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Chapter 1

Elizabeth wasn't really sure why she'd chosen the bus. She never used the bus as a rule, it was full of the lower classes. Poor people  brazenly advertising the fact that they couldn't afford a car. She was quite flustered when she was asked for money for her ticket. So that was how it worked. She had to search for her card  and at the same time try and ignore the murmurs of discontent from the members of the proletariat crowding behind her.

Dreading the next phase, she looked around for somewhere to sit. All the window seats were occupied. She considered standing, but the tide of humanity squeezed her down to the end of the bus. For some reason she ignored the nearest empty seat to her and instead sat down next to a plump, soft-featured, older man who regarded her with some interest.

She wasn't sure what to do then, was there a bus trip etiquette? Would she be required to chat with someone, to pass the time of day with them? She glanced around, everyone seemed to be playing with their mobile phones. That, at least, seemed like a good idea. As she reached into the pocket of her jacket, the man next to her spoke.

"Unseasonably warm for the time of year, don't you think?"

She paused in her fumbling.

"I beg your pardon?"

"Warm, warm for the time of the year?" His voice was surprisingly high-pitched.

"Erm...I don't know...I haven't actually thought about it. But yes...I suppose it is reasonably warm"

"In that case, why are you wearing a coat?"

"Sorry?"

"Why are you wearing a coat when it's so warm outside?"

Elizabeth was bewildered by the question. What was the silly little man talking about? She hadn't actually noticed what the weather was doing that morning, but she always wore her coat to work. It was a part of her carefully cultivated image. She was the boss after all, that's what bosses wore to their place of work. She opened her mouth to tell him to mind his own business, but for some reason  no sound came out.

Slowly she closed it again, confused by her inability to marshal her thoughts. Instead she found her phone and took it out. She turned it on, before she could use it she heard him click his fingers. Looking across she could see that he was holding out his hand. Guiltily, she carefully placed it on his outstretched palm.

"You can have it back when you get off."

That wasn't too bad, at least she'd be getting it back. She watched him play with it for a little while before she got bored and turned her attention to her fellow passengers. They were a fairly unappealing bunch, it had to be said. The sick and the old and the poor. In fact she and the gentleman by her side appeared to be the only well-dressed people on the bus. Her practised eye took in his well-cut suit and nicely-manicured hands. For some reason she found herself wondering as to his marital status.

"Ahem."

She turned back around.

"The next stop is yours, Miss Barret, I recommend that you ring the bell to alert our driver to that fact. You'll find it's there, just above your left hand."

She pushed the button that rang the bell and then looked at her mobile phone longingly. He smiled and passed it over to her.

"Goodbye, Miss Barret, until tomorrow."

She stood and stumbled a little as the bus swayed around a corner. He took her hand in his.

"And can I advise you not to wear a coat tomorrow? I don't think it will be necessary, do you?"

She shook her head in agreement. The bus ground to a halt.

"Off you get."


Chapter 2

How did he know her name? How did the funny little man on the bus know her name? Had they met before? Surely she'd have remembered him if they had? Or would she? He was, after all, distinctly unremarkable. She'd be hard-pressed to describe anything about him with any accuracy. Apart from the fact that his hands were very soft. She shook her head angrily, what the hell was she wasting her time for? She had a presentation after lunch, that was what she should be focussing on. Not some weirdo she'd just met on a bloody public bus.

Why on earth had she caught that bus anyway? She had a very expensive, silver-grey Audi parked in her garage.

And what did he mean about seeing her tomorrow? She wouldn't be seeing him tomorrow, why would she do that? A gentle tapping on the door to her office woke her from her reverie. She put her mobile phone back on the desk.

"Come in."

Helen, her secretary, poked her head around the door. Management was waiting for her in the board room when she was ready. It took all Elizabeth's famous will-power to prevent her shouting at the girl. How could it be time for the presentation, that wasn't until 3pm? A glance at her Cartier wristwatch revealed the awful truth, it was already five minutes past the 3! Hurriedly she snatched up her carefully prepared folder, checked her appearance very briefly and walked as quickly as her high heeled shoes would allow to the room. All four pair of eyes turned to her, Elizabeth Barret was never, ever late for a meeting. Especially one she had organised.

"I'm sorry, ladies and gentlemen. A phone call I simply had to take," she lied with a practised ease.

The two men and two women of her management team smiled along with her, thankful it wasn't somehow their fault that she was late. The meeting went badly, Elizabeth could barely remember the topic of the meeting, much less the detail. She referred to her notes constantly, and could feel her pink, cotton blouse beginning to stick to her bare skin. When she eventually dried up and resumed her seat there was a short, shocked silence. Her four person audience strove manfully to avoid catching her eye. Mercifully there were no takers when she asked if there were any questions. She took the opportunity to retreat back to her own office.

Once inside she took a couple of deep breaths and willed herself to focus. What the hell was going on? Where had the day gone? She'd achieved absolutely nothing, had she eaten at all? She honestly couldn't remember.  She picked up her phone and searched for her Uber app. Probably it would be best if she called it a day and just organised a cab. Where the hell was the app, had she accidentally deleted it? Another knock on the door.

"I'm leaving for tonight, Miss Barret, don't work too long will you?" Helen sounded genuinely concerned.

"Erm...goodnight. See you in the morning," replied Elizabeth, not trusting herself to ask why her secretary was leaving quite so early. She looked out of her window, it was dark outside  and her desk clock told her it was 6.11pm! Oh God, was she going mad? Was she already losing her mind at thirty two years of age? She put her coat on, picked up her briefcase, walked down the stairs and into the street.

By sheer good fortunate she hailed a cab almost immediately and it pulled up twenty minutes later outside her house. She over-tipped the taxi driver and almost ran into her apartment block. She could hardly wait to get changed, shower and open a decent bottle of wine. The day had been an absolute disaster, perhaps she was coming down with the flu or something?

The next thing she heard was an indistinct beeping. She stirred groggily, what was that? With a shock she realised that she was still wearing her work clothes and that she'd fallen asleep in her comfortable chair. The beeping noise was coming from her bedroom and was her bedside alarm. She'd slept the whole night asleep in a chair! She shook her head wearily and forced herself to her feet. She stripped off and hurried into the shower, it felt marvellous.

As she soaped herself she felt a hollow gurgling noise from deep within herself. When was the last time she'd eaten? She couldn't remember. She wrapped herself in a towel and almost ran into the kitchen. She poured herself a massive bowl of muesli, almost half a box of the stuff, and ate it greedily. She made herself a pot of coffee, and some toast to go with it. Slowly but surely she began to feel vaguely human again.

She put her phone on charge and then went to her wardrobe. She was in the mood to treat herself, a new pair of fine black stockings and a nice, white suspender belt. A black, half-cup uplift  bra to make the most of the little assets she had.  She admired herself in her tall mirror. Her favourite dark pant-suit with the thin stripe in it. A formal, crisp white blouse and a pair of 4" glossy, black heels. She dried her lustrous, dark hair and piled it on her head in the way her ruinously expensive hair-stylist had taught her. She felt much more relaxed and on the ball, she was looking forward to going into work.

She watched the news for twenty minutes and then went to finalise her make-up. She picked up her mobile and checked it was fully charged, before putting it in her handbag. As she went to the front door her hand reached for her Burberry Mac. For a second she paused, did she really need it? No,  probably not. She opened the door and let herself out. Hell! It was raining. She half turned to go back and get her coat. The car was only in the garage, it wasn't worth going back into the flat. She walked rapidly to the front gate and made her way to the bus stop.

She was on the bus again! Only this time she was soaking wet. What on earth was she thinking? Why had she left her lovely Mac hung up in her flat? Why wasn't she in her Mercedes? It didn't make sense! She caught Mr Leonard's eye and he beckoned her over. She sat next to him, it wasn't the  only empty seat left. But surely it would have been rude to sit anywhere else?

"How are you this morning, Miss Barret?"

"Very well thank you, sir."

Sir? She'd done it again. She couldn't think for the life of her why she'd just called this insignificant little man, sir?

"A little...damp, I see?" She could feel the amusement in his voice.

"Yes, sir. I didn't bring a coat, sir." She blushed as she heard herself speak.

He smiled at her paternally and patted her hand.

"Yes, I can see that you silly little girl. The question is, why didn't you bring your nice coat?"

She looked at his bland face, slicked back, greying hair, and piercing blue eyes, and could think of nothing to say in reply. Why hadn't she brought her Burberry? She knew it was raining when she left the house, why didn't she just go back and get it?  He was right, that was just silly.

"I...I d...don't know, sir," she hung her head in shame.

"Do you know what I think, Miss Barret?"

"N...no, sir?"

"I think you're a naughty, irresponsible little girl."

Elizabeth could feel the tears welling in her eyes

"What would mummy and daddy do if they knew their little girl had behaved so badly?"

"They'd be upset, sir." Elizabeth's parents had always been particularly strict with her.

"They would be upset, yes. Didn't they buy you that coat as a special treat?"

"Y...yes, sir. They d...did," she sniffled.

How did Mr Leonard know that they'd bought it for her last Christmas?

"So why won't you wear it, don't you like it?"

Elizabeth could feel tears sliding down her cheeks.

"Yes, I like it. I do really! I just forgot it...that's all."

Her mind was reeling, why was she explaining all this to a man she met yesterday for the first time? Who was he after all? He turned his gaze from her to look out of the window. She fidgeted , not sure what to do next. He turned back to her, she felt obliged to stare into his eyes.

"I've given it some thought, Miss Barret I've decided that naughty, irresponsible young ladies like you need a jolly good spanking to help sort them out."

Elizabeth glanced around quickly to check if anyone had heard his shameful words, but it appeared that no one at all was interested in their discussion.

"B...but..."

"Please don't argue, Lizzy. You'll just make it harder for yourself in the long run. I'm suggesting a thorough spanking to the seat of your knickers, and then we can be friends again, agreed?"

Elizabeth looked around more wildly, surely someone had heard that?

