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The doors to MindTech Inc. opened up to a well-dressed man in military uniform coming through them. Jennifer smiled: she loved men in uniform. Always looked good, and they always dressed the part too.

“Welcome to MindTech, how can I help you?” she said, putting on her best, dazzling smile. To his credit, he wasn’t as dumbstruck as most men were when she smiled at them. She was an absolute knockout and she knew it.

“I’m General Mark Johnson, here to see Dr. David Engleton.” He said. “I’m his one o’clock.”

“Of course. Just one moment.” She said, flashing him another smile. She picked up her phone, dialing her boss.

“Dr. Engleton? A General Johnson is here to see you.” She said. After her boss confirmed, she put down the phone. “He’s all ready for you. Just follow me and I’ll see you to his office!”

“Thank you very much.” The general said, smiling back at her. She got up from her chair and started down the hallway. She made sure to get up with a healthy amount of sultry swing, putting a nice little sway in her hips as she walked down the hallway. General Johnson might be a gentleman, but no man could resist taking a peek when she walked like that.

Especially considering she had a great ass. She considered it her best asset (no pun intended) and she took every opportunity to flaunt it, especially with the office’s casual attire rules. Today she was dressed in skintight skinny jeans that left almost nothing to the imagination, and combined with her seductive little sway she knew she could get anyone to gawk.

To his credit, he was good at not letting her know he was looking. But she had gotten good at this, and she noticed a few times his open admiration of her ass as she walked down the hallway, catching a glimpse of him in a mirror or a window. She made sure to give an extra little jut to her hips when she saw him looking. Didn’t want to disappoint, after all.

She knocked on the door to let him in, and Dr. Engleton smiled as he saw the general.

“Thank you, Jennifer.” He said, looking over at her.

“Of course, Doctor.” She said. “Will that be all?”

“Yes, thank you.” He said. “You can go.”

She smiled again at the both of them, heading out of the office and back to her desk. She couldn’t help but notice Dr. Engleton’s gaze drift slightly down to her breasts. Even after a year of her working in the office, he still couldn’t resist taking a little peek at her every now and then. She smiled, shaking her head. Men were all the same.

Not that Dr. Engleton was totally ugly, of course- Jennifer supposed that he was pretty okay, in his own way. Getting a little older, a little bit of paunch around the middle. He had probably been handsome twenty years ago. She smiled. He was the kind of guy she liked to tease the most- the kind of man who would lust after her but never, ever had a chance in hell of actually nailing her. God, she loved leading them on.

Only a few minutes had passed when the general came by again. He smiled at her in a genteel fashion, and tipped his hat to her. She smiled back.

“Can I help you out?” she said.

“Oh, no, it’s alright.” He said. “I can find my way out, but thank you.”

He left through the double glass doors, and Jennifer reflected that it was a pity she hadn’t gotten his number- he seemed rather respectable and well-mannered. It would’ve been a fun challenge to steal him away from whatever middle-aged hag he was married to.

“Jennifer?” her intercom crackled. “Can I see you in my office for a moment?”

“Of course, Doctor.” She said back, heading over to his office. She knocked at his door shortly thereafter.

“Ah, Jennifer. Please, take a seat.” He said, motioning to the chair in front of him. 

“You wished to see me, Doctor?” she said, sitting down.

“Yes, Jennifer. I did.” He said. “You see… well, hrm. This is a little awkward. But… it has come to my attention that you have been deliberately attempting to provoke and arouse the men in this office as well as the men who visit this office.”

“I’m not sure what you mean, Doctor.” She said sweetly, smiling at him. Inside, however, she was seething. The old pervert. He loved looking at her, loved taking little peeks at her ass and her boobs whenever he thought she wasn’t looking. And he had the nerve to tell her off for trying to arouse the men in the office?

Damn right she was trying to arouse the men in the office.

“Well… it’s just…” he said. He motioned to her. “Look at your outfit today, for example. Your top is very tight, as are your jeans. You’re not… er… hiding anything from anyone.”

“Are these clothes against the company policy regarding casual attire?” she said sweetly, innocently. She knew they skirted the line, but she was sure HR would back her. If not she’d simply cry foul on sexist double standards.

“No, but… look. Maybe you’d like to wear something different tomorrow? Something a little less… provocative?” Dr. Engleton offered helpfully.

“Am I to take this as you ordering me to wear something different than my current attire, which complies with office policy?” she said neutrally, as innocently as possible. She wasn’t an idiot. She knew he couldn’t get away with doing that.

“No, I’m not ordering you to do anything.” He said. He sighed. “Alright, I see I need to approach this with a different tack.”

