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Over My Boss's Knee

The Day He Found out My Spankings Turn Me
On






My breath was shallow in my chest as I pushed
open the door to Tom's back office and stepped into the dark room.
I felt for the light switch and the surroundings flickered into
their familiar pale yellow illumination.

He was really angry, this time. He had lost
his composure in front of a client, something I had never seen
before. His hand had almost been shaking as he pointed and ordered.
"My office, Emma," he had said, and his tone had been dangerous.
"Now. Get ready, and I'll be back to deal with you as soon as I've
sorted this mess out."

I rubbed a hand over my rear, trying to
cherish the final moments of a bruise-free ass that I would have
for a week or more. This one was going to hurt, I could tell.

It was probably not the most professional
relationship, all things considered, but it worked for us. I had
only been sixteen when I started working for him after school, and
he was twenty-five and it seemed very natural that he would treat
me like I was just a kid, sometimes.

When I graduated high school and came to work
for him full-time, we were spending eight hours a day together in
his high end tailor shop and clothing studio. It seemed very
natural that he took more interest in me than he did in his two
part time employees, neither of whom had been around as long as I
had. He tried to help me learn the business, explained things when
I did not understand them, and when I got out of line he made sure
that I knew that, too.

The spanking was just another aspect of
things, and even though it probably violated some labor laws, I
would never breathe a word of it to anybody. It made me feel close
to him, like he was looking out for me and making sure I was true
to myself and what he expected of me. Of course I concealed how
much I enjoyed those sessions. He would never do it again if he
knew how much it turned me on, I was sure.

All in all it was a system that worked for
us, and even if I could never have him for myself, or even admit
that I wanted him, at least I had this. These were moments to be
savored. I touched a hand to the rich oak of his desk and fanned my
face slightly. A wealth of memories and associations always got me
a little hot when I stood waiting for him in this cramped little
office.

I did not turn around immediately when I
heard the door open behind me. I knew what he was going to say, not
that I didn't deserve hearing it anyways. Boy had I screwed this
one up.

"Damnit, Emma," he said, closing the door
behind him. "We have a filing system for a reason. If Jack Vivaldi
comes in and pays four thousand dollars for a suit, he should have
a right to expect that the order form won't get lost."

I breathed out a long sigh and turned to face
him. His handsome face, usually so warm and earnest, was contorted
in anger.

"I – I know," I said. "I don't know what
happened."

He walked around to sit behind his desk and
pushed a stack of papers away from himself in annoyance. They
wobbled precariously, threatening to cascade off the desk, but I
reached out a hand and stopped them.

"Who am I, Emma?" he asked. "I'm just a guy
trying to make something of myself, you know? This little business
is all I have, and attracting the big fish like Vivaldi are the
only way I have of making a name for myself in this town. I work
day and night to be sure that what I stitch my name onto is as
well-tailored a piece of clothing as money can buy around here. I
bust my ass. And then to turn around and see you sabotaging me like
this…" He trailed off, looking at the wall.

"I'm sorry," I repeated, driven close to
tears by his words. "I never – I just don't know what happened. I
don't mean to mess up the way I do. I'm trying as hard as I
can."

He glanced at me and I saw his brilliant blue
eyes soften slightly. "Yeah," he said. "I know you try. Maybe I'm
to blame. Maybe I just haven't been riding you hard enough." He
stretched out long-fingered hand on the desk and studied it. "I
just wish I knew how to motivate you that extra mile."

"You do motivate me," I insisted. "I'd never
work for anyone else as hard as I do for you. I'm just – I'm just
forgetful sometimes. I just get out of line and need to be pulled
back."

"Right," he agreed, as though he were only
partially listening to me. His eyes were still focused on the desk,
lost in thought. Then he shook himself, returned to the moment, and
looked at me. "You know I could never stand to fire you," he said,
"so I guess I have to make do with the threats available to
me."

I nodded, a lump coming into my throat that
the word 'fire' had even crossed his mind.

He pushed his chair back from his desk and
patted his knee. "Well, you knew what was coming," he said. "I
don't know if you've ever deserved it more than you do today."

"I know," I said meekly.

He spread his knees far enough to give a
platform for me to lie across, and I circled the desk to join him
on the far side. His hands ran over my skirt, smoothing it, before
he guided me down across his knees.

I lay still, my body pressed against his
thighs at groin and breast, waiting patiently for punishment. He
ran his hand over the back of my skirt, probing at my flesh.