"Agreed!?" He demanded, more forcibly this time.

"Yes," she whispered. She could feel the heat in her neck as she always did when she blushed.

"Yes what, missy?"

"Yes, sir. I agree. I need to be spanked."

What on earth was she talking about? She was a thirty two year old managing director. She most certainly did not need 'a thorough spanking'.

"That's a good girl."

She felt a little shiver of pleasure ripple through her as she heard the words. Mr Leonard was pleased with her, everything was going to be okay.

"It's your stop, Lizzy. Have you forgotten already?"

Quickly she got to her feet.

"The bell, you silly girl."

She blushed again. Really! What was she thinking?

"See you later," he raised his hand dismissively.


Chapter 3

The people in the lift were looking everywhere but at her. They all got off before her, leaving Elizabeth to ride alone to the top floor. As the bell pinged, Helen turned to greet her but the look on her face changed from a smile to one of surprise.

"What...? You're soaking wet, Miss Barret!"

Helen was right, her favourite suit was almost soaked through. She could feel little pools of water gathering in her expensive shoes.

"Erm...yes. I erm...forgot my coat."

"But how did you get so wet? The car-park's underground."

Elizabeth looked at her secretary with a rather bemused expression. Helen was right of course, her reserved parking spot was under the building and connected by a lift. How did she become quite so wet? Suddenly she remembered.

"Oh, I...erm...decided to come into work by bus today...instead of my car."

"Is your car broken?"

Elizabeth decided to grasp onto that lifeline.

"Yes...yes, that's right. it is...that's why I came by bus."

Helen smiled a little.

"Oh, I see. Couldn't you get a cab either?" She asked, sympathetically.

"That's right. Anyway, could you get me a coffee please?"

"Do you want me to see if I can find you a towel?"

Elizabeth looked at her uncomprehendingly.

"F...for your hair...I mean...I'll get the coffee."

Elizabeth went into her office and straight to her little bathroom. Oh God! What did she look like? Her hair had been flattened to her head by the force of the deluge, little rivulets of water had made her mascara run down her face. She looked absolutely ridiculous! No wonder those people in the lift had almost fought to get off it.

She took off her suit jacket and put it on a hanger. The problem was that the water had made her white blouse almost translucent. Her black bra was clearly visible through the material. Even her slacks were soaked, she turned to look at herself in the mirror checking that her knickers weren't as visible as her bra. Fortunately they weren't.

Even though her trousers were fairly tight across her backside there was no visible panty line. She bent a little to pull the material even tighter, where were her knickers? Panicking slightly she shoved a hand inside her trousers, had they ridden into the gap between her buttock cheeks perhaps? The truth was even worse, she wasn't wearing any knickers at all!

Her mind was in turmoil! How had she forgotten to put on a pair of knickers? She'd dressed in front of the mirror that morning, surely she would have noticed such a glaring omission? She picked up a white towel and wrapped her hair in it and then went and sat heavily in her chair. A tap on the door signalled the arrival of Helen with a steaming cup of freshly-brewed coffee. That was exactly what she wanted.

"Thanks so much, Helen."

Helen looked at her a little oddly before smiling.

"My pleasure, Miss Barret. Is there anything else you want me to do?"

"Not right now, thank you. But if you could hold my calls and make sure I'm not disturbed for the rest of the morning, that would be great. Give me a little time to dry off."She smiled ruefully.

"That's no problem, I'll make sure you're left alone."

The door closed behind Helen as she left

She was a good girl, though Elizabeth. A little scatty sometimes and not always well-prepared, but her heart was the right place. She pulled out her laptop and set to work. The coffee had invigorated her and she attacked the spreadsheet in front of her with enthusiasm. Two hours later she had resolved the problem that had been bugging her. It was quite simple really, sack one person and apportion his work to two other people in his team. She was quite creative when she put her mind to it.

It had been so quiet in her office that her distinctive phone ring startled her. She rummaged in her bag for it, the leather looked ruined. Never mind, she could treat herself to a new one. She looked to see who was calling her. Mr Leonard!

"H...hello?"

Why was she even answering? How did he have her number?

"I'll be over in exactly one hour, Miss Barret."

"But w...why?"

"Do give your arse a damned good tanning, of course! Why else?"

She looked at the phone in horror.

"Miss Barret?"

"You can't...I mean..."

"I can, and I most certainly intend to, young lady. I suggest that you send your nice young secretary, Helen I believe, for an earlier lunch than normal. Tell her to take an hour as well. that is unless you want her to hear you getting your fat bottom chastised?"

The call ended. It was eleven minutes past eleven, she noticed.

At 12 o clock she called Helen into her room and asked her if she wouldn't mind going for lunch now, but taking an hour rather than her usual thirty minutes. The young woman of course needed no further bidding. Elizabeth was left on her own, the nervous tension increasing by the minute. She tried to do something with her hair but ended up tying it in a long pony tail. Before she could decide whether or not to put her damp jacket back on, the door opened and in walked Mr Leonard.

Without pausing his stride he moved straight to her chair and prepared to sit. He paused and clicked his fingers at Elizabeth.

"Towel," was all he said.

Hurriedly she took a dry towel out of her bathroom and placed it on the damp seat. He pointed to the other side of the desk and she quickly took up a position facing him as he made himself comfortable in her chair. She found she couldn't take her eyes off his face. He was certainly an odd-looking man. Not odd enough to cause an issue, just a bit...unusual.


Chapter 4

He could have been any age from 30 to 60, his face was unusually unlined but the creases around his eyes and his hair flecked with grey suggested the upper end of that range. Or did it? Perhaps his hair was naturally that colour and he was much younger than he appeared? She couldn't really tell, he didn't have any prominent features, he wasn't ugly or handsome, or thin or fat. He may have been an inch or so taller than her 5' 7", but maybe not. Apart from his eyes there was nothing at all that was out of the ordinary. His eyes were quite beautiful though, she couldn't help but stare at them.

A sudden rap on the desk made her jump.

"I asked you a question, Miss Barret. Please do me the courtesy of paying attention."

"I...I'm sorry, sir."

There she was with the sir thing again. She could hardly remember the last man she'd spoken that respectfully to a man. A school teacher twenty years ago, perhaps?

"You're quite the big-shot business woman, I believe?"

"I am the managing-director, yes sir." She just couldn't help herself.

"In that case, why are you such a mess? You knew I was on my way and yet you're dressed like a tramp. Why is that?" He steepled his fingers as he asked the question.

"I'm sorry, sir. It was just that I was caught out in the rain this morning and..."

"I already know that, you simpleton. Why have you not made an effort to improve your appearance? Isn't that a part of your job, to impress the men who work here?"

She didn't wish to argue with Mr Leonard, but that didn't sound quite right.

"If that's not part of your duties here, what else do you actually do?"

She had to think a little at that point. What was it she did again. Something to do with paperwork? Something about a computer, she could definitely remember her pretty, silver computer...it was in her bag...

"So, Miss Barret, what are we to do with you?"

The tone of his voice startled her a little.

His finger tapped the desk, her desk, as he spoke.

"Stand up straight when I'm talking to you, missy!"

She did as she was told, shoulders back and her breasts pointing straight at him. Trying to ignore the fact that he'd called her 'missy'.

"We've already agreed that you need a spanking, haven't we?"

"Yes, sir," she could dimly remember having that conversation. But when and why, she wasn't quite sure.

"But coming to work dressed like this," he indicated her with a dismissive flick of his wrist, "surely deserves extra punishment? Wouldn't you agree, Miss Barret?"

"Y...yes, sir." if Mr Leonard wasn't happy with some aspect of her behaviour then, yes, she probably did need correcting.

He shook his resignedly.

"I can see your breasts, Miss Barret. This is a place of work and yet here you are flaunting yourself."

Surely her blouse had dried by now, thought Elizabeth. But if Mr Leonard said he could see her breasts then, clearly, it was still damp. She bit her lower lip in embarrassment.

"I could perhaps understand that attitude better if you were someone's secretary and you were trying to catch the eye of a superior male colleague, especially at your age. But, as I understand it, you are the...what's your role in this organisation again?"

"I'm the managing director, sir."

Mr Leonard sniggered, an odd, high-pitched cackle.

"Good Lord! Then really you should know better? Let's have that blouse off and put on a radiator to dry. Surely that's what you should have done earlier?"

Shamefaced, Elizabeth slowly unbuttoned her shirt and slipped it off her shoulders. Why hadn't she thought of doing that?

"You're very...ah, small, Miss Barret. Has anyone ever told you that?"

She shook her head, her cheeks blazing with shame. And then covered her little breasts as if ashamed.

"That's maybe one good reason, make that two not so good reasons, why you can't attract a man?"

He laughed uproariously at his own wit. Elizabeth was starting to dislike the peculiar noise he made.

"And let's get those dreadful trousers off shall we? I find them particularly distasteful, terribly unfeminine. You look quite ridiculous in them, in fact I suggest that when you get home this evening you should gather all your trousers together and leave them in a pile for me to collect."

As Elizabeth's hands went to the button on her waistband she had a sudden premonition. Wasn't there some reason for her not to take off her suit pants? She wriggled them down and over her backside.

"What the...? Don't you have any shame, Miss Barret?"

She looked at him questioningly.

"Where the hell are your knickers, girl?"

She looked down and saw the dark curls of her pubic hair. With a slight squeal she dropped both hands from her chest to cover her Mons.

"There's no need for false modesty now, Miss Barret. It's clear to me that you're quite the slut."

He removed his phone and took a couple of pictures.

"Turn around."

She did so, tears rolling down her cheeks. She heard him take a couple more pictures of her naked backside.

"Come over here, it's time for your spanking."

Slowly, miserably, she obeyed. She laid herself across his tweed-clad knees. She felt him pat and rub her bottom.

"I think we only have a few minutes before Helen returns, Miss Barret, so I suggest you behave yourself like a good little girl."

Smmaack

Smmaack

Smmaack

"Owwowow," squealed Elizabeth as his surprisingly strong hand delivered a succession of heavy, open-handed blows to her bare bottom.

