voice inside me. Really the office manager had always shown me kindness and sympathy.

Who gives a fuck? asked the rebellious part of me. Seriously… who gave a fuck about her so-called ‘kindness’ when it meant making sure my pussy and ass crack got waxed once a week for Joseph’s pleasure?

As I walked toward my cubicle, I felt the familiar weight of my old-fashioned paper notepad in my bag. With the super-important, but inevitably also super-boring ‘You and Selecta’ meeting this morning, I knew I would need to do some serious doodling to make it through. The escape of my pen on the ruled paper always seemed to channel my nervous energy and restless thoughts. Today, it held a special promise, maybe because I had such an obvious need for some semblance of control in the chaos of my desires.

I settled into my chair, the leather cool against the exposed skin of my shoulders and arms. The big meeting loomed ahead, but I couldn’t focus. Instead, I found myself opening my email, scrolling through the same messages over and over. My thoughts drifted back to Joseph’s piercing blue eyes, the firm grip of his hands, the way he commanded every inch of my being.

Hey, Ingrid, you got those numbers for me?

Sarah from accounting messaged me, the little pop-up in the lower-right corner of my screen breaking my reverie. Right: Grappler had asked for hard data on how much Joseph planned to spend on the rollout of ‘You and Selecta,’ and accounting needed to verify our numbers.

Yeah, just finishing up, I answered, glad that Sarah couldn’t hear the resentful tone of the words in my head. I felt like a tightly coiled spring ready to snap.

I typed furiously, the rhythm of the keys a poor substitute for the release I craved.

Communications estimates pubic response to the campaign will stay within this range. Thanks for your help, Ingrid.

I read it back, and I caught the typo, though in my current mood it barely brought a smile: public, not pubic. On another day, I might even have blushed. Not today.

On the verge of fixing it, I had the sudden urge to click Send instead. The whole team was cc’d on this mail, so we would be on the same page for the meeting. Joseph was a stickler for good editing. Cathy had even told me that my predecessor in the role of executive secretary had been paddled for typos several times.

If I sent it this way… who knew what might happen—but something would befall me, wouldn’t it? Part of me knew that it represented a bizarre response to having been denied a climax, but my body didn’t seem to care.

I clicked Send, and my face did get hot the moment afterward, as the thought of all the possible consequences went through my head. I hovered my cursor over Unsend. I was on the verge of clicking when the response from Sarah came back: Thanks, Ingrid!

I could send another message around, apologizing for the typo. I could pretend, when someone caught it, that the rush to prepare had caused it, and I would probably get off with a reprimand—get off, ha, said a wry voice in my head. Or I could wait.

Minutes ticked by of furious preparation in the bullpen—quiet, urgent conversations I could only hear the speech rhythms of as Kevin, Louis, and Martin got their story straight. Joseph remained in his office, though I could hear his keyboard urgently clicking through the open doorway. They must all have looked at the memo by now.

No one noticed. No reprimand, no discipline. Just the mundane, if frantic hum of office life continuing unabated. It should have been a relief, but instead, a strange disappointment gnawed at me.

“Numbers look good,” Sarah said as she passed by, flashing me a thumbs-up.

“Thanks,” I murmured, my voice hollow. The lack of discipline only heightened my frustration, feeding the dark, erotic storm brewing within me. I needed Joseph’s firm hand, his unyielding control to ground me. Anything less felt like… like I had gone adrift, a boat helpless to steer through a gale.

I pulled out my notepad, the pen gliding effortlessly over the paper, creating intricate designs that mirrored the tangled web of my emotions. Each stroke was a silent scream, a plea for the structure and discipline that Joseph alone could provide.

“Meeting in ten,” Joseph reminded me with a shout from his office, snapping me back to reality. I closed the notepad, my heart pounding with a mix of dread and anticipation that I knew didn’t fit the situation at all, but was apparently impervious to reason.

[image: ]


“…a 3.4% increase in market share,” John Grappler droned on, his voice a monotonous hum that grated against my already frayed nerves. I had long since stopped writing words in my notepad and switched to finishing off a particularly intricate, looping design that represented my best effort so far at gothic filigree.

The doodle made the one solace I had amidst this corporate purgatory. I knew that some of the CEO’s words were passing me by, and I forced myself to stop in the middle of a curve and listen. My eyes flicked toward Joseph sitting next to me at the long table, his piercing blue gaze fixed on the presentation.

“To repeat,” John Grappler said, “with the growth in market share thanks to ‘You and Selecta’ we’ll be ready to retool several different units, and…”

I glanced at my notepad and found that I had recorded exactly the same words, verbatim, in a section I had taken down twenty minutes earlier. Frustration seemed to boil up from my chest. How could this man be Joseph’s boss?

“Idiot,” I muttered under my breath, the word slipping out before I could stop it. The room seemed to freeze, the air thickening with the weight of my transgression.

Joseph’s head snapped toward me, his eyes narrowing. The junior executives, across the table from us, turned their heads in unison, disbelief etched across their faces. An electric tension surged through the room, making my heart pound wildly in my chest.

“Excuse me? Ingrid, is it?” John’s voice, usually so assured, faltered slightly as he looked over from his slides, his silver hair catching the light. His eyes bore into mine, a flicker of something dangerous lurking behind his calm exterior. “Do you have something to add?”

I felt a flush creep up my neck, spreading like wildfire. “Nothing, sir,” I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper. But the damage was done; I had done it, and everyone who counted, in my little corner of Selecta, knew it. In fact, only one person counted, the one seated next to me.

Joseph’s silence was deafening. I stared down at my notepad, unable even to turn my eyes in his direction. I knew for certain, though, that his gaze on me had not wavered since I had spoken. I felt it pinning me in place, making my skin prickle with a mixture of fear and anticipation. I could almost feel the phantom touch of his hand, the promise of discipline that lingered just out of reach.

“I apologize, John,” Joseph said finally, his tone icy and controlled. “Let’s continue. I’ll sort this out with my team later.”

In the last three weeks I had blushed more frequently and more fiercely than in my whole life before coming to Selecta. The scalding heat that surged into my face, my neck, my scalp—my whole upper body, it felt like—seemed more like Joseph had sentenced me to burning at the stake than like any of those blushes.

It made the way my face colored at my master’s shameful degradations seem positively girlish. All his commands, his inspections, his casual, possessive touches under my skirt in the presence of his other subordinates… I had thought they represented real shame.

No, the rational voice that never quite went away said, its tone almost sympathetic. No, Ingrid Vogel, this is shame.

As John’s voice filled the room once more, the tension remained, a palpable force that crackled in the air. My mind raced, torn between the dread of impending punishment and the dark thrill that coursed through me at the thought of Joseph’s wrath. The lines between fear and desire blurred, leaving me again adrift in a sea of conflicting emotions. The crucial difference lay in how high a wave, looming over my tiny raft, I could see.

I closed the notepad and I put my hands atop it. I looked at them, and nothing else. The meeting dragged on, each minute an eternity, until finally, mercifully, we were filing out of the conference room. I felt Joseph’s gaze on me, a silent command that sent a shiver down my spine.

“Ingrid,” he said softly, his voice nevertheless carrying the terrible weight of his authority. “My office.”

“Yes, sir,” I replied, my voice trembling. I kept my eyes downcast. I didn’t need to look at Kevin, Louis, and Martin in the elevator to know how amused, how smug their expressions must appear.

I couldn’t help it: I imagined them, Joseph’s team wondering wordlessly among themselves just how prettily bruised the boss’ secretary’s backside would be the next time they saw it—and with how much difficulty I would walk when I emerged from Joseph’s office. Even more immediately, how long and how loudly I would scream as I received the consequences of my insanely stupid failure to keep my opinion to myself.

Each step toward Joseph’s office felt like a march toward the executioner’s scaffold, a journey that would break me completely. Could I quit right now? Yes, but I would still get whatever punishment Joseph wanted to mete out. I had looked that up soon after he had told me Selecta would find me a new job if I resigned.