He leaned forward, closer to her, and she leaned into him, smiling. Oh, this was going to be good. There was no way he was going to convince her of anything, but she’d love to see him try.

He got pretty close to her. Surprisingly close, in fact- she could smell his cologne, an aroma she hadn’t noticed before. It was actually good- it wasn’t like anything she had ever smelled before, actually. It was… well, it was primal, strong, alluring. She had to hand it to him. Whatever it was, it was good. She wouldn’t mind learning the name of it to give to her boyfriend.

She grinned. Maybe she’d pry it out of him after she had his sexual harassment charge hanging over his head.

“Now look.” He said. He sighed. “I know what you’re doing. Really, I do. It’s not the first time a young secretary has tried to seduce me, no ma’am. I get the appeal. You’re young, in your twenties, you’re tired of men your age. You want a strong, powerful man to take control. Except that I’m married. You know that, don’t you?”

“I… yes, I do.” She said, utterly shell shocked. Was he actually saying what she thought he was saying? This was getting dangerously close to sexual harassment. She tingled at the thought of it. She might actually have him! The old bastard, he was so close to the line. Just push him over a bit more and she could blackmail him for whatever she wanted!

“So I understand. The appeal, I mean. You want a strong, older man. You want a man who’s not afraid to take charge of you, a man who’s not afraid to give you what you truly want. You want someone to control you, to lead you, to guide and direct you with a firm hand. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“That’s…” she said. She stopped suddenly, her train of thought interrupted. She had been going to say something to throw him off, something to keep him going and push him over the line, but- well, that… that sounded really hot, actually. She couldn’t actually want that, could she? It was just that deep, sexy voice of his. It made things sound hotter than they actually were.

She couldn’t deny the weird little heat she felt building between her legs, though. She tried to brush it off.

“So that’s decided, then?” he said, looking at her. “You’re going to stop provoking all the men in the office? Especially me? Considering that I’m married, and all?”

“I… I don’t know if I can.” She said sultrily, trying her best to lightly come on to him. She was a little worried and freaked out by how easy it was. Normally when she was trying to get a guy to do her bidding, it was all a show- but there was definitely a weird undercurrent of arousal she couldn’t explain here. She was half flirting for real.

Oh god, she didn’t have a fetish for older men, did she? She hoped not. But how else to explain the weird, growing dampness between her legs?

“You don’t know if you can stop teasing and taunting the men of the office?” Dr. Engleton said. He raised his eyebrows at her. “Come now, Jennifer. That’s hardly a thing you should be saying to me. Do you know what happens to young girls who keep on showing themselves off to older, powerful men?”

“No… what happens?” Jennifer said, her voice low and sultry still. But perhaps now there was more reality in that sexiness than she cared to admit. The line was blurring between play and reality, and she almost shook her had to clear it. Why was she feeling so hot and excited all of a sudden? There were butterflies in her stomach. She had to focus. This was all way too weird.

“Well, at first a pretty young thing starts showing off her butt, starts showing off her breasts…” he said, motioning to her. “Then maybe an older man takes an interest in her. She teases him, maybe puts a little sultry swing in her hips, until one day he finds her in the break room. And then he has to have her. She bends over one too many times, and then, well… he can’t help himself.”

Jennifer looked at him expectantly, unaware her breath was coming in deeper, more ragged breaths. That scent was overpowering. She couldn’t figure out what it was, but it was so good.

“He reaches over her one day, putting his hands against the wall, pinning her in the corner of the room. She feels his heat, feels his strong, manly power over her, feels her breath catch, feels her heart pound quicker and quicker, feels her loins grow hot at his touch. He takes her by the waist, slowly bends her over… and he takes her. Right there in the break room.

He takes her as she cries out in ecstasy, takes her even as she screams for more, her whole body pulsing in quivering lust and ecstasy, the agony of not having release yet. He takes her even as her ragged gasps of lust are hushed by his mouth, lest anyone in the office find out.

Because they couldn’t, you know. That would be a violation of company policy. And you know what happens to people who violate company policy, don’t you?”

Jennifer didn’t speak. She couldn’t. She didn’t even hear what he had asked her- all she could think about was the scenario he had outlined. She imagined herself in the break room, that hard, powerful man railing into her, bending her over, having his way with her… that was so hot. Oh god, that was so hot.

“Ms. Wilson? Did you hear me?” he said sharply. She came to the real world with some effort, her brain still lingering on her daydream.

“Wha… what? I… I’m sorry?” she said. She shook her head. This was not going as planned. Why was she so horny? She had come in here to-

“Pay attention to me.” He said, his deep, commanding voice arresting her attention. “I said, you know what happens to people who violate company policy, don’t you?”