"Although, judging by your behaviour so far, I have a suspicion that you'd quite like your younger, more attractive  secretary to witness you being spanked like this?"

Smmaack

Smmaack

Smmaack

"Aaaaarggh...please."

Smmaack

Smmaack

Smmaack

How would you feel about that, Miss Barret? Wouldn't that be shameful?"




Chapter 5

She kicked and struggled, but to no avail. Instead, to her horror she felt his hand slide between her legs and slide an inquisitive finger along the line of her labial lips. He took a fold of delicate skin and pinched it.

"I asked you a question, miss?"

She sniffed before she replied.

"Y...yes, sir. It would be horribly shameful."

He nipped her again and enjoyed her muted squeal.

"What would be shameful, Miss Barret?"

"F...for H...Helen to see me like this, n...naked and being spanked. She w...wouldn't have any r...respect for me."

Smmaack

Smmaack

Smmaack

"Owwwwww."

"What's Helen's surname, Miss Barret?"

She had to think a second.

Smmaack

"Oww."

Smmaack

"Oww."

Smmaack

"Oww. It's Greer...Helen Greer...Miss Greer."

"Then. That's. How. You. Should. Refer. To. Her. In. Future. Don't. You. Think?"

Each word was interspersed with a resounding slap to her rapidly reddening backside.

"Aaaaaargh...yes...yes, s...sir," she managed to stutter.

Finally he paused and lifted her too her feet.

"You've got roughly five minutes before Miss Greer returns, Lizzy. If I was you I'd get dressed really, really quickly."

She looked around wildly for her clothes, while simultaneously squeezing her scalding buttocks.

"I have your knickers over here."

She turned thankfully in his direction. From somewhere behind his back he'd produced a pair of bright yellow cotton knickers with some sort of design on them.

"Is this what you're looking for, Lizzy?"

He smiled patronisingly at her.

"Come over here, you can borrow them from me. Considering how you seem to have lost yours. Is that a deal, little girl?"

Elizabeth nodded, at least she'd have something to wear. She held out her hand.

"No, no. You're not having them without giving me something in return."

She looked at him blankly.

"What do you have right now that you don't actually need? I'll trade you these knickers for it. Come on Miss big-shot business woman. Use your brains and think, Miss Greer will be back very soon. Tick tock, tick tock."

She looked around wildly, he smirked and looked at her chest pointedly. She flushed with embarrassment.

"That's right, you don't really need it do you?"

She shook her head and he clicked his fingers impatiently. Elizabeth reached behind, undid her bra and handed it to him. She held out her hand once again.

"No need for that, I'll do it for you. Come here and stand right by me."

He made her lift her left leg and slid  the cotton panties up her leg and then again with her right. He slowly edged them up her thighs but kept his eyes inches from the dark, curly hair of her sex. He pulled them snugly up her backside and then into the cleft of her cheeks. They were too small and too tight for her, but she didn't feel that now was the right time to mention that. She doubted if she'd ever been quite so humiliated in all her life.

"Hurry up now and get dressed. Don't worry about me, I've seen pretty much everything of the little you have to offer."

He giggled again. Desperately she tried to ignore him as she put her trousers back on and winced a little as she wriggled her scorched backside into them. She buttoned up her white shirt, which thankfully had dried a little, and then grabbed her jacket top and quickly buttoned it to hide the fact she wasn't wearing a bra. A sudden tap on the door signalled the return of Helen. As the door opened, Elizabeth dabbed at her hair and hoped it didn't look quite as unkempt as it felt. She felt her secretary's curious eyes on her .

"Erm...Hi Miss Barret, are you okay?" The young blonde looked pointedly at her guest who was sat nonchalantly on the corner of Elizabeth's desk.

"Yes, yes, I'm fine thank you. Could you bring us two coffees please?"

"I'd prefer a tea please, Elizabeth. If that's okay with you of course?"

He was gratified to see her blush again.

"Yes, certainly. One tea and one coffee please, Helen."

Helen looked curiously again at her boss's guest. He looked straight back at her and suddenly she lost all interest in him.


Chapter 6

She was so glad to be back in her flat. It had been such a long, tiring day. She was exhausted and looking forward to a nice  relaxing shower. Her phone beeped, Mr Leonard again wondering if she'd be kind enough to strip to her underwear and then send him a couple of pictures? She smiled as her hands went to the buttons of her jacket, nothing was too much trouble for Mr Leonard. She wandered into her bathroom and stood in front of the full-length mirror.

No bra of course, no need for one. She only hoped that Mr Leonard wouldn't be too offended by her lack of development. Her shiny, black heels, dark stockings and suspender belt were all fine, but...what was she wearing? Where were her own  blue, silk knickers. What on earth did she have on? She took half a dozen pictures of herself in various poses before looking closely at her panties. They were yellow with what appeared to be fluffy white sheep on them!

Whose knickers was she wearing? She turned her back to the mirror, turned around and took a couple more pictures. The last of which showed her bent forward at the waist slightly. God! Those panties were tiny! Most of her backside was exposed in that position, for some reason the cheeks of her buttocks were quite red and inflamed looking. Had she sat in something that day without realising it?

Perhaps it was some sort of rash? her phone beeped again and she looked at the screen for a couple of minutes before making her way to the fridge. Back in the bathroom she pulled up a chair and placed her phone on it as ordered. Then she wriggled, with some difficulty out of her knickers, noticing as she did so that they were, for some reason, two sizes too small.

Back in her bent over position in front of the mirror she started to apply the lotion from the jar. Ohhh, that was better. Her bottom had become really inflamed, sore to the touch even. She took out another dollop, wiggling her backside a little to make sure she could reach into every crevice. That felt so, so good, the cream was sticky, but cool on her skin. It was really having an effect as promised. What was this stuff, she turned the jar slightly to read the label.

'Elizabeth's Special Cream'.

Wow, it had been made especially for her! The hand-written label proved its authenticity, it was probably hand-made as well. Eagerly she took more out of the jar and held it to her nose. The smell was...unusual, but not unfamiliar. She carefully dipped the end of her tongue into the cream, oddly salty and somehow metallic, where had she tasted that before? She slipped her hands between her legs to check if she was sore down there as well. Mmm, the cream made her feel so good. She worked it into her skin vigorously before returning to the jar for more.

This time she slowly worked the cream into the folds of her labia, backwards and forwards until she was fairly dripping. She inserted a finger into herself , and then two. She looked over her shoulder at herself in the mirror as her bottom rolled and gyrated. Mr Leonard had been right as usual, cream was good for her. On the chair her mobile sat unblinking,  angled towards the mirror. Capturing her reflection and sending the image to one giggling spectator who was sat, with his rigid cock in his hand, and clearly enjoying every second of her impromptu performance.


Chapter 7Cha

The following morning was a Saturday. Elizabeth treated herself to another hour in bed and woke up feeling refreshed. Her hand automatically slipped between her legs  and the touch reminded her of the pleasure she'd given herself last night. She'd slept like a baby afterwards, clearly she needed to do that more often. She smiled as she explored herself again, but there was a nagging worry in the back of her mind. Didn't she have to do something today? Something she'd been told...?

Suddenly she sat up bolt upright. She remembered now, indeed how could she have forgotten? She almost jumped out of her bed and scurried into the en-suite. She looked at herself in the mirror and realised that she must have put a face-pack on last night. When had she done that? She had absolutely no recollection. All she knew was that the sticky, white remnants were still stuck to her cheeks and forehead.

She got into the shower quickly and thoroughly washed and soaped herself. There were still annoying flakes of white all over her, that would teach her to wear a face-pack to bed. She gave herself the bare minimum time to wash her hair before she was out and towelling herself dry, She put on a pair of cotton knickers and some old socks. She reached for a pair of jeans...ah, that's what she had to do this morning! And quickly as well, Mr Leonard was on his way. She found an old, white tennis dress in her wardrobe and got to work. She'd have plenty of time for breakfast later on.

She turned her phone on to check the time, it was 8.30am. An hour later she was finished. It was quite amazing just how many pairs of trousers she had. She had five pairs of jeans alone for example. There was now quite a pile on her bedroom floor, slacks, pants from a variety of suits, tracksuit bottoms, the bottoms from a number of pairs of pyjamas. Every cupboard and drawer were turned out and inspected before she was satisfied.

Now, all she had to do was to get the house into some sort of shape before the arrival of Mr Leonard. Breakfast could wait, he could ring her doorbell at any second. She dreaded to think what he'd say if he found her house in a mess. She was still smarting from the dressing-down he gave her regarding her appearance in the office yesterday. She had to search until she found the cleaning materials.

She had a woman who came in and did that sort of thing for her twice a week. She was usually too busy to be bothered by things like cleaning. In fact didn't the woman, Elizabeth couldn't remember her name, come in yesterday? That didn't matter obviously, she had to be certain that the cleanliness of her flat would meet with Mr Leonard's approval.

She mopped her kitchen floor, but she wasn't really satisfied with it so she got down on her hands and knees with a scrubbing brush and really put some effort into it.  Once she'd done she emptied out the bucket and noticed, almost as an after-thought, what a beautiful day it was outside. For a second her mind wandered to a walk in the park and a nice coffee somewhere, but that would have to wait.

Now she had to Hoover all the carpets and her soft furnishings and once that was done she still had the tables and the worktops to polish. Eventually she was satisfied, she wiped at the sweat on her forehead with the back of a dust-coated arm. Her once pristine, white tennis dress was flecked with accumulated dirt and splashes of filthy water.

She opened her phone again to check on the time. It was nearly 1pm, dare she risk getting herself a quick bite to eat? She was certainly hungry, she couldn't even remember the last time she'd eaten. She supposed it was some time last night, but she couldn't actually be certain. She made herself a sandwich and a glass of water. Just as she took the first bite, the front doorbell rang. Oh God! Oh God! She hadn't changed!