In the human resources FAQ I had found the answer, taking some comfort in the fact that clearly I wasn’t the only one with the need to know this particular detail.

If I resign after I’ve committed an infraction but before I’ve received the discipline determined by my superior, will I still be required to undergo that punishment?

Yes. Selecta’s bylaws, with reference to the relevant clauses in the corporate laws, clearly state that employees who resign with punishments outstanding must receive those punishments, under restraint if necessary, before their resignations take effect and separation from Selecta occurs.

We reached his office, the door closing behind us with a soft, ominous click. Joseph walked over to his desk, his movements fluid and controlled, exuding power and authority. He didn’t need to say anything; the silence itself was a force that pressed down on me, making it hard to breathe.

“Joseph… sir, I’m so sorry for what I said in the meeting,” I blurted out, unable to contain myself any longer. “I know I deserve to be punished, but please, not the paddle? I’m really scared.”

His expression softened ever so slightly, a flicker of something almost tender in those icy blue eyes. “Ingrid, I understand that you’re struggling. Last night, I denied you release, and perhaps that frustration has carried over into today. But you should have known better than to lose control in a professional setting.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice trembling. The air between us crackled with tension, thick and suffocating.

“Ordinarily, I wouldn’t hesitate. I would punish you very severely,” he continued, his tone unwavering. “But because of last night, this time, I think it’s important to give you a choice. If you feel like you do in fact deserve to be punished, even in light of the state I left you in, the consequence of your outburst will be very severe. It will definitely involve the paddle—not in spite of the fact that it scares you, but because of it. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir.” My breath hitched, terror and longing warring within me. The reality of his words settled over me like a heavy cloak, and I could feel the weight of the decision pressing down on my shoulders.

“Good. I’ll let you know later today what your punishment will be, if you decide to accept it.” His gaze locked onto mine, an unspoken promise of what was to come.

“Thank you, sir,” I managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper. I turned and left his office, my legs shaking with each step. The anticipation gnawed at me, a relentless beast that refused to be tamed. What would Joseph decide? And more important, how would I endure it—not just the punishment, but the terrible decision he meant to give me?


CHAPTER 21
[image: ]


Joseph

After Ingrid left the office, I leaned back in my leather chair, the polished mahogany desk in front of me reflecting the late afternoon sun streaming through the panoramic windows. My fingers traced the edge of a file folder absentmindedly, but my thoughts went elsewhere, following Ingrid to her cubicle.

I had dismissed her with a measured tone that had reflected only my determination to provide her with the discipline and the care she needed. I had kept the complexity of my thinking hidden as much as I could. Reflecting on the choice I had given her, to accept a severe punishment or decline discipline entirely, I tried to make certain I had done her—and myself—justice.

I was the guy, after all, who might well receive a reprimand from my own boss for Ingrid’s silly outburst. And I was the guy who had to discipline the adorable, independent yet needy young woman I loved. I couldn’t help but replay the events of the previous night.

As I had driven into her tight bottom, her pleading voice had echoed in my ears. “Please, sir, may I touch myself?” she had asked, her voice muffled in the comforter. The sensation of her little anus clenching around me had almost overcome my resolve, but I had held firm. “No,” I had growled, feeling a dark thrill as her neediness grew. And I had added the note about how I wanted her ‘sharp’ for the big meeting.

Ingrid had whimpered, frustrated yet obedient, her hands gripping the sheets instead of reaching for herself. Here in my office I couldn’t help wondering if denying her had been the right call. Was it purely my animal impulse toward the pleasure of possessing her that way, or did it serve a deeper purpose in helping her explore her submissive sexuality?

Had I made a mistake? I supposed if I felt like I couldn’t stand to get reprimanded by John Grappler, I had. But I definitely didn’t feel that way. I could take a browbeating from John. More important, my dominant instincts also told me that Ingrid stood on the verge of a new step in her self-knowledge; the kind of achievement that only came from fucking up and then embracing the resulting growth.

The lingering memory sent a thrill of my own need, making my cock stir against my thigh as it stirred something primal within me. In my mind’s eye I saw Ingrid in the moment after she had called the CEO an idiot. Her cheeks had flushed crimson, and she had fixed her eyes downward as if her life depended on not looking me in the eye.

Despite the breach of protocol, though, I had seen something admirable in the way Ingrid had responded to it. She hadn’t crumbled; instead, she had showed resilience, a glimmer of growth that was hard to ignore—especially in her admission that she knew I had to punish her.

I tapped my pen against the desk, lost in thought. Ingrid was evolving, maturing not just as my executive secretary but potentially as a junior executive in her own right. I could see the potential within her, the delicate balance between vulnerability and emerging strength. Offering her the choice of accepting or declining the severe punishment would be another step in her development. It would test her resolve, her willingness to submit fully, and her understanding of the consequences of her actions.

A slow smile crept across my lips as I considered the implications. This decision wouldn’t just impact Ingrid—it could also ripple through the office. Kevin, Louis, and Martin had performed exceptionally well over the past few months. Their dedication and results warranted recognition, and what better way to reward them than by involving them in Ingrid’s punishment?

The thought alone filled me with anticipatory lust, knowing it would serve both as a reward for their hard work and a powerful lesson for Ingrid. It also held the promise to settle another matter for me. I had shared my secretaries with my team several times before, and all the participants had found the experience very pleasurable.

Thinking about doing the same with Ingrid, though, brought different, more intense feelings—both in favor of the idea and… well, not really against it, as much as in favor of not taking it lightly. Of paying very careful attention to how Ingrid felt about it, and how I felt about it—and what it could mean to us.

My hand tightened around the pen, the weight of my authority settling comfortably on my shoulders. The decision was made. Now, all that remained was to see how Ingrid would respond to the choice laid before her. Would she embrace her submission, or would she shy away from the severity of the punishment?

“Let’s see how much you can grow today, Ingrid,” I murmured to myself, anticipation thrumming through my veins. This evening the real test would take place, and perhaps many more questions would receive their answers.
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Ingrid

“Ingrid,” the intercom crackled, Joseph’s voice cool and apparently emotionless, “come in here, please.”

My heart pounded as I stood from my desk, the weight of Joseph’s summons pressing down on me. In the two hours that had passed since he had told me he intended to give me the choice of whether to accept the punishment he decided on, I had gotten nothing done. I couldn’t even remember if I’d eaten lunch, though I supposed I must have.

My feet walked as if of their own accord, though each step toward Joseph’s office felt like treading through thick sludge. When I stepped inside and saw him framed by the city view behind him like a portrait of unyielding authority, I almost turned and fled. His piercing blue eyes locked onto mine as he leaned back in his leather chair, fingers steepled in contemplation.

“You know why you’re here, sweetheart,” he said, his tone icy and detached.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

Joseph rose from his seat, crossing the room with deliberate slowness. “You embarrassed the team, to put it mildly. As we discussed, I don’t let such actions go unpunished.”

“Please…” My voice caught in my throat, but his glare silenced me.

“Also as we discussed, because of the special circumstances I am going to allow you to decline this punishment, if you truly feel it’s not justified. If you accept the punishment, though, I will paddle you in front of the junior executives.”

He said all of it matter-of-factly, as if discussing quarterly reports, while I felt my knees wobble under me. Then, to my horror, he continued, “And then they will gang bang you as a performance reward, while I watch.”

My legs nearly buckled beneath me, a whirlwind of emotions tearing through my mind and my body. Fear clashed with an unexpected surge of arousal, submission mingling with the desperate need for his approval. Could I endure this? Did I want it?

“Your humiliation is necessary,” he continued, his tone unwavering. “You’ve caused embarrassment, and now you must face your own.”

I swallowed hard, my mind racing with conflicting thoughts. The idea of it… the exposure, the terrible agony of the discipline, the helpless, hot, dark pleasure of those three cocks and those strong limbs engulfing me… it filled me with terror and yet, also… that forbidden thrill.

I supposed I should have expected it, the wayward clench between my thighs and the beginnings of warmth and wetness down there. Maybe someday I would. Three weeks into this insane, overwhelming relationship with my brutal, dominant, gorgeous, affectionate boss, it still took me by surprise. Was this what I wanted? To be laid bare, both body and soul, for him?