"You know I don't like to hurt you," he said,
his hand resting on my ass.

"I know," I said quietly to the floor.

"If I had another way, I would use it."

"I understand, sir," I said. "I deserve
it."

"Sir?" he echoed, amusement in his voice.
"You always act so strangely when we do this. It's almost like you
act like some kind of discipline fetishist."

His hand was kneading at me, and my blood had
begun pounding in my ears so loudly at his touch that I almost
didn't think to laugh. I probably laughed too loudly to cover the
momentary lapse. "That's a funny idea," I said, still giggling. "I
wish I did enjoy it. I seem to get in trouble enough."

"Yes," he agreed, taking my hips and
positioning me a little more securely. "You certainly do. Are you
ready?"

I hung my head and infused my voice with
chagrin, even as my nostrils thrilled with his familiar scent. "I'm
ready," I said. "I know better than to ask you to be gentle."

He began with two quick spanks, a little
rebuke. It wasn't the real punishment yet. "Why would I be gentle,
after what I saw out there today?" he asked.

"You wouldn't, sir," I said, letting the word
slip out again before I could stop it.

For emphasis, he gave me another two. These
were much harder, and I couldn't help but yelp slightly as his hand
made contact with my tensed rear. They were enough to leave a
lingering smart that was not entirely gone by the next time his
hand came down.

"If you want me to be gentle with you,
there's an obvious solution," he said, punctuating his words with
several more spanks.

"Be good?" I asked, my voice warbling
slightly as my body bounced from the punishment.

He continued to spank me as he talked. "I
know it must sound like a foreign concept, but some people manage
it. People not named Emma, of course."

I closed my eyes and raised my ass slightly
as he hit it. I could feel the warmth of his legs through the thin
pieces of cloth that were all that separated my body from his.

"I try, sir," I said, blushing now at the way
I kept calling him that. I was giving myself away, even if he
thought the idea too preposterous to consider.

"Trying," he said, his voice punctuated by
exertion, "is not always good enough."

I bit my lip at the growing discomfort in my
posterior. My eyes were watering slightly, and my breathing was
slightly labored. Each blow rocked me forward over his legs, and my
nipples were hardening as with each movement they brushed over his
thick-muscled thigh.

"I know," I said, my voice slightly
high-pitched as I fought not to cry out at the pain. "I want to do
better, sir. I want to do better so badly."

The blows stopped, and I felt his hand
running over my ass again. His fingers pressed into my smarting
flesh, moving over it and gauging its tenderness.

"I know you do," he said. "And I want to help
you."

I let out a sharp little gasp as I felt his
fingers against my skin. They had moved down and now they were
lifting my skirt by the hem up my legs, over my rear, and folding
it up against my abdomen and back. My panties felt very skimpy,
just then, the way they clung to me and only covered a small part
of my ass.

I squirmed on his lap. He had only hit me
under the skirt once before, and that had been years ago. His
fingers explored my reddened flesh. The smarting from the first
round of punishment was beginning to lessen, but I knew it would
only get worse again.

When his hand met my bare skin, the slap was
loud and sharp in my ears. I gasped explosively as the stinging
became almost too intense to stand.

"It is too bad," he said, "that this is the
only way to reach you, sometimes."

His fingers played at the stitching of my
panties, tugging at them and sliding the fabric. His hand dipped
slightly between my legs, gathering the undergarment in his fist.
His fingers brushed the lips of my swollen pussy and I closed my
eyes and stifled a moan. This was getting too intense. It was all I
could do to lie there, experiencing it all as it happened.

Taking my panties in his fist, he drew them
up and back, pulling them between my legs and crack to expose my
ass fully to view. I whimpered, partially at the lingering pain and
partly at the delicious humiliation of being almost naked before
his sight, squirming slightly in his lap and feeling the heat of
his legs against my body. I imagined there was probably a visible
wetness in my panties by now, but if he noticed it, he did not say
anything.

His hand came down on my bare ass cheeks. It
seemed that I could feel every smallest part of each of his
fingers.

"I'm sorry, sir," I wailed, "punish me so
that I'll never do it again. Hit me hard enough that I learn my
lesson. I hate it when you're mad at me."

"I hate it, too," he said. He took me by the
hair, holding me down, and obliged me.