She quickly put the half-eaten sandwich in the bin and poured the water away. She smoothed down her skirt as best she could, and almost ran to the door. She opened it. It was Mr Leonard, she felt that strange mixture of excitement and fear that his presence always seemed to produce in her. She had the strangest notion in her head that she ought to curtsey as she stood to one side.

He entered without a word, glancing around himself as he did so.

"What's that you're wearing, Miss Barret?"

"It's an old tennis dress, sir."

"It suits your character, I think. Far more suitable than the sort of things you normally wear. And talking of which, where are those dreadful trousers that I asked you to collect?"

Quickly she led the way into her bedroom. Mr Leonard nodded as he saw the pile.

"You're a good girl, Lizzy."

Despite the fact that nobody had called her by the diminutive of her name for twenty years, she felt a strange little flutter in her sex. She so liked to please Mr Leonard.

"Go and fetch me a pair of scissors, nice sharp ones."

She handed him a pair from the kitchen.

"No, they're for you , not me. Sit yourself down on the floor. That's right, cross-legged, like a good girl. Now, take the first pair and cut them into pieces that you can use as dusters. That's right. Now carry on doing that until all those horrible things are gone. Call me when you're done. I'm going to have a little look around."

Elizabeth sat and worked at the chore she'd been set, her tongue poked cutely out of the corner of her mouth as she concentrated. Uppermost in her mind was the thought that Mr Leonard was checking the cleaning that she'd done that morning. She could only hope that it would pass muster.

Mr Leonard leafed through the cupboards in her bedroom, he rummaged in all the drawers until he found a suitable pair of knickers and put them in his pocket. He sat himself down by her laptop in her little study and opened it up. He took the pen drive out of his pocket and inserted it into a spare USB port. He scrolled through her business emails and her private ones. He downloaded pictures of her that took his fancy, he uploaded things that he considered would be educational for her. he went on to some of his favourite sites and searched through them for some new inspiration.

When he found what he was looking for, he unzipped his pants and took out his cock before wrapping the lilac panties he'd found around it. Lazily he stroked and played with himself, bringing himself to the edge and then easing off again Eventually he heard her voice, apparently she'd finished her chores. He ignored her and concentrated on the job in hand.

Minutes later he ejaculated copiously into the silken folds of her underwear. He wrapped them carefully and put them in his pocket. Slowly he shut her computer down, put himself away and zipped himself back up.. When he ambled back into the bedroom, she was still sat obediently where he'd left her, looking up at him expectantly. He smiled as he saw the many squares of cloth that used to be her clothes scattered around her. He patted her on the head and ruffled her hair playful.

"You're a very good girl, Lizzy. What are you?"

He watched, amused, as the brief spasm of pleasure flickered across her face.

"I'm a very good girl, sir."

"You love pleasing me, don't you Lizzy?"

"Oh yes, sir. I love pleasing you, sir."

"There's a good girl."

He noticed her hand slide under the brief tennis skirt and then slide up and down. Taking her lilac knickers out of his pocket he moved nearer to her and then placed them over her head so that the gusset covered her nose. His semen was already starting its slow descent through her hair.

"You have my permission to play with yourself, Miss Barret, but you may not come until I call you. When you hear your phone ring. You may pick it up and beg me to permit you to ejaculate. But not before, do you understand me?"

"Yes, sir."

"You're a good girl, Lizzy. Now here's your phone, right by your side. You may not touch it until it rings. If someone else rings, delete the call. Understood?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good girl."


Chapter 8

The phone rang again, please let it be him, she was cold, tired and exhausted. The sun had long since set and the heating hadn't come on. She'd masturbated and edged for what felt like hours. Her bottom ached, her legs were stiff. She'd nearly climaxed so many times that she'd lost count. her knickers were slimy and damp and uncomfortable on her head. She picked it up and held it close to her eye. Mr Leonard, it was him! Eagerly she answered it,

"Hello, sir."

"Good evening."

"Good evening, sir."

"Is there something you wanted to ask me?"

"Yes, sir. Please, please sir. May I come?"

"Have you been a good girl?"

Her fingers worked away feverishly, she very nearly climaxed on the spot, but she relented. Mr Leonard would certainly be unhappy if she disobeyed him.

"Yes, sir. I have, sir. A very good girl, sir."

She was desperate now, desperate for release.

"And now you want my permission to come, have I got that right?"

"Yes, sir. Please, sir." She could hear the pleading tone of her own voice.

"This time, Miss Barret, I'm afraid it's a no."

"Oh...please, please, sir. I'm begging you..."

He giggled, seemingly unperturbed by her distress.

"I'm sorry, Miss Barret, but here's what you can do instead, if you want to make me happy."

Elizabeth pressed the phone to her ear to make sure she heard and understood what he had to say. With another giggle he rung off.

Wearily, Elizabeth got to her feet and stretched her aching back. She took her lilac knickers off her head and put them in the washing basket. She made herself a snack and a welcome cup of tea and then she got to work. It was her own fault really, he had asked her if she'd be good enough to clean up a little before he did her the honour of coming to visit her.

She'd tried her hardest, but once again that had clearly not been done to his satisfaction. He'd discovered a mark on one of her teaspoons and therefore she had taken out every piece if crockery and cutlery she owned and had to wash it by hand, using  a fresh bowl of hot water for each individual item. By the time she finished it was 9pm and she was grateful to simply crawl into bed as instructed. Unsurprisingly she fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.

***

She was woken by a buzzing noise which she couldn't quite place. It was her phone, she jumped out of bed and discovered it in the kitchen. She opened it and read the message. She fumbled in her little-used sports draw and found a tiny pair of white running shorts which she had absolutely no recollection of buying. They were such a tight fit it was a good job she hadn't put any underwear on. She added a pair of white ankle socks, and a thin, blue cotton t-shirt. She put her hair into a ponytail with a piece of blue ribbon that nicely matched her top, and put her running shoes on. She glanced at her watch, 6.12am. She felt really quite virtuous.

She ran and walked for an hour, she was absolutely exhausted by the end. She normally never went out running, but she'd agreed that an hour seemed about right for a girl in her poor shape. And a deal was a deal when all said and done. Thankfully she stood in a long warm shower and then treated herself to a nice breakfast. Her legs ached and her feet were blistered but she still felt good. All she could think about was that Mr Leonard would be pleased with her, and at the moment that was all that mattered.

In fact she spent the rest of the morning sat at the kitchen table writing down other things that she felt would also make Mr Leonard happy. Wouldn't it be great if Mr Leonard moved in to her house and actually lived with her? They could be together all the time then, she'd have lots more opportunities to make Mr Leonard happy? She could feel her heart beating with excitement at the mere thought of it.

The only way she could think of topping that was to give her house to Mr Leonard as a gift and then hope that he'd invite her to come and live with him. Whatever the case, he would clearly have to have the bigger bedroom in the flat, that was obvious. Eagerly she got to work, moving her personal stuff from her room into the little room at the back.

Thank goodness Mr Leonard had been far-thinking enough to allow her to dispose of some of her clothes otherwise she just wouldn't have had the cupboard space. As it was, every inch of  space had to be utilised, it was quite a squeeze but it was well worth the effort. All she had to do now was somehow convince Mr Leonard to move in with her. She spent a large part of the afternoon pondering on that  particular conundrum.




Chapter 9

On Monday morning she woke feeling quite wonderfully refreshed. She checked her phone for messages and deleted those that weren't from Mr Leonard. She opened his and read them, it was indeed a beautiful day, and as she was up earlier than usual she decided that this morning she was going to walk into work. The four miles would do her good, she certainly could do with losing a couple of kilos. She prepared herself a small, healthy breakfast and then quickly got dressed. Just a skirt and blouse today, as she was walking. Plus, this time, she took a coat, just in case. A thick, heavy, winter coat. She zipped it up thoroughly and made sure the fur-lined hood was nice and secure

For some reason that she wasn't quite sure of she seemed to be attracting a certain amount of attention that morning. Perhaps it was because she was wearing her favourite high-heels and stockings combination? That could be it, and ironically enough she didn't even used to have a favourite high heel and stocking combination. Well, not until recently anyway. It had taken her a number of years, but now she knew what an excellent pair of legs she possessed. And if she did indeed have attractive legs, then what was the point of not displaying them to their best advantage? All those years spent in slacks and sensible flat shoes now seemed wasted.

She could feel the energy leaking out of her as the temperature gradually increased. But Mr Leonard had specifically  mentioned that she should think about wearing a warm coat. She dimly remembered leaving her coat in the house quite recently and getting soaked as a result, and as Mr Leonard said, she'd be a fool to allow that to happen twice. Her feet were quite painful as well. her shoes were quite new, so new in fact that she couldn't actually remember buying them. But they were rubbing fairly painfully at her toes and her heels.

Then, almost without realising it, she was stumbling into the lift and making her way up to her office. As she passed her secretary's room she could hear chatter and then a peal of laughter. As she poked her head around the door, the conversation suddenly ceased. To her surprise, Helen was talking to Mr Leonard. He was leaning over her desk as if the two of them had just been sharing a secret.

"Good morning, Lizzy," said Mr Leonard. "That's a nice warm coat you've got on."

Elizabeth was alarmed to see that Helen was sniggering behind her hand. Honest, faithful Helen seemed to be laughing at her, quite why she had no idea. Her secretary examined the watch on her wrist..

"Good to see you could make it in, Miss Barret. Are you warm enough by the way?" She asked.

Elizabeth ignored the reference to her late arrival, but held her hand to her forehead. Actually she did feel quite warm, really, really warm in fact. Especially that now that she was indoors. Why did she have her furry hood fastened so tightly?. It hadn't rained at all on the long walk to her office. it fact it had been very sunny and warm.

Angrily she struggled with the knots under her chin. As she did so she could feel the damp patches of perspiration under her arms. Her mood wasn't helped by the looks of amusement on the faces of Mr Leonard and her secretary. She wasn't even sure why they were laughing at her. Hadn't she been a good girl and done as Mr Leonard suggested?