“Do you accept your punishment, Ingrid?” His voice cut through my turmoil, demanding an answer; more, urging me to find that answer inside myself.

For a moment, I hesitated, my heart warring with my mind, my mind with my body. Something within me shifted, as I looked into his eyes, desperate to find a softer emotion than the singular resolve they seemed to reflect. This challenge represented much more than just a punishment; in it lay a test of my own resolve, my willingness to accept my own need to submit and to travel beyond it, proving myself capable not as the repressed young woman who had entered Joseph’s office three weeks ago but as myself: all of me. It would mean facing the hot, red depths of my desires head-on. It would mean putting myself utterly in my beloved master’s power.

“Yes, sir,” I finally replied, my voice barely a whisper.

“Good,” he said, a flicker of satisfaction dancing in his eyes. “Prepare yourself. This is going to happen right now.”

As I stood there, trembling, I searched his face again for any sign of softness, of care, in the wake of my acceptance. Was it just my imagination, or did his gaze soften momentarily? The lines around his mouth seemed less severe, and for a heartbeat, I thought I saw something tender, something protective. My heart thrilled for just a moment despite the quick disappearance of that softening: Joseph, sir, boss, master… he truly cared for me. For a few seconds, I had not the slightest doubt of it.

“Joseph…” I started, but my voice faltered. His name on my lips felt intimate, almost sacred. “Sir…”

“Yes, Ingrid?” He raised an eyebrow, waiting.

“Nothing,” I whispered, blushing furiously. It was suddenly too much to hope for, too dangerous to believe in love where there might only be control.

“Very well.” His tone was brisk, cutting through my thoughts like a knife. “It’s time.”

He pressed a button on his intercom. “Kevin, Louis, Martin. My office. Now.”

The enormous office seemed to close in around me, the modern art on the walls pressing against my mind, as if a representation of the storm raging inside me. Kevin, Louis, and Martin filed in, their eyes immediately locking onto me.

“Go ahead and sit down, gentlemen,” Joseph told them. “I thought it was only fair you should have a role to play in Ingrid’s punishment, since she embarrassed all of us today.”

My face burned as the three big men took their seats on Joseph’s sleek leather couch, their expressions a mix of anticipation and dominance. My heart pounded so loudly I feared they could hear it.

“Strip,” Joseph ordered, turning to me. His voice sliced through the air like a whip.

I stood frozen for a long moment, my hands hovering in front of my chest, quivering. My resolve had vanished completely in the face of the junior executives’ stark, lustful gaze.

“You accepted the punishment, sweetheart,” Joseph said, his voice condescending, slightly mocking. “Do I need to get the compliance wand out?”

I heard, in his tone, the game beginning again. The shudder that went through my limbs had as much desire in it as fear.

“No, sir,” I told him, still looking at the men on the couch. Suddenly, without any warning, I found myself thinking about their cocks: about how I could make them hard—how I would make them hard. How they might even be hard already, just at the thought of watching a naughty secretary get what she deserved.

My hands shook as I reached for the zipper of my dress, but the hesitation had gone. As the fabric slid down my body, exposing the lacy black lingerie Joseph had given me, memories of how he had chosen each piece with meticulous care flooded my mind. The bra, garter belt, panties, nylons—all designed to tantalize and tease.

“Faster,” Joseph snapped, his impatience palpable.

I fumbled, my fingers betraying my nerves. The dress pooled at my feet, leaving me vulnerable, exposed. My cheeks burned with humiliation, but underneath it all, the hot forbidden pulse of the game coursed through me.

“Good girl,” Joseph murmured, his gaze raking over my nearly naked form.

I felt their eyes on me, burning into my skin, consuming me with their desire and dominance.

“Remember why you’re here,” Joseph said, his voice softer now, almost a caress. “You caused embarrassment, and now you must face your own.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice trembling with a mix of fear and arousal.

Joseph turned to the junior executives, his team. “Gentlemen, observe closely. Ingrid is about to learn a valuable lesson.”

Terror gnawed at my insides but my heart warmed with another realization of the depth of his care for me. The punishment, the humiliation—he really did mean it to help me, to mold and shape me into someone stronger, someone better.

“Remove your panties and give them to me,” Joseph’s command cut through the heavy silence with an authoritative growl that sent a new shiver down my spine. My face burned with humiliation, my fingers trembling as they hooked into the delicate lace at my hips.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, barely audible, feeling the weight of every gaze fixed on me. Slowly, agonizingly, I slid the black panties down my legs, my skin prickling with the cold air and the heat of their collective stares. Finally I stood with the cleft of my smooth pussy exposed to their lewd gazes, framed by the garter belt and its suspenders. I handed the fragile garment to Joseph, a humiliating offering in front of Kevin, Louis, and Martin.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his tone full of authority and approval, making my heart race. He took the panties from my quivering hand and tucked them into his pocket, a possessive gleam in his icy eyes. “Now, bend over my desk.”

My reason recoiled at the thought, yet the hot, dark thrill coursed through me nevertheless, arising from and then mingling inextricably with the shame. I turned slowly, trying to steady my breath. The polished wood and leather of Joseph’s desk loomed before me like an altar of submission.

I reached it on halting steps. I bent over, stretching my hands across the cool surface, my knees instinctively pressing together in a futile attempt at modesty.

“Spread your feet,” Joseph’s voice demanded, each word a lash of control. My legs wobbled as I shuffled them wider, my body quivering with the mix of need, mortification, fear. The dark polished wood beneath my fingertips felt like ice against my heated skin.

“Perfect,” Joseph declared, satisfaction evident in his voice. “Gentlemen, why don’t you get up and come closer so that you can have a look at this pretty cunt and this tight little anus.”

My mortification soared to unimaginable heights as I heard them obey. I heard them moving toward me, felt their eyes devouring the sight of my exposed body. I sensed their gazes burning into me, with a heady mixture of lust and aggression. The air felt thick with forbidden sexuality, the room alive with the terrible promise of what lay in store for me.

“See how she trembles,” Joseph commented, his voice a dark caress. “The embarrassment fuels her arousal. Isn’t that right, Ingrid?”

“Oh, God,” I sobbed. Do I really have to admit it?

Then, “Y-yes, sir,” I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper. The words tasted like surrender on my tongue, and I suddenly hated how much they excited me as much as I loved it. Then, a moment later, I felt a surge of pride as I accepted the two emotions as part of the same deeply seated element of my very identity: simply, who I was.

“Kevin, Louis, Martin.” Joseph had taken a stand over me, I realized, his voice coming from almost directly overhead as he addressed the junior executives. His voice was honed with a cruel edge that I could hear even in the way he pronounced their names.

The Game, I realized, capitalizing it in my mind for the first time. He knows how to play the Game.

“I find this cunt and this anus extremely pleasurable on my cock. As Louis knows, her mouth is obedient as well. You’ve done very well this quarter. I’m certain you will enjoy fucking her in all her holes after her paddling.”


CHAPTER 22
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Ingrid

Joseph’s words hung in the air, each syllable its own little hot stab of shame, making a mockery of any thought of dignity I might have had.

I enjoy fucking her cunt, anus, and mouth, he had said, the casual objectification leaving me breathless. My cheeks burned with shame, my eyes stinging as I looked down at the polished wood of his desk.

I felt the junior executives’ eyes boring into me. I could see the eagerness, the hunger glinting in their gazes. Kevin, Louis, and Martin… my colleagues, my fellow team members… the men with whom Joseph had decided to share me like a new golf club… like a favorite beer.

Shame washed over me, mingling with the ghost of the anger my reason told me I should feel—simmering wrath that should threaten to boil over into rage.

How dare he speak of me like that? the rational voice demanded. Like a golf club! Like a beer!

But the hotter, redder, darker place swallowed the tepid heat of anger. Crimson need twisted in a coil within me farther down and more basic, in a helpless, undeniable response to the power Joseph wielded so effortlessly.