“They… they get fired?” she ventured, trying to muster all of her willpower to answer him.

“No.” he said. “They get punished. And you don’t want to get punished, do you?”

“N…no…” she said, knowing that was the answer that he wanted. But it wasn’t the answer she wanted to give.

“On second thought…” he said. He mused over it, looking at her. “Maybe you do deserve to be punished. After all, you’ve been a bad girl, teasing and arousing all the strong, manly men around the office. Haven’t you?”

“Yes...” she said, hardly a breathy whisper. She had forgotten that she was pretending not to know what he was talking about. 

“So if bad girls deserve to be punished, then you should be punished.” He said patiently, as though he was tutoring a particularly bad student. “Is that right? You deserve to be punished?”

“I… I…” she said, stammering.

“Or maybe…” he said. “Maybe you’re a dirty girl. Maybe you want to be punished. Is that it? Do you want to be punished, Jennifer?”

“I…” she said, still stammering, still stuttering. She did want to be punished, oh god did she want to be punished. But why? She never even looked Dr. Engleton’s way before, but now.... she knew she should say no. She knew she should-

“I think you do want to be punished, Jennifer.” He said. “You want me to punish you.”

“I… I want you to punish me.” She said, almost automatically, instinctively. The moment he said it it seemed so, so right. But why? She was sure she hadn’t wanted to be punished before… but god, now she wanted it. Her pussy throbbed with desire at the thought of him punishing her.

“I suppose if that will solve this.” He said. He sighed. “Bend over the desk, Jennifer.”

“Ex… excuse me?” she said.

“I said bend over the desk.” He said. He rolled his eyes. “Really, Ms. Wilson. How am I going to spank you if you don’t present your ass to me?”

That seemed reasonable to her as she bent over his desk, showing her nice, firm ass to him. Why was she letting him do this? She knew the answer: it was making her hot. God, it was making her so very, very hot.

But why was it making her hot? She hadn’t felt this way before. She hadn’t felt this way before the cologne. The cologne. That was it. It was doing something to her. It was-

She yelped as the blow came down, his hand making its impact on her bottom. It was a sharp, light sting- but the pain was so, so sweet. She had never been spanked before, though her parents had threatened on more than one occasion. This… this was exquisite. Sublime. She felt her loins throbbing in response to the spanks.

His hand came down again, and again, and again, and every time it did her arousal built. The spanking was turning her on, with every thwack of his hand against her ass causing another jolt of arousal to fire through her body. 

“Now, is that enough?” he said sternly.

“No!” she said quickly, instinctively, without thinking about it.

“That’s not enough?” he said quizzically. “You need to be punished more?”

“I-“ she said. She stopped. She couldn’t tell him the truth, could she?! That she was enjoying being bent over and spanked by her boss on his desk? But she was… oh god, she was.

“You dirty girl.” He said. He looked at her, wide-eyed. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

“I… I…” she said.

“I bet you are.” He said. “Pull down your pants. I bet your pussy is just dripping wet from all that spanking.”

She complied with his order, shimmying her near skin tight pants off. He started to run his hand down her bare ass, slowly, thoroughly. She was barely able to stifle back a moan as his hand moved from the bare skin of her ass slowly, ever so slowly, to between her legs. 

“Look at this! Your underwear is positively soaked through.” He said, tut-tutting her when he reached it, rubbing her pussy through her underwear. “Do you think this is appropriate?”

“I… uh…” she said, her mind almost completely fogged over with lust as he rubbed her pussy, sending an incredible mix of lust and arousal through her. She almost couldn’t think. 

“What is wrong with you today, Ms. Wilson?” he said, tut-tutting her. “This is absolutely ridiculous. Is it appropriate, yes or no?”

“Uh… no…” she said, her lust-drunk brain almost completely incapable of answering him. She thought that was the right answer. 

“I simply will not have anyone wearing wet panties in the office.” He said. “Take them off. Your pants too.”

“Uh… yes.” She said almost unthinkingly. She began to shimmy her pants off as well as her underwear, pushing them down to the floor. God, her pussy was so wet. And his hand was so tantalizingly close, still resting between her legs. She could feel him. She was trying to resist the urge to wriggle her pussy down on his hands, to feel his fingers slip into her pussy…

She couldn’t help it. She moaned. 

“Did you… did you just moan?” he said.

“I… yes.” She said helplessly. She couldn’t lie anymore, couldn’t try to play him. She didn’t even want to, anymore. All she wanted was him inside her, his fingers, his cock. Oh, his cock. The image of her bent over, being railed mercilessly by his big, hard cock, was one that she simply couldn’t shake.