When she finally managed to extract herself from her coat, her hair was sticking to her scalp with perspiration. She stumbled into her own office, her poor feet felt absolutely tortured. She thought longingly about her comfy, flat shoes. But no, Mr Leonard was correct. People in the business were already doubtful of her ability, the least she could do was dress to impress.

Beautiful high heeled shoes, stockings and suspenders a shorter skirt than usual and a crisp, red blouse with a couple of buttons left undone. At least she could look the part. She'd even done as Mr Leonard suggested and brought herself a proper bra. One that made the most of the little she had. She'd had to stuff it admittedly, but at least it gave her a bit of shape. She pressed the intercom on her desk.

"Could I have a coffee please, H...Miss Greer."

"Just give me a minute please, Elizabeth."

Mr Leonard had been right, as usual, regarding the fact that it was now more respectful to call her secretary, by her title, rather than her first name. Her intercom buzzed.

"Hello."

"Elizabeth, I'm really snowed under with work at the moment. Do you mind waiting for thirty minutes or so?"

Elizabeth paused for a minute. She really wanted a coffee, right now. But on the other hand it might be perceived as rude if she badgered her hard-working assistant.

"Of course, Miss Greer. Sorry to have disturbed you."

"That's okay, Elizabeth. Have you got something you could be getting along with in the meantime?"

"Yes I do. Sorry, Miss Greer."

She was sure she had something that she should be doing, something quite important. Before that though, she had to make herself presentable. Who knew when a man may require her attention? Oh God, oh God! What did she look like? She'd spent so long on herself that morning, she'd even got up early to do it.

And now, and now...she could feel the tears building in her eyes. Her hair was now flattened and damp against her skill. Her mascara had run horribly, she looked like a clown. She felt herself tear up, all that time she'd spent that morning now seemed wasted.

A sudden, horrible thought assailed her. She pressed her intercom again.

"What is it now, Elizabeth?"

"Sorry to bother you again, Miss Greer, but do I have a meeting this morning?"

"Yes. of course you do. It's Monday morning. You have a 10 o clock with Mr Callahan. You have a  10am meeting with him every Monday morning."

There was an uncomfortable silence.

"Mr Callahan, the accountant. You haven't forgotten have you, Elizabeth? You're such a forgetful little thing sometimes, aren't you?

Before she released the intercom again she thought she heard laughter and Mr Leonard use the term 'silly little girl', but she was probably mistaken. She looked at her watch. Where had the time gone? She had 15 minutes before Mr Callahan arrived. She rushed to her small, but private bathroom and set about repairing the damage. A short while later there was a knock at the door and Helen entered bearing two cups of coffee on a tray, followed by a tall thin man with a briefcase.

"Good morning, Miss Barret," he said.

"Good morning. Please sit down, Mr Callahan."

He looked at her for a second. Normally she just referred to him as Tim, while insisting that he use her full title. She was easily the worst manager he had to deal with, arrogant and dismissive of his advice. She always behaved as if she, rather than him, was the financial expert. He never looked forward to their regular Monday meetings.

"How can I help you, Mr Callahan?" She asked, with a smile.

Now he was completely wrong-footed, She was being nice, she was smiling, and she was using his title. Three things she almost never did. He opened and closed his mouth before speaking.

"I...I erm...I have those figures you wanted."

"Excellent."

Carefully he unfastened his briefcase. was this some sort of a trap? He took out his normal, weekly report and handed it to her. He watched her as she scanned through it. There was definitely something different about her this morning. Her blouse for a start, had a couple of buttons unfastened as opposed to being tight around the collar as it usually was. Were her tits bigger as well? Tim Callahan was a bit of a breast-man, the subject was a speciality of his. Nor did she appear to be wearing much make-up, which was another change.

She was quite an attractive woman in his opinion, and she didn't really need much artificial aid to look good. She didn't however feature much in his masturbatory fantasies. Helen next door was much more his style. There was something about Miss Barret's  ice-queen personality that was quite off-putting. Plus of course she was few years older than him. But having said that, he had a sudden image of laying her across her own desk right now and fucking her? Whoa, where did that come from? He forced himself to concentrate on the job in hand.

Had she changed her hairstyle as well? Angrily he shook his head a little. Miss Barret evidently noticed his irritation.

"Is everything okay, Mr Callahan? Can I get you another coffee?" She asked, anxiously.

"Erm...yes please. That would be lovely."

She smiled again showing her nice, white, even teeth.

"I'll just see if Miss Greer's available. I know she's very busy at the moment."

Who the hell was Miss Greer? Oh! She meant Helen, he realised.

"Hi, yes. Could Mr Callahan get another cup of coffee? Thanks ever so much."

Tim looked at her, open-mouthed. Was she feeling okay? She handed him his report back and smiled again.

"Thank you. Do you...erm...do you have any questions?" He asked, hesitantly.

This was normally the point where she tore into him. Questioning his figures, trying to find holes in his logic. Instead, she giggled. He was even more confused! The noise was so unlikely. He'd have been less surprised if she'd barked like a dog.

"It was very nice of you to ask, but why would I have any questions? You're the expert after all."

Before he could fall off his chair in shock, the door opened and Helen came in with his coffee.

"Is she behaving herself, Tim?"

He looked helplessly from one to the other.

"Erm...yes?" he answered, hoping that was the correct choice.

"That's good," replied the attractive young blonde. "I know she's been a bit...abrupt in the past. But we're working on that, aren't we Elizabeth?"

"Yes, Miss Greer, we are working on my attitude," replied the older woman with another pretty smile.

Tim Callahan was now a very confused man. Once Helen left the room he made some small talk with Miss Barret and prayed that she wouldn't mention anything that Helen had said. Weirdly however she seemed quite oblivious to the derogatory way in which her assistant had referred to her. Tim just nodded at the appropriate times and drunk his second coffee as quickly as he reasonably could before making his excuses and leaving. As he closed the door, the gentleman sat in Helen's office looked up.

"Good morning, Tim. How are you?"

"I'm very well, Mr Leonard. Thank you for asking."

He went out to his car. What a strange morning! That image of Elizabeth Barret obligingly stretched out over her imposing desk as he fucked her, just would not dissipate. But there again, did he want it to? And who was that impressive looking, older gentleman sat in Helen's office?




Chapter 10

It was almost 6pm. Normally Elizabeth left the office at 5pm on the dot. Her time was much too valuable for her to work unpaid hours. She'd paid her dues when she was setting up the business, but nowadays she'd earned the right to leave at 5pm and that's what she did, not a moment longer. This night was different however. Miss Greer had instructed her that because she was thirty minutes late into the office that morning, she would have to work an extra hour to make up for it. That seemed only fair, her secretary had suggested. Elizabeth sort of agreed with her but to be honest, it still seemed a little strange to be sat in the office on her own. As she glanced down at her mobile phone as if willing it to ring.

Miss Greer had already gone but had left strict instructions that Elizabeth herself was not allowed to leave until she was given permission to do so. It would be like having to attend a detention at school, Miss Greer explained helpfully.  She would remain seated and working on her administrative work until her secretary contacted her and told her to go home. And did she understand that? Elizabeth did understand that, she wasn't an idiot.

She looked up at her wall-clock; it was seven minutes past the hour. She hoped Miss Greer would call soon; she really needed to use the bathroom. She picked up another internal memo and scanned through it before signing her name at the bottom, and then another. The sudden noise of her phone buzzing in the silent room made her jump. She picked it up and read the message,

'You may leave.'

Elizabeth sighed with relief, stood up and stretched. Her first steps in her new shoes made her wince. For a second she contemplated calling a cab for the journey home, but quickly rejected it on the basis that she hadn't discussed using a cab with Mr Leonard. She picked up her coat and zipped it to the neck before making her way to the lift.

Luckily she resisted the temptation to remove her high heels and walk home in just her stocking feet. Because as she turned the lock to her house and entered, there he was, sat in the comfortable armchair. The brown leather one that she'd come to understand was 'his'. He slowly looked her up and down as she carefully removed the coat and hung it up. She swallowed nervously, thankful now that she'd left the shoes on.

"What time do you call this, Miss Barret?"

"I...I..." Elizabeth stuttered incoherently. She had absolutely no idea what the time was.

"This is inconvenient, Miss Barret, most inconvenient."

"I'm sorry. Miss Greer kept me in, and...and I'm sorry."

"Go and get your paddle, Miss Barret. I'm afraid you need to be taught a lesson regarding punctuality."

She looked at him blankly, did she have a paddle?

"It's hanging behind your bedroom door. you stupid child!"

She set off in a hurry for her bedroom before she remembered at the last minute that her new bedroom was the box room at the back. As she opened the door she heard a rattle and sure enough there was a wooden paddle with a broad oval head hanging on a hook screwed into the back of it. How had she not noticed that before?  Relieved to have found it, she scurried back and presented it to Mr Leonard.

"Get your skirt off and touch your toes"

She unzipped her skirt and wriggled out of it just as quickly as she could before stretching down as far as possible. Her four inch heels made it that much more difficult than normal, although she daren't really complain. She did after all, deserve to be punished. She was very late back from work. It wasn't as if she could argue with Mr Leonard's decision.

Six brisk strokes followed, each one seemed harder than its predecessor. She was howling by the third and the tears were running down her cheeks.

"Do be quiet, Miss Barret. You've brought this on yourself, surely you can see that?"

When he put it like that, she found herself agreeing. Although somewhere at the back of her mind it all seemed jolly unfair. He gave her the paddle back and she scampered away to put it back in its rightful place.

"I came here to bathe you, Miss Barret. But what with your lateness, that won't be possible now."

Elizabeth suffered a sudden profound feeling of disappointment. She looked at him imploringly.

"I can however shower you, but we'll have to share a shower. Is that understood?"

She smiled with relief. A shower with Mr Leonard was exactly what she needed after a stressful days work.

"Yes, sir. Of course, sir."