My stiff clit was pressed directly against
his thigh. Each blow bounced me slightly, and I began to move
without really meaning to, thrusting my hips against his leg as his
right hand stung my backside and his left hand held me tight, my
head pulled back slightly. I wrapped my arms around his left leg
and squirmed wildly as he delivered my punishment.

I was audibly moaning now, and I was too lost
in what was happening to care. Several of the spanks were hard
enough to force a little air out of my lungs, and I gulped to get
enough oxygen.

My face and ass felt like they were
approaching similar shades of crimson. I was so caught up that, as
I felt the orgasm approach, I did not greet the sensation with the
appropriate sense of horror. It almost seemed welcome, in a way. I
could not remember why I should be so afraid of the feeling.

It came nearer and I moved my hips in only
greater frenzy. Every once in a while his hand would land on my ass
in such a way that a finger would curl inadvertently around my ass
and brush against my pussy.

The finger brushed against me again, and I
felt myself tense up, balancing on the edge. I clung to him,
knowing what was about to happen and needing it to happen more than
I was afraid of it. And then the finger landed there again, and I
came.

"Oh God, I'm sorry, sir," I was calling out,
my head too muddied to remember what I was apologizing for, whether
the misdeed itself or the fact that I was taking so much pleasure
from his punishment. My grateful body curled and tensed itself
around the rising wave of ecstasy, and I was lost in a tremendous
orgasm for what felt like a very long time. The stinging from where
he hit me intensified all thought, sensation, and pleasure. My
fingers and toes were curled so tightly that when the orgasm began
to subside, I could feel them aching deliciously from the
strain.

After that long, delightful moment had
passed, I opened my eyes. He had stopped hitting me. The room was
quiet. I could feel a dribble of liquid running down the inside of
my thigh and seeping into the fabric of his pants.

"Stand up, Emma," he said quietly.

Shakily, and with his help, I lifted myself
off his legs and started to stand. I wobbled for a moment, and then
found my balance, and he took his steadying hands away.

I kept my eyes locked on the ground. I
couldn't bear to look at him.

"That's never happened before," he said, his
tone deceptively mild.

My cheeks burned hotter but I could not think
of anything to say.

"Would you care to explain it?"

My eyes locked on the floor and my face
growing redder still, I shook my head.

"I thought I was joking when I said you
enjoyed being disciplined," he said. "But it's true, isn't it?"

I bit my lip, trying to tell myself this was
all a bad dream and what had just happened had not actually
happened.

"All this time I thought I was punishing you
when you got out of line, but you've been enjoying it. Answer
me."

I drew in a shuddering breath and managed to
look at his feet. "Yes, sir," I said. I physically recoiled as the
word 'sir' emerged from my mouth again. "I'm sorry," I blurted,
close to tears. "I never – I mean, it's just – I didn't mean to.
I'm sorry. I don't try to make you angry with me or anything. It's
just the way it affects me. The way being around you – " I clamped
a hand over my mouth, horrified that I had said too much.

Even without glancing up, I could feel the
way he was looking at me. I stared at the floor and noticed that my
skirt was still pulled up and my panties still bunched. Another hot
wave of humiliation rose in me at the sight of myself and I
hurriedly straightened my underwear and pulled my skirt down.

"Perhaps this explains a few things," he
said. "Maybe I should not be so surprised. Maybe it's my fault that
I did not see it before."

I dared a shy glance up at him to see how mad
he looked. To my relief, his expression was thoughtful, rather than
the anger or betrayal I had dreaded seeing there.

"Well clearly, Emma, the arrangement we have
been operating under cannot continue, can it? You've given me a lot
to think about."

Nervously, I straightened my skirt again. If
only he would say something definite, something to indicate how he
felt about this. I could not deny that a small part of me wanted
him to be glad or maybe even a little intrigued. But that was just
a childish fantasy, too much to hope for.

"I think it would be best if you took the
afternoon off," he said after a moment. "But it's clear we need to
talk about this - when there isn't work to be done. Come by my
apartment, would you, after I've locked up for the night."

I bobbed and nodded. "Yes, s-" I shook my
head, as though to clear it, and began to move towards the
door.

"And Emma?" he said.

"Yes?"

"You haven't lost any more orders you might
want to tell me about, have you?"

I shook my head, even my ears burning at this
final jab, and left the room.