Silence fell. For an instant I wondered what had happened, and a thrill of mingled hope and perverse disappointment rose in my chest at the thought that perhaps Joseph would call it all off. Then I understood, because I felt the pressure of the air that I hadn’t sensed for the past three weeks, but that I remembered much too well.

The first stroke of the paddle landed with a resounding crack, the sharp pain exploding across my ass. I gasped, my fingers gripping the edge of the desk. The leather inset felt cold against my flushed cheek, a stark contrast to the heat blossoming where the paddle had struck. The pain took a moment to bloom, then started radiating outward in waves that left me breathless.

“One,” Joseph counted, his voice devoid of emotion. He allowed the silence to stretch, letting the anticipation build before bringing the paddle down again. Another crack, another surge of agony. I bit my lip to stifle a cry, my body tensing as I braced for the next blow.

“Two.”

He made each stroke deliberate, calculated to inflict maximum pain with unerring precision. By the third stroke, tears pricked at the corners of my eyes, the sting intensifying with every swat. The sensation was overwhelming, a relentless assault on my body and my mind together, the sum of it leaving me reeling.

“Three.”

The paddle came down again and again, each blow a punctuation mark in this cruel lesson. My breath hitched with every impact, the pain building until it was all I could focus on. My vision blurred, tears spilling over as I fought to maintain my composure.

“Four.”

“Five.”

“Six.”

I lost track, the numbers blurring together as the torment continued. Each stroke seemed harder than the last, the force behind them growing with Joseph’s apparent determination to break me. My cries filled the room, mingling with the muted sounds of the city beyond the panoramic windows.

“Seven.”

My backside clenched and unclenched in a way that would have felt absolutely mortifying if I could have thought of anything but the fiery, searing agony of my rear end. My legs kicked out uncontrollably, and I put them hastily back in place before Joseph could reprimand me.

“Eight.”

With the ninth swat, the pain rippling through my body grew too much to bear. I straightened up abruptly, tears streaming uncontrollably down my face. My hands flew to my throbbing, burning bottom, trying desperately to soothe the searing pain, to defend my poor little cheeks from my master’s punishment. The humiliation of the junior executives’ leering eyes only intensified my distress.

“Please, Joseph,” I begged, my voice trembling with desperation, “no more. I can’t take it.”

Joseph’s piercing blue eyes locked onto mine, a cold, unyielding command behind them. His voice was like steel, cutting through my pleas. “Ingrid, you know better than to stand up without permission. For that, you’ll receive an extra stroke.”

A sob escaped my lips as I realized there would be no mercy. With shaking hands, I forced myself to bend over the desk once again, determined to show my acceptance of his discipline. I gripped the far edge of the desk, my knuckles turning white as I braced myself for the punishment to continue.

“Good girl,” Joseph murmured, his voice full of dark satisfaction.

The next stroke landed with brutal precision, and I screamed uncontrollably, the sound echoing off the opulent walls of Joseph’s corner office. Pain exploded across my backside, the impact reverberating through every nerve in my body. Tears blurred my vision, but I held my position, knowing that any defiance would only make things worse.

“Ten,” Joseph counted, his voice unwavering, and struck again.

“Eleven,” he announced. My screams grew louder, my body convulsing with each excruciating blow. Heat flared absurdly in my cheeks as I thought of Cathy, listening down the hall, then remained as I remembered Kevin, Louis, and Martin watching intently, their hungry eyes devouring my suffering.

The paddle struck again.

“Twelve,” his voice said from somewhere that felt far away, made the more distant by my loud sobs at the pain’s crescendo. My mind teetered on the brink of collapse, but I clung to the edge of the desk with desperate resolve.

“Thirteen,” Joseph intoned, delivering the final, punishing stroke. The force of it and the white-hot torment that radiated from the wooden surface shattered what little composure I had left. I screamed with a raw, primal intensity that seemed to shake the very foundations of the skyscraper.

Gasping for breath, I remained bent over the desk, my body quivering with the aftermath of the torment. Despite the unbearable pain, a twisted sense of accomplishment washed over me. I had endured Joseph’s discipline. I had proven my submission and dedication to him.

“You did well, sweetheart,” Joseph said finally, his voice softening just slightly. He set the paddle down on the desk beside me, a symbol of his authority and control. “You should have a reward, I think.”

I nodded weakly, my sobs subsiding into quiet whimpers. I could feel the junior executives’ eyes still on me, their anticipation so great that it seemed to engulf me in some kind of psychic current. The knowledge that they would soon take their turn in my punishment filled me with a mix of dread and helpless excitement.

“Such a good girl,” he murmured, his voice dripping with condescension. “Took your punishment so well. Didn’t you, you naughty little whore?” His fingers traced the curve of my reddened, burning bottom, raising a shiver that traveled up my spine despite the searing pain.

“So much more to come, though,” Joseph whispered, leaning close so that only I could hear. His breath felt hot against my ear, each word sending waves of conflicting emotions through me. “Soon, you’ll be under their big cocks, won’t you? They’ll all get a ride on my little slut.”

His hand moved between my legs, caressing the tender flesh of my inner thighs before finding the slick heat of my pussy. My breath came in short pants between my parted lips. Joseph’s touch both soothed and maddened me, stoking the embers of arousal that smoldered beneath the surface of my agony.

“They’re watching, sweetheart,” Joseph murmured, his fingertips brushing deliberately over my clit, sending jolts of pleasure through my abused body. “They can’t wait to bury themselves inside you, to use every hole like I do.”

The mortification of being watched, of knowing their eyes were on me as Joseph’s fingers worked me, only heightened my arousal. Each degrading word, each filthy promise he whispered, fueled the need building within me. I could feel their gazes, hungry and possessive, taking in every detail of my exposed and vulnerable state.

“Do you see how this excites my little whore?” Joseph said in a different voice. New shame, hot as the sun, flowed through me as I realized with arousal-slowed thoughts that he had stopped talking to me and started talking to his team, his men—the owners of the cocks that would soon take me.

Joseph’s fingers plunged deeper into my wetness. “You see how quickly she’s going to come?”

A strangled moan escaped my lips as my hips instinctively pushed back against his hand. The pain in my backside blended with the intense pleasure coursing through me, creating an overwhelming mixture of sensations that drove me to the brink. I lost myself in the terrible need, the desperate urgency that my master knew so well how to force on me.

“Would you like to come, sweetheart?” Joseph asked openly, the question as much for Kevin, Louis, and Martin as for me.

“Yes,” I cried, barely able to form the words. “Yes, sir.”

“Good girl,” Joseph purred, his fingers relentless in their assault. “Come for me, Ingrid. Show them how much you need this.”

With a cry that echoed through the opulent office, I started to come. My body convulsed, each wave of orgasm tearing through me with unrestrained ferocity. Joseph’s hand never wavered, prolonging my ecstasy until I was nothing more than a quivering, panting mess draped over his desk.

“Again,” he commanded, his voice a low growl. His fingers continued their merciless rhythm, driving me toward another peak. The pain and humiliation only served to amplify my arousal, pushing me higher and higher.

“Please,” I begged, though I wasn’t sure if I was pleading for mercy or for more. The line between agony and pleasure had blurred beyond recognition, leaving me adrift in a sea of sensation.

“One more,” Joseph decreed, his thumb circling my clit with deliberate precision. “Show them how much you need it.”

My second climax crashed over me, even more intense than the first. I screamed, the sound raw and primal, as my body surrendered completely to the relentless pleasure. Joseph’s fingers milked every last drop from me, leaving me trembling and spent.

“Such a good girl,” he praised, his hand finally stilling. “Such a naughty little slut.”

As Joseph’s fingers finally left me, my body shuddered with the lingering echoes of pleasure and pain. The cool air of the office brushed against my drenched folds, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from my punished backside. I barely had time to catch my breath before he patted my burning bottom gently, his touch both soothing and possessive.