Her fingers went to the buttons of her red silk blouse and she drew it off her shoulders so she was standing in just her underwear and heels. She caught his eye and quickly fell to her knees. She wrestled with the shoelaces of his beautiful leather shoes for a few seconds before undoing them and removing his footwear carefully from his feet, followed by his socks. It seemed correct somehow to deliver a little kiss to each of his pungent feet before moving on to the belt of his trousers.

Soon he was naked, he was strangely hairless and for some reason his skin didn't seem to be as old and wrinkled as she'd somehow imagined, He was also devoid of any sort of musculature, and he was entirely unprepossessing. Apart from the fact that he had a very large, impressive penis dangling between his legs. She could hardly keep her eyes off it. She wasn't a virgin, but she hadn't slept with that many men either, and this was by a long way the biggest cock that she'd ever seen.

She followed him obediently to the shower, removing her heels and stockings as she did so. He set the temperature and then signalled that she might join him. She picked up a bar of soap and began to wash him. He stood with his face towards the shower head and paid her no attention. She rubbed and massaged him, watching in fascination as his cock started to harden. She knelt again and carefully soaped and rinsed his balls.

She took them in her mouth one at a time and licked them thoroughly just to make sure they were clean, as she did so his huge cock bounced on her upturned forehead. Staying on her knees she shuffled around behind him and kissed his pale, undernourished bottom cheeks lavishly. She gently prised them apart and inserted her tongue in his arse crack. She recoiled a little from the rank taste, she wouldn't normally have chosen to do that but somehow she knew it was exactly what he wanted her to do.

He still didn't pay any particular attention to her endeavours; she could see him applying shampoo to his hair. Undeterred she extended her tongue a little more and tickled his anus with the end of it. He liked that though! She could tell. Encouraged she pushed herself more into him, grimacing a little as she did so. The taste of him was vile, but that didn't really matter. What did matter was Mr Leonard's pleasure. She knew she had to ignore her own, selfish, desires and ensure that he was happy.

After a couple of minutes she resumed her position at his feet and licked at his testicles for a while. His cock was hard, very hard. She took it in one hand and gently slid along the length of it. It seemed to throbbing with a life of its own. She was desperate to feel it in her mouth, but equally she knew she had to wait until she was given permission to do so. She ran her tongue from the root of it to the tip.

This whole thing was so, so generous of Mr Leonard. She was well aware that he had several girlfriends and could very easily take his pick of any woman he wanted. So to be used by him like this, in this ...intimate way, was quite an honour as far as she was concerned. After all, who was she? An air-headed young woman who was labouring under the misapprehension that she could run a profitable business?

She picked up the courage to gently kiss the tip of his penis. Oh my God, it felt wonderful! Why she hadn't done that a lot more to her deserving boyfriends in the past, she had absolutely no idea. She was so happy in that moment. She opened her mouth and started to guide him in.

"What the hell do you think you're doing, girl!?"

The obvious annoyance in his tone brought her rapidly back to earth. Had she upset him in some way? She hoped desperately that she hadn't. He didn't sound very happy though. He took her by the hair and shook her roughly.

"Did I give you permission to my cock in your dirty mouth?"

"N...no, sir. Sorry, sir. Oh no! What was she thinking?"

He manoeuvred her out of the shower by her hair and pulled her to her feet.

“Go and stand in the corner while I finish." He ordered, with a brisk slap to her naked, wet behind.

She could hear him whistling as he rinsed himself while she stood shivering and dripping water onto the bathroom floor. She was so worried, how on earth could she make it up to him?

Twenty minutes later she was overjoyed to find herself gagging on his erect penis.  He'd gone easy on her, virtually forgiven her for her faux pas. He hadn't even paddled her! Just taken over his damp knees and slapped her until she screamed and cried for mercy. Then he'd allowed her to kneel up and beg for the privilege of being allowed to suck his cock, which she'd done happily and with great respect.

Now she was struggling a bit with the sheer dimensions of the thing that seemed to be jammed in her throat. Mr Leonard, as was his right, hardly seemed bothered as she gasped for air. In fact, if she didn't know better, she might even have thought he was enjoying her predicament. He certainly had an amused look on his face, but that was probably due to the pleasure she was giving him. She redoubled her efforts and tried to take more of him inside her. Thoughtfully he'd inserted a finger into each of her cheeks and was pulling them firmly apart in an attempt to help her.

Every so often he pulled his swollen cock out of her, cursed, and then slapped her face with it, leaving traces of sticky pre-cum. Then he'd plunge himself back into her, she could tell that he was enjoying himself. Within a couple of minutes he pulled out of her roughly, groaned, and then painted her face with strand after strand of delicious cum. She licked her lips and smiled as he scooped lumps of semen off her cheeks and squeezed it into her mouth. He was such a thoughtful, kind man.


Chapter 11

The following morning, she went for her early morning run as usual and made herself a light breakfast. After checking her phone she decided it was such a nice day that she'd go in a bit earlier and see if there was anything that needed doing. The two cleaners were just finishing up as she arrived. She wished them a good morning and then went to her desk. Everything seemed fine. She wandered into her secretary's room. There was a yellow post-it note on the table,

‘Elizabeth. The contents of the red files on my desk need to be individually photo-copied and then filed alphabetically, placed into yellow files and then taken down to the archive room in the basement.'

The red files were piled high on Miss Greer's desk. With a sigh, Elizabeth removed her blazer and got on with the job.

The phone on the desk trilled at her, glancing around she realised that she was the only person available. She picked it up.

"Hello, Helen Greer's office."

There was a partially muffled snigger from the other end.

"That sounded very good, Elizabeth. Almost professional in fact. Can you hold the fort for me this morning? Something's come up that I need to deal with right now."

"Erm, yes. of course, Miss Greer," replied Elizabeth.

Elizabeth could hear another muffled, male voice somewhere in the background.

"Thanks, Lizzie. You're a dear."

The line went dead. Elizabeth looked at the handset for a little while. That male voice sounded awfully familiar? She shook her head and smiled. How would she know any of Miss Greer's friends? That would just be silly. Helen thought that she was 'a dear', did she? Well, that was nice to know.

The job turned out to be quite onerous and very time consuming. Remove a document, take it out to the photocopier in the hall, make a copy, bring them both back, file the original in the red file by its order number and then file the copy by date in the yellow file. By now her staff had arrived and had noticed what she was doing. Claire Smith actually asked her if everything was okay, and where Helen was.

Elizabeth thanked her for her interest and then explained that she was helping her unavoidably delayed secretary out. That seemed to satisfy Claire who hurried away leaving her to carry on with the wearisomely repetitive task. The nature of the job only served to reinforce Elizabeth's already high opinion of Helen Greer, and her value to the company. It clearly took a lot of dedication and effort to hold down her secretarial post.

By 11.30, Elizabeth was flagging a little. She'd been at it for just over four hours and it seemed as if only half of the work had been done. She bit her lip anxiously; hopefully Miss Greer wouldn't be too annoyed? Also, at the same time, she had a nagging suspicion that she should be doing something else as opposed to photocopying old invoices. Wasn't there something particularly that she had to prepare for? If only Helen was here to help her out.

Suddenly her own mobile buzzed, making her jump. She snatched it up and noticed with relief that it was her secretary messaging her.

'I'll be in the office in 20 minutes. Have one tea and one coffee ready.'

She smiled in relief. At least Helen would be in soon. She'd almost certainly know what to do. Somewhere in the back of her mind she wondered who the cup of tea was for, who did she know that drank tea? Exactly twenty minutes later, Elizabeth was stood by Miss Greer's desk as her secretary made her entry. By her side was Mr Leonard. They must have met downstairs in reception perhaps?

"Thank you, Elizabeth. I'll call you should I need anything else."

Elizabeth nodded awkwardly and made for her own room, conscious of Mr Leonard's smirk as she did so. As she settled down behind her own desk she realised that she'd forgotten to ask Helen what her schedule for that day was. She wasn't quite sure what to do. Perhaps she should check her emails? Mr Leonard was always reminding her to check her emails . One never knew, he often used to say, just exactly what was waiting for her in his emails to her.

There was some work stuff from Mr Storey at the bank which she ignored, other work-related things which she also dismissed, because the very last email, the most recent one was from Mr Leonard himself! Elizabeth paused, took a deep breath and gathered herself. She liked to be in the right frame of mind to read anything that Mr Leonard was good enough to send her.

She opened it. The familiar, whirling screen saver appeared which immediately put her at ease. That was Mr Leonard's own, personal screen-saver and guaranteed that the message actually was from him and therefore worthy of her utmost attention. She placed her headphones over her ears and then sat up, back straight, feet together and hands on her lap as instructed.  Mmmm. She loved his voice, so deep and masculine and sonorous, as if warm, liquid honey was being poured into her.

Although she hadn't been given permission, she couldn't help put push one of her hands between her legs and start to rub, gently at first but then more firmly as the voice incessantly pushed its way into her mind. She could feel herself beginning to heat up, she groaned a little. She was getting wetter, but she didn't dare take her eyes off her computer screen. From somewhere outside her door she could hear people laughing.

Suddenly the door swung open without being knocked on first. Her secretary stood framed in the doorway

"Lizzie!! What the heck are you doing?"

Elizabeth literally jumped at the sound of her underling's voice. What was she doing? Somehow her hand had slipped inside the waistband of her charcoal skirt. There was definite, distinct smell in the air. Helen strode determinedly into her room.

"You're not doing what I think you're doing are you? You disgusting little girl?"

Elizabeth could feel the bright red flush of shame rising up her cheeks. The fact that her secretary had barged into her room unannounced, called her by a diminutive of her first name, and then called her 'a disgusting little girl', any one of which would previously earned Helen a trip to Human Resources, seemed to be unimportant right at that moment. What was important was the fact that she'd been caught with her hands in her knickers.

"I'm really sorry. I'm sorry, Miss Greer. I...I don't know what...It won't happen again, I promise."

Elizabeth looked up at her assistant, she could feel her face crimson with shame.