“I don’t believe this.” He said. “You dirty little slut. You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

“I…” she said, trailing off. She shouldn’t tell him. Couldn’t tell him. She-

She yelped as his hand came down on her bare ass, striking it and sending that strange but irresistible mix of pleasure and pain through her, clouding her mind even further.

“I asked you a question, Ms. Wilson.” He said. “I expect you to answer it. You’re moaning, you’re wet, and you can barely focus. You’re practically begging for sex.”

“Yes…” she slurred, her lust-drunk mind managing that. Oh god, she was. She was begging, pleading him. It took every ounce of her willpower not to ask him to fuck her right then and there on the desk.

“Then tell me.” He said. “Tell me you want my cock inside you. My nice, big cock fucking you.”

“I… I want your cock inside me.” She said. The words came slowly, forced out, but as she said them she realized how true they were, how right they were. She did want his cock. God, she wanted it so bad, she wished he would just fuck her, that-

She moaned suddenly, her train of thought completely derailed as she felt the heat of his cock against her thigh. She whined, bucking her hips back towards him, trying to get the cock inside her, but he stopped her with a firm hand.

“Look at you, all ready to get rammed.” He said. “You’re just a horny little fuck doll, aren’t you? Just a horny little fuck doll waiting to get your pussy fucked nice and good.”

“Yes…” she said, smiling drunkenly. She was a horny little fuck doll. God, she wanted to fuck so bad. All she wanted was his cock in her.

“But you’re not just any horny little fuck doll.” He said, leaning over her, whispering in her ear. “You’re my horny fuck doll. My fuck slave. Obedient to my will. Isn’t that right?”

“N...” she said. That sounded wrong. She wasn’t his slave, was she? His fuck slave? That couldn’t be right. None of this was right. None of this-

She moaned deeply as she felt his cock press against the entrance to her hole. She squirmed back on him even more now, even more desperate, trying to get that cock inside her, deep inside her.

“Not yet, slut.” He said, holding her. “Say it. Say you’re my fuck slave.”

“I’m your fuck slave.” She said.

“Master. Call me Master.” He said.

Oh god, I’m your fuck slave, Master, please fuck your slutty little fuck slave!” she said mindlessly, screaming it, completely incapable of wanting anything other than him.

“Good girl.” He said. And with that, he thrust his cock deep into her. She let out a cry of unimaginable ecstasy and lust as his cock slid into her, deep into her, completely overriding any of her senses. She became a complete slave to him then, his fuck slut, wanting nothing more than his cock in her over and over again.

Nothing existed but his cock. The rest of her world seemed to melt away. His cock was the only thing that mattered: his cock slamming in and out of her, making her body ripple with the impact, the sound of her ass slamming against his hips as he thrust into her over and over again.

“Your pussy’s so nice and tight.” He said, fucking her with abandon. “I’m going to cum all inside you, cum right inside your nice, tight little pussy.”

“Oh god, yes, Master! Cum inside your slutty fuck slave!” she said, almost incoherent, wanting nothing but his cock to fuck her, fuck her forever and ever and ever.

“I’m almost there.” He said, his breath getting more ragged, his thrusts coming faster and faster “I’m going to cum inside you, and when I do you’re going to be mine, mine forever, my dirty little fuck slave.”

“Yes! Oh god yes! Please, Master, please!” she said, her body rocking as he thrust into her, her tits pressed into the wooden desk. He grunted finally, tensing up, and shot his seed deep into her.

Her world exploded. She had orgasmed before, of course, but nothing like this. Never like this. Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, a sensation she was completely unprepared for. The ecstasy completely crushed any semblance of rationality she had left, and like a mindless, lust-driven animal, she shuddered, bucking, her pussy muscles contracting and milking his cock for all it was worth.

She slipped down onto the desk, dazed, and felt herself slowly drifting out of consciousness from the force of the orgasm, Master’s cock still deep inside her pussy…

***

“I can’t believe it worked.”

“Well, the Army asked for a field trial. This is… unorthodox, but you’re my friend. And I know how much that little bitch had been teasing you this whole time.”

“Yeah, I- unh!- really appreciate it.”

Master grunted as he came deep inside her pussy. She would have moaned in orgasm, but General Johnson’s cock was deep in her mouth. Master had ordered her to suck the general’s cock, and she obeyed. Obeying Master was the best thing in the world. She could think of no greater pleasure than pleasing him, and it pleased him often to double-team her with the general. 

The general came in her mouth, and she greedily sucked him up as he shuddered, shooting his load deep down her throat. She didn’t complain- she loved it.

She was Master’s mindless fuck doll. She couldn’t imagine being anything else.
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