I sensed Joseph standing up. I turned my head over my shoulder to see him moving away from the desk with an apparent casualness that made my stomach twist in knots. He walked over to his armchair and lowered himself into it with the grace of a king taking his throne. His piercing blue eyes never left mine, a reminder of the power he held over me.

“Kevin, Louis, Martin,” he called out, his voice commanding and assured. “Take Ingrid to the coffee table. You may enjoy her as long and as hard as you choose.”

My breath caught in my throat, a mix of fear and helpless, reawakened arousal surging through me. The three young men moved forward, their eyes gleaming with hunger. Kevin, tall and lean, reached me first. His hands were firm but gentle as he lifted me from the desk, my legs trembling beneath me.

“Let’s go, Ingrid,” he said, his tone surprisingly soft. But there was no mistaking the lust in his eyes.

Louis and Martin flanked us, guiding me toward the luxurious, padded and leather-topped table that sat innocuously among the couch and chairs that occupied one corner of Joseph’s opulent office. Each step felt like an eternity, my mind racing with the possibilities of what was to come. The weight of their gazes pressed down on me, amplifying the submissive need that pulsed through my veins.

As they laid me down on the leather-covered table, I couldn’t help but glance at Joseph, desperate to know the expression on his handsome face. His blue eyes watched with an intensity that made my skin tingle, his expression an unreadable blend of emotions: pride, yes—I felt a thrill of my own pride to answer it, that, paradoxically, he valued me so highly. His own lust, too—I knew my master well enough to know his cock had gotten hard as iron while punishing me and then forcing so much pleasure on my helpless body. Some other, darker emotion seemed to lie in his eyes, though.

Jealousy?

“Please,” I whispered, though again I didn’t know what I meant by the submissive word, or even who I was begging to—Joseph, the junior executives, or even myself. The line between fear and desire had blurred beyond recognition.

“Try to enjoy this, Ingrid,” Kevin instructed, his hand trailing down my thigh, then pressing between my thighs to take possession of my pussy and my bottom at once. “We definitely will.”


CHAPTER 23
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Ingrid

Kevin’s fingers found their way deeper, their tips entering where Joseph had worked me so hard just a few moments ago. Kevin’s different, just as arrogant, caress sent a hot jolt of need up my spine.

An even hotter surge of shame followed as I felt my body respond without my consent, betraying me with a helpless arousal that made me dizzy. The even greater heat from Joseph’s paddle still radiated from my thoroughly punished bottom cheeks, mingling pain with the unexpected pleasure of Kevin’s touch.

“Joseph got you so wet, didn’t he?” Kevin murmured, his voice full of smug satisfaction. His words stung, but I couldn’t deny the truth in them. My body quivered beneath his hand, my mind a chaotic mix of mortification and unbidden desire.

“Please…” I whispered yet again, as if it had become the mantra of my submission.

“Such a good little toy,” Louis said, his tone soft yet filled with lust as he reached down to squeeze my breast through the lace of my bra. His touch was rough, and I cried out, the sound torn between pain and the unbearable need that made my skin tingle.

“Look at her squirm,” Martin observed, his brutality evident in the way he pinched my nipple, hard enough to make me gasp. He sauntered around the table, his eyes roving, clearly enjoying the power dynamics at play to the fullest.

My eyes darted to Joseph, sitting in his luxurious chair, watching the scene unfold with a calculated expression. A part of me sought his approval even as I fought against the humiliation washing over me in waves. I couldn’t tell whether I had it; his ice-blue eyes seemed unreadable, as if he had resolved to play this part of his Game only as a dispassionate observer.

“Don’t stop,” Kevin ordered, his fingers digging into the tender flesh where my thighs met my hips and pulling my focus away from my master’s gaze. The three of them took turns caressing every inch of my exposed body, their hands exploring with a thoroughness that left no part of me untouched. They squeezed my breasts, their fingers leaving marks on the pale skin, and kneaded my reddened bottom cheeks, reigniting the sting of Joseph’s punishment. They probed between the cheeks, seeking out the tiny flower where I had to receive Joseph’s massive hardness every night.

“More,” I heard myself say, the word slipping out before I could catch it. My cheeks flared with heat, but I couldn’t pretend I hadn’t meant it. I wanted my master to see how very much I could endure for him.

“That’s right, Ingrid,” Kevin said, his grin widening as he stood back to free his cock from his trousers. “You know what you want.”

As soon as Kevin’s hand left my thigh, Louis replaced it with his own, teasing my swollen clit with deft fingers. I bucked against his hand, my body arching off the coffee table in desperate response.

“She’s loving this,” Martin remarked, his voice a low growl as he unbuttoned his pants and pulled out his long, thin cock. He stroked himself, his eyes locked on mine, daring me to look away.

“Open wide,” Louis instructed, guiding his thick, short cock to my mouth. I obeyed, my lips parting instinctively as he pressed forward, the taste of him filling my senses.

“Good girl,” Kevin praised, his eyes dark with hunger as he watched me take Louis into my mouth. Meanwhile, Martin’s hands roamed over my body, squeezing and groping, each touch sending jolts of sensation through me.

Joseph’s silent presence in the background seemed somehow to speak in my mind, as if every degrading thing his junior executives said had his authority behind it.

Give her more, I imagined him saying, so vividly that I wondered if my master had in fact spoken aloud. Take her hard. Fill her up.

The ordeal had only just begun, but already I felt myself slipping into a realm where pain and pleasure intertwined, where my cries of anguish were indistinguishable from my moans of ecstasy. My body became a canvas for their exploration, painted with the colors of submission and dominance, each stroke a testament to their power and my submission.

Kevin’s grip on my thighs tightened, his fingers digging into my flesh as he spread me wide. The air of the office cooled the exposed, sensitive flesh of my smooth pussy, making me even more conscious of the heat there. I felt terribly bare before them, a spectacle of submission and arousal. Their every touch seemed like a brand on my trembling body.

“Me too,” Martin commanded me, his voice a brutal growl so that the monosyllables sent shivers down my spine. He thrust his cock toward me, the throbbing length demanding attention. He took my left hand roughly and wrapped my fingers around him to reinforce his lewd demand. The hardness pulsated under my touch as I began to stroke, suddenly eager to please and fearful of Martin’s wrath if I disobeyed.

“That’s it, little whore,” he spat, the words cutting through me like a hot knife. His cruel gaze bore into mine, green eyes searing with dominance. The insult ignited something deep inside, a forbidden thrill that made my core clench with need.

Louis had pulled his cock from between my lips, and he started to tease me with it. He brushed the tip over my lips as if to taunt me with a piece of candy he didn’t mean to let me eat.

“She’s eager,” Kevin remarked, amusement lacing his tone as he guided my other hand to Louis’ waiting cock. “Look at her licking her lips.”

The truth of his statement became undeniable as my lips parted, breath hitching at the scent and sight of their rigid penises. My mouth watered, tongue darting out to wet my lips as they teased me. The swollen heads brushed against my face, leaving trails of pre-cum on my cheeks and my chin that made my face flush with embarrassment.

“Please…” The word escaped unbidden once again, a desperate plea for mercy but also for more, for everything they had to offer. Despite the shame clawing at my insides, I couldn’t deny the intense arousal coursing through me.

I felt Joseph’s eyes on me. I wanted to show him… what? Submission? Obedience? Yes, but… independence, too? My mind reeled with the contrast for a moment, before the sensory storm of the gang bang ripped me back to the here and now of the coffee table, the office, and the three enormous men using me for their pleasure.

“Such a good little slut,” Louis murmured, his voice thick with lust as he pushed his cock against my lips. I opened eagerly, the taste of salt and musk filling my senses as I took him in, sucking greedily. The sensation of his cock sliding over my tongue, hitting the back of my throat, made my head spin with dizzying discomfort and arousal.

“Just a little whore, aren’t you, Ingrid?” Martin sneered, his hand tangling in my hair to guide my movements on his colleague’s penis. “Just a little cock-sucking whore.”

Whore, I thought helplessly, the word reverberating in my mind, stoking the fire between my thighs. I was their whore on loan, their borrowed plaything. My body responded with a fervor I couldn’t control, hips arching off the table, seeking contact, seeking release.