"It looks to me that you can't be left alone, Lizzie. Mr Leonard warned me that this might happen. Come with me, let's find you something that occupies both of your hands shall we?"

Shamefaced Elizabeth allowed herself to be led out of her own office and into the large floor area outside. Mr Leonard sniffed loudly and ostentatiously as she passed by.

"Oh dear, Miss Barret. What is that unusual smell do you think?"




Chapter 12

Elizabeth lay sprawled on her bed in a state of nervous, horny excitement. She was masturbating again, she literally couldn't stop herself. She really didn't know what time of the day it was, but it was probably a Saturday. Or at least she hoped it was, she couldn't be sure. What she did know for a fact was that Mr Leonard had called earlier and told her she was in for a treat and it might be a good idea if she was prepared in advance for it

She'd immediately felt a bit light-headed on hearing that. A treat! From Mr Leonard!! What on earth could it be? It wasn't as if he didn't look after her already. What could it be, she tried to think, but it was so hard to concentrate nowadays. Her hand worked between her legs again, finding  just the right spot, working away at the itch until she was just...so nearly about to explode.

But then, as if she was somehow on automatic, she backed off and let her heart rate subside. Perhaps it was more underwear? Mr Leonard often bought her underwear, he was such a kind, considerate sort of gentleman. He knew just how much she loved to receive new knickers and bras. Recently he'd taken to dressing her in nylon stockings and matching suspender belts. She couldn't believe how sexy they felt! Why she'd never considered wearing them before she met Mr Leonard was still a mystery to her.

Just the thought of laying on her bed, legs splayed, in her black nylons while Mr Leonard lay on top of her with his majestic cock impaled in her was enough to set her off again. Her hand sought her engorged clitoris again and  she stroked and manipulated it until she was right on the very edge...She almost had to force herself to stop. She lay back gasping and swatting, she could feel the flush on her face and her hair plastered to her head.

Dimly she understood that trying to achieve a release was simply futile without Mr Leonard's  express permission. But for some reason she just couldn't stop herself. The thought of him and his beautiful physique and his masterful sexual gifts and his massive penis was just so...exciting. She'd had sex before she met Mr Leonard of course, and with a number of different partners, but to be honest she could barely remember their names now.

All of them just seemed to melt into one generic body and pale into insignificance when compared to her current lover. Nobody had ever satisfied her like he did, no one had even come close. She reached over for the hairbrush which was now always stationed by the side of her bed on her little table.. Sometimes Mr Leonard liked to spank her bare bottom, to keep her on her toes, as he explained it.

She didn't necessarily like that , and she often cried as he slowly roasted her backside, but she was mature enough to realise that whatever he did for her was purely for her own benefit. When she was on her own, she liked to use her favourite hairbrush for another purpose entirely. Holding it by the head she liked to gradually insert the handle inside herself, slowly at first but then as she became more excited, faster and faster until she almost, but not quite, achieved a climax.

Sometimes, if she asked nicely enough, Mr Leonard would give her permission to achieve what she so desperately wanted. In return all she had to do was to prop up her phone on the end of the bed so that he could make sure she was using the hairbrush properly and then watch until she came with a great shriek. Sometimes she was aware of his unusual, high-pitched little giggle as he watched her.  It was so nice when he enjoyed himself like that.

***

Helen Greer was confused. Why was she stood outside someone's front door? Why was she stood outside the front door with Mr Leonard? She looked across at her companion again, she knew who he was of course. Mr Leonard was a very valuable customer from work. He was one of Elizabeth's favourite's, she knew that much. for sure. he was also her demon lover, he'd taken her to places that she didn't know existed. She wasn't quite sure why she was here though. Mr Leonard had picked her up from her house and, rather than make love to her for most of the morning in his own inimitable way, had insisted that she dress herself an get into his great big car.

In a sense she was quite flattered. Mr Leonard could have called on anyone that Saturday morning, but he'd done her the honour of visiting her house. She was quite aware that her home wasn't as immaculate as it could have been, but thankfully, Mr Leonard didn't seem too concerned. She'd make sure that was rectified as soon as she got back from whatever it was she was doing that morning.

Was this Mr Leonard's house? He certainly had the front door key for it, so it probably was. He turned to her and for a second all she could do was to stare at his bright blue eyes. He held his forefinger to his lips, indicating that she should remain quiet. She nodded imperceptibly and followed him into the smart-looking house.

Unlike her own place it was immaculate, there wasn't a thing out of place, and the only smell was of beeswax polish. Was this Mr Leonard's house? It was certainly nice enough. Helen imagined it would be the kind of place Mr Leonard would own. He was undoubtedly a gentleman of some taste and refinement. Silently she thanked whoever was responsible for directing him to her humble house on that glorious Spring morning.

Suddenly she could hear sounds from the other side of the door they had stopped outside. A sort of frantic gasping sound as if... as if...well, as if someone was enjoying sex in the next room. Mr Leonard turned a little and smiled, showing a mouthful of small, white, regular teeth. Helen smiled back uncertainly. If this was Mr Leonard's house, who was that on the other side of the door? His wife, his girlfriend? Helen felt a sudden inexplicable stab of jealousy at that notion. She could well imagine the reaction of her friends when she told them that she was Mr Leonard's special friend.

The door swung open quickly, as if Mr Leonard wished to catch the person in the room unawares. An odd, sniggering laugh suggested that he had achieved that ambition. As he stepped aside, Helen was aware of a presence on the double bed in the centre of the room. As she peered inside, she was vaguely surprised to see her boss, Elizabeth Barret, wearing just a pair of black nylon stockings laying on her back and working what looked like a hairbrush frantically in and out of her sopping sex. For a second, Helen realised that Elizabeth hadn't quite registered the fact that she was there.

Mr Leonard hadn't said anything, he'd merely removed his phone from his pocket and was busily recording the scene. A gentleman was allowed his hobbies, Helen reasoned to herself. Suddenly Elizabeth caught sight of her and squealed before trying to wrap herself in her own bed sheet. She heard Mr Leonard snigger by her side. Helen was shocked, she could feel herself flush. Catching out her boss like this seemed...wrong somehow. She felt embarrassed for her.

But that was just a passing thought. Almost immediately it was squeezed from her mind and replaced with a new feeling, that of amusement. Her high and mighty boss, Elizabeth Barret, diddling herself, vigorously wanking herself off with a hairbrush, dressed in just her shiny, coal black, self-supporting nylons on a Saturday morning seemingly without a care in the world. Gosh, just wait until everyone else at work heard about this! Elizabeth would be a laughing stock!

“Haha, oh dear oh dear, haha,” Helen couldn’t stop herself bursting into laughter.

“W...what are you doing here? In my house, in my bedroom?” Shrieked Elizabeth, indignantly.

For a second, Helen was confused. Yes, what was she doing in her boss’s bedroom on this fine Saturday morning? Why was she here? She looked across at the distinguished looking gentleman who’d brought her along with him.

“I erm...I’m here with...” she began.

“Don’t worry yourself, Miss Barret, Miss Greer is with me. She’s my guest and as such I want you to treat her with the utmost respect. I do hope that’s clear?”

As soon as she heard his voice, Elizabeth’s voice lost its aggressive tone. She was safe, just as long as she listened to Mr Leonard everything was going to be okay.

“Y...yes, sir. Of course, sir. I’m sorry, sir.”

Elizabeth visibly relaxed. The hairbrush by her side was forgotten. She climbed off the bed and stood almost at attention, feet together and arms by her side. For all the world like a soldier waiting for her next order thought Helen, with a broad smirk on her face.

Tidy yourself up, Miss Barret. I’m afraid you look like a harlot. Wash yourself and then dress and join Miss Greer and I in the kitchen. Clearly we have things to discuss regarding your behaviour.”

Helen was delighted to see her boss flush heavily.

“A white blouse and that hounds tooth check skirt that I like would be appropriate, and some smoke-grey stockings. You may choose your own panties and shoes,” Mr Leonard added, generously.

With that he turned for the door. Helen scurried to beat him to it and held the bedroom door open for him. He exited without another word.

She followed him downstairs and then prepared him a cup of tea. She stood awkwardly by the kitchen table rather like an enthusiastic waitress. He savoured his tea and played with her mobile phone, after all he hadn’t invited her to join him so that was only right. For a short while she wondered what he was doing with her phone, and indeed why she’d given it to him, but then it dawned on her that everything he did was for her benefit. She felt an unaccustomed little tingle in her loins at the thought.

Eventually, Elizabeth joined the two of them, dressed exactly as ordered by Mr Leonard. After a couple of minutes of silence, he put the phone down and looked up at her.

“Fasten that top button, Lizzie. There’s no need to look like a whore now, is there?”

Shamefacedly Elizabeth’s hands immediately went to the collar of her crisp, stylish blouse and did as she was told.

“That’s better. How about your underwear?”

“My bra and knickers are both pink, sir.”

“Did you think I’d like pink, Lizzie?”

Elizabeth blushed a little more and nodded, “yes, sir.”

“Show me.”

Hesitantly, with a sideways glance at Helen, Elizabeth pulled her own skirt up her hips and wriggled it upwards until the salmon pink of her panties could be seen.

“Hmmm, well you were wrong. Go and change them. In fact take Miss Greer with you, show her all your knickers and then ask her to make a choice for you. Go on! What are you waiting for? Chop-chop, ladies.”

Mr Leonard watched the two of them hurry from the kitchen and smiled. They were learning. Slowly but surely they were learning.


Chapter 13

Back at work on Monday morning, Elizabeth carried on with her onerous fling task from the previous week. The weekend seemed to have passed by in a blur. She had no real recollection of anything she’d done. Largely her weekend had revolved around Mr Leonard, which it should of course. Helen, or rather Miss Greer as Elizabeth had come to think of her, was around a lot as well. There’d been sex of course, lots of fantastic sex, lots of excitement.