On a good day it was only a twenty minute
walk from the shop to my apartment, but on that particular
afternoon I found myself repeatedly turning away from the streets
that would lead me home. The air was crisp and pleasantly chilly
after a long and very hot summer. I did not hear the cars as they
passed me. Over and over in my head I played out what would happen
that night, each iteration a little different. What if he realized
I had feelings for him? What if that made him uncomfortable and
fired me? Even the best case scenario meant that he would probably
never take me over his knee again. This morning was the last time
I'd feel his firm hand holding me against his thigh or feel the
sweet pain that, after I had suffered it, made all my
transgressions forgiven.

I walked, lost in thought, for so long that
when I looked up in surprise the sky was beginning to darken above
me. My watch made it almost 6 o'clock. With a dry mouth and
butterflies in my stomach, I turned east and began making my way
towards the street where he lived.

I had been to his place several times over
the years, usually helping him to move stock for the store. He
owned the top floor of an old three-story colonial on Rutherford
and Plaza Road. It was all whitewashed and caught the fading red
light of the sky, making it appear softly pink.

My heart was beating much too quickly, and I
tried taking several deep breaths to slow it down as I stood
outside his door. My hand felt very unsteady as I raised it to
knock against the paneling.

"Emma, that's you?" I heard him call through
an open window. "Let yourself in. I'll only be a minute."

I pushed open the unlocked door and walked
inside. The familiar smells of rich wood and fresh laundry and of
him met my nostrils.

I sat on the loveseat by the entranceway,
feeling so light with nerves that it was a wonder I didn't float up
to the ceiling. I could hear him moving around one room over.

After a couple minutes, he emerged. Pieces of
fabric were draped over one arm and a mass of pins sticking out of
a bracelet on his left wrist.

"Help yourself to a drink, if you'd like
one," he said, gesturing over at a line of bottles.

I went over to them self-consciously, aware
that I had never had a drink around him. Seeing the makings of my
favorite cocktail, I mixed one and took it back to my seat. All the
while he was messing with the stacks of expensive fabric along the
wall.

When he had distributed the contents of his
arms to their appropriate locations and returned the pins to a
large box by the stairs, he turned back and his eyes fell on
me.

"Sometimes I think I work too hard, did you
know that?" he said, pulling open the collar of his shirt and
running a tired hand through his chestnut hair.

"I didn't know that phrase was in your
vocabulary," I said.

He flashed me a smile and made his way over
to pour himself a tumbler of bourbon. "What's your drink?" he asked
as he came, pointing to the glass in my hand.

"Oh. A Manhattan," I said, looking down and
swirling it a little self-consciously.

"Really? All this time I had a girl working
for me who knows how to drink, and I never knew it."

I blushed at the compliment and looked at my
shoes. His manner was encouraging. He didn't seem angry.

He took a seat against the arm of the
loveseat, pushing a box out from underfoot. I turned a little to
face him, a glimmer of some unspoken hope coming into my head.

"About this morning," he said.

I looked up, my back straightening.

"You know I care about you, Emma, don't
you?"

I mumbled something.

"I like having you around, is what I mean.
And about what happened. I suppose when I stopped and thought about
it, I had to admit that I've known for a while that you feel that
way, and that I just wasn't sure it was right to acknowledge it. It
can all be a little confusing, can't it?"

"Yes," I agreed gratefully, nodding.

"But at the end of the day, I suppose it's
not such a bad thing that two people feel a connection, don't you
think? It can't be such a bad thing that they enjoy each other's
company and take pleasure in being around each other."

I could feel my heart beating like crazy. The
dawning exhilaration of what he seemed to be saying was matched by
an almost equal terror that I would say something that would mess
everything up.

His fingers were playing with the edge of my
skirt where it lay folded on the cushion. "And really," he said,
brushing the skin of my thigh so very lightly, setting my body
tingling, "when I think about it in those terms, when I say it's
okay to feel those things, I have to admit."

"Admit what?" I asked, my eyes rising to meet
his, my eagerness finally overcoming my shyness.

"Well, I have to admit," he repeated, his
hand on my thigh now and my whole body humming like a guitar
string, "that it drives me pretty wild, too."

My eyes widened and I gasped audibly,
immediately embarrassing myself.

"When I look down and see you with that red
ass and red face, squirming like mad on my lap and your hair all
mussed like I've just fucked you. It puts some really interesting
ideas into my head that, for a long time, I thought shouldn't be
there."