Kevin’s hands were relentless, his grip firm as he spread my knees even wider apart, exposing me completely. I felt his eyes devouring every inch of my exposed flesh, a predatory glint in his piercing gaze.

I whimpered, unable to suppress the desperate need building inside me. His fingers traced over my slick folds, teasing and torturing me before plunging deep within. My body arched off the coffee table, shamelessly seeking more.

“She needs it so bad,” Martin commented.

“Patience, little whore,” Louis interjected, changing his position to straddle my chest and keep thrusting his manhood between my lips. “You’ll get what you deserve in that wet cunt.” He pushed himself deeper into my mouth, filling it completely, muffling my cries of desperation.

Martin’s rough hand found its way to my own, wrapping my fingers around his throbbing erection. “Keep stroking,” he commanded, his voice a growl of raw desire. “Don’t stop.”

My head spun with the overwhelming sensations—Kevin’s fingers delving deeper, Louis’ cock stretching my mouth, Martin’s insistent guidance. I was drowning in a sea of lust and submission, barely able to keep track of who was where, doing what. All I could do was respond, surrendering completely to their demands.

“God, you’re tight,” Kevin groaned, finally replacing his fingers with the solid, pulsing length of his cock. He thrust into me with a force that sent shockwaves of pleasure through my entire being. I cried out around Louis, the sound muffled but unmistakable, as Kevin’s rhythm grew faster, harder.

“That’s it, take it all,” Louis encouraged, his tone both soothing and commanding. His words sent a new surge of lust through me, spurring me on to suck harder, deeper, my tongue swirling around him with eager abandon.

“Such a good little slut,” Martin said, his grip tightening around my hand, urging me to move faster. “You love this, don’t you? Being used like this?”

Yes, I thought, grateful that I didn’t have to speak it out loud. I could feel an orgasm building, an unstoppable tide rising higher and higher with each thrust, each stroke, each command. I was lost in a frenzy of sensation, every nerve ending alight with pleasure and pain.

“Fuck, I can feel it. She’s gonna come,” Kevin announced, his voice strained with effort and arousal. “She’s so close.”

“Let her,” Louis replied, his own voice thick with need. “Let our little whore come for us.”

And then it happened. My body convulsed, muscles tightening and releasing in a series of uncontrollable spasms. Wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me, leaving me breathless and trembling. I lost count of how many times I came, each orgasm blending into the next in a haze of pure, unadulterated bliss.

Through it all, Joseph’s presence loomed large in my mind. I could feel his eyes on me, watching, evaluating, even as I surrendered completely to the junior executives. His control remained absolute, his power undeniable though the hands on me belonged to his minions.

Amidst the dark, forbidden ordeal, I felt valued. Loved, even. Joseph had orchestrated the punishment—all of it, the agony of the paddling and the degradation of the gang bang—as a way to show his care for me, as twisted as it might seem to anyone outside this office. My certainty of his unwavering gaze provided a strange sense of comfort, a reminder that I belonged to him, that I was his.

Submission. Obedience. And independence. Yes. Because with my own free will—without even the help of the compliance wand—I had accepted my master’s discipline. My master… my boss… the man I loved.

“Good girl,” Martin cooed, his voice softer now, almost affectionate. “You’re taking us so well.”

“She’s perfect,” Kevin agreed, his thrusts slowing as he savored the last remnants of my climax. “Absolutely perfect.”

“Remember this, Ingrid,” Louis added, his tone laced with both warning and praise. “Remember who you belong to.”

Joseph, I thought, the name echoing in my mind like a mantra, alongside please. Please, Joseph. Please, sir.

Despite everything—the pain, the humiliation, the overwhelming pleasure—it was Joseph’s presence that anchored me, his control that held me together.

Louis and Martin lifted me from the coffee table, their hands firm, restraining, unyielding as they adjusted my position. My body seemed like a live wire, every nerve ending aflame with sensation. Kevin lay down on his back, his cock rigid and commanding. They lowered me onto him, guiding me until he was buried deep inside my pussy. Kevin’s grip on my hips was possessive, his eyes dark with lust.

“Her mouth is mine,” Martin growled, his voice a rough edge against the backdrop of my moans. “I want to come down her throat.”

Louis positioned himself behind me, spreading my cheeks to expose my already vulnerable anus. I gasped as he pushed inside, the stretch and burn melding into an overwhelming mix of pain and pleasure. Martin moved in front of me, his cock inches from my lips, teasing, taunting.

“Open up, whore,” he sneered, and despite the degradation, a shiver of arousal coursed through me. I parted my lips, taking him into my mouth, my tongue swirling around the head of his cock.

They moved in a synchronized rhythm, each thrust driving me further into a state of pure sensation. Kevin’s cock filled me completely, while Louis’s relentless penetration in my ass had me teetering on the edge of sanity. Martin’s cock slid in and out of my mouth, his taste mingling with the salty tang of my tears and sweat.

“Look at her,” Louis panted. “She’s fucking loving this.”

“That’s because she knows who she belongs to,” Kevin replied, his voice hoarse with pleasure.

Even as they used me, my mind’s eye sought out Joseph, invisible to me past the looming bodies of his junior executives. He remained seated in his chair, a silent sentinel watching over the debauchery he had decreed. In my imagination, his piercing blue eyes locked onto mine, and despite the chaos around me I felt a profound sense of belonging.

My world shrank to the sensations: the fullness of Kevin inside my pussy, the brutal invasion of Louis in my ass, the demanding thrusts of Martin in my mouth. Each touch, each movement, drew me further into a realm where thought ceased to exist, replaced by raw, primal pleasure.

“Fuck, she’s squeezing so tight,” Kevin groaned, his fingers digging into my hips as he held me steady for Louis’ punishing thrusts in my bottom.

“Isn’t that right, little whore?” Martin taunted, pulling back to let me answer.

“Yes,” I gasped around him, my voice barely more than a breathless whisper. “I need it. I need all of you.”

Good girl, came Joseph’s imagined voice again, as if he had pressed his lips to my ear, the words so clear that I knew he hadn’t actually spoken.

Time lost meaning as they continued to use me, my body responding with a series of uncontrollable climaxes. Each orgasm tore through me, leaving me trembling and weak, yet hungry for more. I floated somewhere beyond the physical plane, my spirit untethered even as my flesh remained bound to their desires.

“Almost there,” Kevin grunted, his movements growing erratic.

“Me too,” Louis echoed, his grip tightening on my waist.

“Let’s finish her off,” Martin commanded, pushing deeper into my throat.

As they reached their peaks, I felt another climax building within me, unstoppable and all-consuming. The room faded away, replaced by a universe of pure, blinding ecstasy. I was no longer Ingrid Vogel, whether naughty or obedient, independent or submissive; I had become a vessel of pleasure, a conduit for their lust.

When it finally ended, they lifted me from the coffee table and left me curled up on the couch, barely aware of their leaving one by one. Exhaustion weighed heavily on me, but a soft, warm pressure settled over my shoulders: Joseph’s suit coat, a symbol of his protection, his ownership. He gathered me into his arms, cradling me with a surprising gentleness.

“I love you,” he murmured. “Let’s go home.”


CHAPTER 24
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Joseph

Holding Ingrid close in my bedroom, I felt the warmth of her body seep into mine. Her breathing came slow and steady, a serene rhythm that echoed the stillness I thought I could feel within her. She responded to my touch, but her movements seemed languid, her eyes dreamy and unfocused.

I felt certain that she had remained deep in subspace, that realm where a girl like Ingrid could exist, happily, distant from her physical form. She had dressed in my office, walked to the elevator and then the limo, ridden through the city, all in silence except for a single contented sigh when I had gathered her under my arm on the bench seat of the town car and she had melted into me, her body as pliable as warm wax.

“You’re here with me, aren’t you, sweetheart?” I whispered, more to myself than to her. Her lips curled into a faint smile, but her gaze remained distant, lost in the haze of her submissive surrender.