She found it hard to imagine a time without Mr Leonard in her life. What on earth had she occupied her time with before he’d bestowed upon her the privilege of being a part of his life? It was a very small part of his life, as he never tired of reminding her. She was the lowest, the most insignificant of all his girls. She was the plainest, the least talented, the oldest by far and the most stupid of all his protégés. However, with a great deal of hard work and with time, he hoped that she could improve slightly.

Elizabeth hoped so too, with all her heart. Sometimes, when she was alone, just the idea of being without Mr Leonard in her life made her tearful. Being seen with him was such an experience. She knew that other girls envied her whenever they saw her with Mr Leonard. She could almost taste their bitter envy. Mr Leonard, handsome, intelligent, strong, manifestly well endowed Mr Leonard had chosen her, Elizabeth Barret, when he could have chosen literally anyone else.

That was such a thrill, such an adrenaline rush that she could easily put up with the minor inconvenience of occasionally being belittled and humiliated by her master. After all, it was all about his pleasure, not hers. If he sometimes liked to laugh at her or use her roughly, who was she to complain about it?  The upside was so worth it. Being close to Mr Leonard, basking in his reflected glory, being seen with him in public. All those things were delightful, but it was the sex that Elizabeth enjoyed the most.

That wasn’t something she could actually tell anyone, or even adequately explain. Which was largely why she hadn’t mentioned her infatuation with Mr Leonard to her friends or family. How could she explain perfection? She’d never orgasmed for so long or so deeply in her entire life until she was lucky enough to be chosen by Mr Leonard. He was such a kind, considerate, powerful lover.

Even now, kneeling on the dusty carpet of the archive room, she could feel herself growing moist just at the thought of him, her masterly lover. She was supposed to be doing Miss Greer’s filing for her, but the more her mind drifted to Mr Leonard the harder she found it to concentrate. She had lifted her skirt up her thighs and then run her finger down the length of her labia. So far she’d resisted the urge to rub herself or insert a finger or two inside herself, but it was proving very, very hard to ignore.

Just then, her phone rang. She looked at the screen. It was Miss Greer. There were just two words on the text.

Upstairs now

With a slight groan, Elizabeth got shakily to her feet and brushed down the front of her skirt. Whenever Miss Greer required Elizabeth’s attention, she simply texted or called and expected her boss to attend to her just as quickly as she possibly could. Elizabeth had learned to her cost just exactly what that meant. Miss Greer now punished her like a naughty little girl whenever the mood took her. Usually a simple, over the knee spanking. Which wasn’t particularly painful, but it was mortifying.

For some reason, Elizabeth just couldn't help herself obeying her former secretary. Just the thought of being ordered around by her, to be subservient to her made Elizabeth wet. Had she always been like this, she wondered, as she scurried upstairs? A hidden streak of submissiveness that she'd managed to keep hidden from herself for so many years? When she analysed it like that, it just didn't make any sense.

She's worked hard and had her own way for so many years. She'd take on many business competitors, chewed them up and spat them out. She'd taken a certain pleasure in being known as a tough lady, but here she was rushing around her own business at the beck and call of an employee? Why was she doing this, and why did it give her so much pleasure?

She knocked on what used to be her own office door and waited until she was admitted. Inside she found Helen behind what used to be her desk, chatting away to Mr Leonard. Elizabeth felt her knees buckle slightly and her heart rate increase. Mr Leonard looked particularly good today. That lovely, grey  suit he was wearing may well have looked anonymous on any other man, but on Mr Leonard...

"Ah, there you are, Lizzie. Trying to hide down in the basement again, I see? That seems to be your natural home down there, dear?" Asked Helen, condescendingly.

Elizabeth blushed again. The unsuitably thin white blouse she'd been told to wear was sweat stained and her nice, chequered skirt was covered in dust.

"What have you being doing down there, Miss Barret? It looks like dirty work?"

"I...I've been filing, sir. And storing the files in the a...archive room, sir."

Mr Leonard's voice often had the effect of making Elizabeth stutter for some reason.

"There's a clever girl, Miss Barret."

For reasons that she couldn't quite explain Elizabeth Barret felt her sex give a discernable flutter at those words. It made her so happy when Mr Leonard appreciated her work.

"But, Miss Barret, didn't you once tell me that this business was yours, and that you were the manager here?"

The familiar fog had descended over Elizabeth's mind again. She did remember saying that, but why had she said it?

"If what you told me was true, wouldn't it be you sat in this office, rather than filing things for Miss Greer?"

Elizabeth couldn't help but nod her head. That did make sense.

"Go and look what's written on the outside of the door, Miss Barret and then come back and tell us what it says."

Elizabeth did as she was told.

"It...it says 'Miss Helen Greer, CEO', sir."

And CEO means?

Ch...chief executive officer, sir"

"Good girl. You see you can do things when you try?"

"Yes, sir."

Subconsciously, Elizabeth squeezed her stockinged thighs together.

"So what does that mean, Miss Barret? Who is in charge here, you, the office dogsbody? Or Miss Greer, the chief executive officer?"

Elizabeth blushed just as heavily as she ever had in her life. She was such a fool! Why had she told Mr Leonard that she it was her company? He must think her an idiot.

"I'm dreadfully sorry, sir. Miss Greer is in charge, not me."

"Clever girl, Lizzie."

Elizabeth felt another buzz in her sex. She did so love Mr Leonard's approval.

"Although it's not me to whom you should be apologising, is it Lizzie?"

"I'm sorry, Miss Greer. I really don't know what came over me. I've been behaving like a fool recently but I don't know why."

Elizabeth heard Mr Leonard's high-pitched giggle from behind her.

"That's nice, Lizzie, but I think Miss Greer deserves more concrete proof of your contrition don't you? Get down and your knees and kiss her shoes, please. Show her that you're really sorry for being such a little fool."

Elizabeth didn't even think about it. She sank quickly to her knees and shuffled forwards so that her lips came into contact with Miss Greer's glossy, black heels.

Helen shook her head a little as she watched her former boss tongue her shoes. She wasn't quite sure why Lizzie was doing it, but at the same time her submissiveness was such a turn on. Who would have imagined that she had these feelings. Until recently she'd always been in Lizzie's shadow, a little bit in awe of her and everything she'd achieved if she was honest.

But she didn't like quite the alpha female now, did she? Who would have guessed that behind her tough facade that Elizabeth Barret was such a submissive, spineless jellyfish? Helen could feel the heat building in her sex, She was only half listening to Mr Leonard. She was waiting for him to stop talking before she put her hand inside her sopping knickers and played with herself.

"Properly under my control now." She thought she heard the man say. "I'll be living in her house and..."

Helen nodded as if she was paying attention.

I want her as my maid? Is that what he said? Helen was hardly in a position to argue, Mr Leonard's word was law, she understood that much. So yes, as far as she was concerned, Lizzie could carry on working in the business, but only in a subservient role. And yes, Helen would take over the day to day running of the company in her place, if that's what made Lizzy happy?

Mr Leonard had explained it all earlier, but Helen hadn't really take it all in. Something about Lizzie being her foot slave and personal pussy-licker as far as she could remember? At the time it hadn't really resonated with her. To be honest, she had been more interested in trying to accommodate Mr Leonard's swollen throbbing penis at the time, and she had been concentrating on that.

She hadn't even realised, until Mr Leonard had pointed it out to her that she was bisexual. And that Lizzie was really a submissive just waiting for the right woman to come along and liberate her both sexually and from the daily headache of trying to run her own business. In other words she'd be doing Lizzie a big favour, taking over the business from her, and making her former boss her sub. Mr Leonard was so clever. And such a kind man, always putting the happiness of others over his own.




Chapter 14

Elizabeth gasped rhythmically as she lay over her desk. Behind her she could hear Mr Callahan the accountant talking as he pounded in and out of her.

"I don't know what's happened to you, you arrogant old bitch, but I'm very much enjoying our new meeting, aren't you?"

"Y...Y...Y...Yes, sir." Elizabeth panted her reply.

And it was true, she was enjoying being reamed by Mr Callahan's rigid cock. It made so much more sense than poring over a dull set of figures on a grey, wet, Tuesday morning. That was Miss Greer's responsibility now, as was so much of Elizabeth's former business. She'd finally come to her senses and admitted to Mr Leonard and Miss Greer that she was no longer capable of running her little company. It was just so difficult for her to remember everything.

She'd asked the pair of them to take the responsibility for it off her hands. At first they'd been reluctant. It would take up a lot of their valuable time and energy, but Elizabeth wouldn't be deterred. She got down on her knees and begged Mr Leonard to take over ownership of her pathetic business. And then similarly abased herself in front of Miss Greer, begging her to manage it for her.  All it had taken was a blowjob for Mr Leonard, and ten minutes of kissing and licking Miss Greer's bare bottom. Afterwards both had then taken the opportunity to alternately cane her while she touched her toes.

That had sealed the deal, as Mr Leonard explained with a delightful giggle. Now she was the office gopher. No job was beneath her. Whatever needed doing, no matter how demeaning, Lizzie, as she was now officially known to everyone, was the automatic choice. The photocopiers needed restocking with paper? Lizzie was your girl. Errands needed running? Give Lizzie a call. Blocked toilet needed to be cleared by hand? Why bother the janitor? Just get Lizzie to do it.

So, getting fucked over her new little desk in the basement by Mr Callahan made complete sense as far as she was concerned. The things she used to discuss with him now made no sense to her. Rather than stress her out, Miss Greer had given her the choice between fucked by that nice Mr Callahan, or to have to sit through a meeting with him. A meeting  in which she would be humiliated because she didn't understand anything that was going on.

An easy choice for the new Lizzie. As were several other choices that were offered to her. Being made homeless, or working as a maid for Mr Leonard in what she dimly remembered used to be her own house? Being unemployed or working as a gopher in the business that she'd given away? Being told what she was allowed to wear each morning by Mr Leonard, or making another terrible fashion faux pas? Being spanked or being caned for committing some misdemeanour that she wasn't aware of? Lizzie was always given the choice by Mr Leonard. He was so good to her. And she loved him so much.

The End
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