I stepped back, allowing the cool air to flow between us, and began to undress her. The room’s dim lighting cast soft shadows that danced across Ingrid’s delicate features. I knelt before her and slid off her heels, one by one, feeling the tension in her small feet release. Her dress came next, the fabric gliding down her shoulders and cascading to her feet in a silken whisper.

“Such a good girl,” I murmured as I reached behind her to unclasp her bra. Her skin prickled a little under my fingertips, but she remained in her dreamlike state. The bra joined the growing pile on the floor, and I moved on to her garter belt and suspenders, unhooking them methodically. Each little snap released another layer of her submission, exposing more of the vulnerability she had shown earlier with Kevin, Martin, and Louis.

Her nylons slid down her legs like a second skin, and I couldn’t help but admire the smooth expanse of her thighs, now bare and inviting. Ingrid’s voice broke through the quiet, a soft, dreamlike murmur.

“My panties?”

I smiled as I stood up, reaching into my suit coat pocket. “I have them, sweetheart.” I pulled out the delicate scrap of fabric and held it up for her to see. Her eyes lit up with recognition, and an adorable blush suffused her face, spreading a warm glow across her cheeks.

“Thank you, sir,” she whispered, her voice barely audible but filled with so much gratitude it tugged at something deep inside me.

In that moment, the memory of watching her with the junior executives flashed through my mind. The way she had taken all of them, her body quivering with each thrust, had struck me as both a torment and a revelation. She had found a profound pleasure in her submission, a pleasure I had helped cultivate. But now, seeing her standing before me, stripped and vulnerable, I felt an undeniable urge to reclaim her completely.

I couldn’t resist. The delicate fabric of Ingrid’s panties was damp with the memory of her arousal, and I brought the gusset to my nose, inhaling deeply. The scent hit me like a drug—musky, naughty, and intoxicating. My eyes stayed locked on hers, capturing the moment as she bit her lip, a deeper blush spreading across her cheeks. Her vulnerability, her complete surrender, made my chest tighten with something both primal and tender.

“Joseph…” she murmured, her voice a soft plea wrapped in uncertainty.

“Yes, sweetheart?” I replied, my voice rough with desire. I took another deep breath of her essence, feeling my cock harden against my thigh. The scent told a story of helpless arousal, of her anticipation for the punishment she had known she deserved. Her eyes fluttered, half-lidded, lost in subspace yet tethered to me by an invisible thread of trust and need.

“Do you remember what you felt,” I asked, my tone commanding, “when you gave these to me?”

“Yes, sir,” she whispered, trembling slightly. Her innocence mingled with the truth of her submission, a mixture I found irresistible.

“Good girl,” I praised, letting the words sink in as I lowered the panties from my nose, folding them carefully. Her response was immediate, a small shiver that traveled through her body, making her nipples peak with longing.

My heart swelled, filled with a love I could no longer deny. This wasn’t just about control or dominance; it was about solidifying what we had started to build between us. The memory of Kevin, Louis, and Martin fucking her in all her holes played in my mind like a dark, erotic film. I had watched them take her, had seen the way her body quivered with each thrust. She had found something profound in her submission, something I had nurtured and cultivated.

“You’re mine,” I said softly. “Aren’t you?” The words seemed the invitation to a mutual vow, words to seal the understanding between us.

“Yes, sir,” Ingrid whispered.

I reached out, stroking her cheek with the back of my hand. The softness of her skin, the warmth radiating from her, made my resolve even stronger. The little interaction over her panties had done more than ignite my desire—it had solidified my need to claim her completely.

“Do you understand what that means?” I asked, stepping closer, the heat of my erection pressing into her belly.

“Yes, sir,” she repeated, her voice steady despite the dreamy haze in her eyes.

“Good.” I leaned in, brushing my lips against her ear. “Tonight, I’m going to remind you who you belong to.”

Her breath caught in her throat, and the sound sent a surge of possessiveness through my veins. The memory of watching my junior executives fuck her both aroused me and goaded me. Standing here with her, having stripped her completely, I knew it was time to reclaim what was rightfully mine.
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Ingrid

Joseph stepped back again and began to undress, his eyes never leaving mine, and yet each of his movements deliberate and measured. I stood there, feeling the heat rise within me, my mouth dry with anticipation. The sound of his shoes hitting the floor, soft as it was in the luxurious carpet, seemed to echo in the opulent silence of his bedroom. He pulled off his tie, the fabric slipping through his fingers with a whisper, before shrugging off his suit coat and letting it fall in a heap beside him.

His fingers on the buttons of his crisp white Oxford shirt exposed his powerful chest, a sculpted testament to his disciplined lifestyle, thatched in blond curls that showed only a hint of silver. My breath got labored as I felt my body respond, the familiar warmth growing down between my thighs.

Let’s go home. That’s what he had said in his office, after the gang bang, when he had put his suit coat over me to keep away the shivers that had threatened to claim my limbs. He had made his voice a sort of tender growl that had sent a thrill through my whole nervous system.

Home. He’d never referred to his apartment that way before, at least in a way that included me. The memory made me glow with an unexpected sense of belonging, a burgeoning love that felt almost too fragile to name—as strange as it had seemed after everything that had just taken place in his office.

He stepped closer again, urgently, as if he couldn’t keep himself from interrupting the process of undressing to lay hands on me. He reached for my face with a tenderness that contrasted sharply with the hard lines of his expression. His thumb brushed over my cheek, and then his lips were on mine, demanding yet impossibly tender. I poured myself into him, lost in the sensation, every nerve ending alight with desire and need.

As his tongue explored my mouth, tasting, claiming, the feeling of… of difference grew: it felt as if in the past our encounters had been about dominance, control, and submission, as much as I had wondered whether my master might be developing feelings for me.

Something more had begun, though; an intimacy that made my heart ache and glow at once. The soreness from the paddle and the rough fucking of his minions faded into the background, replaced by the overwhelming presence of Joseph, my master.

His hands tightened on my face for a moment, as if he couldn’t bear to break the connection, before he finally pulled back. His eyes searched mine, a mix of possessiveness and something softer, something that made my tummy flip.

Joseph stepped back again. His hands went to the waistband of his trousers, urgency clear in every motion. His fingers moved over his belt buckle, unfastening it with practiced ease. The metallic clink of it sounded very familiar to me now, but I had always heard the noise from behind me, while I buried my face in the comforter at his command.

My eyes locked onto his hands, watching as they worked, my heart racing at the thought of what came next. The zipper slid down, and he pushed the fabric away from his hips. His enormous, rigid penis sprang free, demanding my full attention. It stood proud and commanding, just like its owner.

I fixed my gaze solely on his cock, knowing that a good fuck toy saw in her master’s manhood the center of her world. I felt a flush rise to my cheeks and wetness seeping from my bare pussy despite the soreness that lingered there.

The sight of his powerful erection captivated me, banishing all other thoughts. I wanted it inside me, claiming me anew, marking me as his. Even after Kevin, Louis, and Martin had used me, leaving me tender and sore, the desire for Joseph’s cock outweighed the fear of discomfort when he fucked me. My need transcended my physicality; it was a hunger for submission, for belonging.

“On your knees,” Joseph ordered. My body responded instinctively, dropping to the floor, a sob escaping my lips. I knelt before him, staring up at the imposing figure of my master, my gaze fixed on his massive, rock-hard cock.

“Take me in your mouth,” he growled, guiding his hardness to my lips. I opened willingly, feeling the familiar ache in my jaw as he thrust deep. The sheer size of him filled my mouth, my throat, asserting his dominance in a way that felt both humbling and exhilarating.

His hand rested on the back of my head, holding me in place, ensuring I took every inch. Tears pricked at my eyes from the effort, but I welcomed the sensation. This represented his way of possessing me, I knew, of reclaiming me and teaching me about his control over me.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice a mixture of satisfaction and command. He held himself in for a moment, as if to make sure I understood who I belonged to, before slowly withdrawing. A trail of my saliva connected us briefly, an obscurely embarrassing, but also very real, reminder of our bond.

Then Joseph’s hands moved with a speed that left me breathless. One moment I was kneeling before him, the taste of his dominance still lingering on my tongue. The next he had scooped me up from the floor as if I weighed nothing at all. It was like flying; the world blurred around me, distant and surreal. His strength enveloped me, making me feel both fragile and fiercely protected.

He carried me the few steps to the bed, pulling back the covers with a single, fluid motion even as he held me aloft with one arm. With a tenderness that was almost jarring in its contrast to his earlier roughness, he laid me down, positioning me to face away from him.

I felt the mattress dip as he climbed in behind me, his body heat radiating against my back. The sensation of his skin against mine intoxicated my senses, a potent mix of warmth and possessiveness. His enormous erection pressed insistently against my bottom, a constant reminder of his power and his hunger.

I lay there, feeling completely engulfed by him—his strength, his care, his undeniable presence. Every muscle in my body seemed to melt into his, merging our beings in a way that transcended our bodies. His arm wrapped around my waist, pulling me closer, anchoring me to him.

“I’m so proud of you, Ingrid,” he murmured into my ear, his breath hot against my skin.

His words sent a shiver down my spine, igniting a confusing whirlpool of emotions. The soreness from the paddle and the gang bang lingered, a dull ache that mingled with the warmth blossoming between my thighs. My mind held a haze of conflicting desires—how deeply I needed him, how much I craved his reclamation of me, yet how tender I still felt down there.

“Your work at Selecta, your submission to me… You’ve done well, Ingrid. Better than I could have asked for.”

His praise soothed like a balm rubbed gently over the raw edges of my self-doubt. Despite my mistake at the big meeting, he had seen it as an opportunity for growth, for both of us, I understood suddenly. His belief in me, his acknowledgment of my efforts, filled me with a glowing pride that eclipsed the pain.

“Thank you, sir,” I whispered, my voice trembling with emotion.

“Shh,” he hushed gently, his lips brushing against my ear. “Just let me hold you for a while.”

I obeyed, sinking deeper into his embrace. For a moment, time seemed to stand still. I supposed it came from my detached, dreamy state, but I truly felt our souls entwine, lose themselves in a galaxy where nothing mattered but the connection we shared, as dark and twisted as it might seem to anyone else. His hand traced soothing circles on my belly, each touch a wordless promise of his protection and care.

Even as I reveled in the comfort of his arms, though, my need grew. His rigid cock throbbed against my bottom, a relentless reminder of what was to come. Mixed thoughts and feelings swirled within me, the longing for his possession battling with my fear of lingering pain from the night’s earlier events.

“You’re so strong, Ingrid,” Joseph continued, his voice barely above a whisper. “I’ve been looking for you for a long time.”

His quiet words seemed to hang in the air. I felt a new wave of longing wash over me—to belong to him completely, whatever he demanded of me. The line between pleasure and pain blurred, making it impossible to distinguish one from the other. All that remained was the overwhelming need to be his, fully and utterly.

“Please,” I found myself whispering, knowing suddenly that I would have to ask for it.

I gasped as he instantly began to move the head of his cock over my pussy lips, teasing me with agonizing slowness. Up and down, the slick heat of him grazing my entrance, making me whimper with need. Each stroke felt like a spark igniting a flame, building an inferno of desire that threatened to consume me whole.

“Please,” I choked out, my voice barely more than a sob. “Please, sir. Please fuck me.”

“Happily,” he murmured, positioning himself at the place where I so desperately longed for him. The moment hung suspended, a heartbeat stretched into eternity, before he thrust in hard, filling me completely.

I cried out, my voice breaking as my body adjusted to the sudden invasion. The overwhelming mixture of sensation—pleasure, pain, relief, and submission—coalesced into a single point of intensity deep within me.

“Such a tight cunt,” Joseph growled, his words vibrating through me. “You were made for this, weren’t you? Made to take my cock.”

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered, tears of both joy and torment spilling from my eyes. Each thrust seemed to drive his dominance deeper into me, claiming me anew with every powerful movement.

Time seemed not to have a meaning. On Joseph’s surging cock, entirely possessed by his manhood, I moved tentatively, my hips faintly matching the rhythm of his triumphant ride. I knew I wouldn’t come, and I almost didn’t regret it; I felt glad to serve him as the receptacle of his pleasure and nothing more.

His fucking went on for some amount of time, some uncountable number of minutes, and then, abruptly, he stilled his thrusts, holding himself deep inside my sheath.

“I’m going to reclaim your bottom now, Ingrid,” Joseph’s voice rumbled in my ear, each word a command that seeped into my bones. The declaration sent a shiver through me, and I couldn’t stop the sob that escaped my lips.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice quavering with a mixture of anticipation and dread. I didn’t know how I’d be able to bear it, but any hesitation was drowned out by the need to please him, to show him that I was really, truly his.

Joseph withdrew from my pussy, leaving an aching emptiness behind. I could hear his hands move with practiced precision as he reached to the bedside table, retrieving the small bottle of lube. The sound of the cap popping open seemed deafening in the quiet room.

I felt his lubed fingers at my rear entrance, and I bit down on my lip as he began to massage the tight ring of muscle, coaxing it to loosen. The initial intrusion stung, drawing a sharp gasp from me, but his touch was patient, deliberate.

“Good girl,” he praised, his words a balm to my raw nerves. “Just breathe.”

I focused on his voice, on the warmth of his body pressed against mine. Slowly, inexorably, he worked his way inside, preparing me for what was to come. My muscles protested, still sore from the brutal use they’d endured earlier, but I forced myself to relax, to accept.

“Please, sir,” I breathed, needing his approval, his reassurance.

“That’s it,” he said, his fingers sliding deeper. “You’re doing so well.”

When he finally removed his fingers, it felt like a reprieve, but only for a moment. I knew what was coming next. Joseph shifted behind me, and I could feel the head of his cock pressing against my tiny flower. He paused, as if giving me one last chance to prepare, then pushed forward gently, breaching the tight resistance of my sphincter.

I let out a sharp cry at the now-familiar sensation that I nevertheless couldn’t seem to get used to. Pain and shamefully pleasurable fullness mixed together inextricably. The physical discomfort joined itself with the overwhelming reality of being taken in such an intimate, vulnerable way.

My body shook with the effort to accommodate him. The stretch felt intense, almost unbearable, but I clung to his tender words and his utter dominance. I needed this, needed to be reminded of my place, even if it hurt.

“Good girl,” he repeated, his cock sinking deeper until he was fully seated inside me. The fullness was overwhelming, but I felt pride, too, in knowing I could take him, in feeling him claim me so completely.

Then, to my surprise, Joseph took my right hand and guided it between my legs. His fingers intertwined with mine, moving them to my clit. I gasped at the unexpected touch, the dual sensations flooding my senses.

“Touch yourself,” he commanded, his voice a dark promise. “You have permission now. I want you to come while I fuck your ass.”

“Yes, sir,” I managed, my breath coming in tiny, labored pants as I obeyed. Together, we worked my clit, the combined pressure sending jolts of pleasure through my body. The soreness faded into the background, replaced by the rising tide of arousal.

“That’s it,” Joseph encouraged, his pace quickening as he thrust into my bottom. “Feel how good it is to belong to me.”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned, the pleasure building to an unbearable peak. My fingers moved frantically under his guidance, chasing the release that seemed just out of reach.

Finally, the tension snapped, and I came with a cry, my body convulsing around him. At the same moment, Joseph groaned deeply, his own climax surging through him as he filled me with his seed in that hot, dark place that seemed at once so naughty and so right.

Some time later, though I couldn’t have said how much later, he held me close. Our calming breaths seemed to move us together, and I felt adrift in a sea of stars. When he spoke, at first I thought the words arose only in my imagination.

“When I said, let’s go home, sweetheart, I meant it just how it sounded. Would you like this to be home for you? Because I’d like that. Very much.”

My breath caught in my throat, and my heart swelled. He had meant it: he had meant it the way I had hoped he had meant it. “Oh, sir. Yes. Yes, please.”

The End
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