I stared at him, color rising in my face and
my mouth left open slightly.

"Yes, that color," he said, putting a finger
under my chin and closing my mouth. "I've been wanting to claim
that little body of yours as mine since I first laid hands on
it."

I stared at him, under his spell.
"It is yours," I breathed.
"It's always been yours."

"Is it?" he asked quietly, smoothing the
collar of my blouse. "No, I don't think it is, yet."

I watched his hand, speechless. This had been
a fantasy of mine for so long, I couldn't help but find it
surreal.

"I hold my own to a higher standard," he went
on. "Don't you think that's reasonable?"

"Yes," I agreed immediately, though I was not
sure what he meant.

"And you," he began, "have not been meeting
that standard, have you? You've been rather bad, all things
considered."

"I –" I stopped, unsure what to say.

"For one thing," he said, standing up, "the
clothes that you've been wearing to work recently."

Tugging softly on my collar, he entreated me
up to stand in front of him.

"Yes?" I asked.

"You do not take care of them," he said. His
hand began to undo the buttons of the blouse. "That's hardly
appropriate for working in a tailor's studio, is it?"

I watched his hand moving down my front. "I'm
sorry, sir." The word slipped out again.

He sighed softly, his hand reaching the last
button and allowing the garment to breathe open. "You are always
sorry, aren't you Emma? But a whispered sorry is not always
enough." He pulled the blouse off my shoulders and over my arms,
tutting softly as he indicated a frayed thread running along the
in-seam.

"I'm not the reason the seat of my skirt is
so worn," I pointed out.

"No?" he asked, reaching around and feeling
at the material in question and the body underneath it with both
hands.

With a tingle of satisfaction I could feel
the early soreness of his morning punishment as his palms cupped my
buttocks.

"Perhaps you're right," he agreed. "Perhaps I
should always get you naked before I punish you. That would be the
responsible thing to do."

"Are you going to punish me now, sir?" I
asked.

His hands circled my hips, coming to rest
against my abdomen, hooked inside the waistband of my skirt.

"You were a very bad girl today, Emma," he
said chidingly. "I don't think I had punished you nearly enough
when your session ended." He toyed at my skirt's zipper. "It would
be silly to let one little orgasm distract us from just how bad
you've really been, don't you think?" His voice was soft and his
mouth very close to my ear.

"Yes, sir," I agreed.

With a soft ruffling sound, my skirt fell to
the floor.

"You do want to be good, after all, don't
you?"

"Yes, sir."

"And when you're bad, you want to pay the
price. It's the only way you'll learn."

"Yes. I'm grateful that you punish me when
I'm wrong, sir."

His finger ran under the shoulder strap of my
bra and my body tensed. His other hand came around and with a soft
click my bra came loose and he pulled it away, letting it fall to
the floor. My nipples stiffened as I felt his eyes on my body, now
almost totally naked.

"Stand up against the wall there," he
instructed, pointing.

I turned and put my hands out, bending over
and giving him access to my already bruised ass.

His left hand cupped my breast and fondled it
gently as he prepared to spank me. "You know, it's very
disappointing to discover that you've been enjoying these
punishments all along. They were supposed to be for your own good,
you know."

"I'm sorry, sir."

"I suppose I just never realized what a dirty
girl you are, did I?"

"No, sir."

"I'll have to make it harder, then, if the
message is going to stick. Won't I?"

"Yes, sir."

I bent over further, my lower lip in my teeth
and my eyes already closed in anticipation. He rolled my nipple in
his fingers and a little breath of pleasure escaped from me.

He took the waistband of my panties and
rolled them down until my ass was exposed, vulnerable, and the
cloth stretched between my thighs.

"If you weren't such a dirty, horny little
girl I wouldn't have to do this, you know."

"I know, sir," I said without opening my
eyes.

Even though I expected it, the intensity of
the first contact caught me by surprise. The slap of palm on bare
skin rang out and I let out a little, embarrassing yelp. He did not
like it when I made noises during punishment.

In payment, the next blow was even harder. I
bit my lip to maintain silence and felt my eyes begin to water.

"Whose fault is this?" he asked between
blows. "Why is this happening?"

"It's my fault, sir," I gasped. "I was bad
and made this happen. I'm sorry I make you punish me."

The next one was hard enough that my knees
almost buckled. As my body shook from the punishment my panties
slowly migrated down my legs until they rested on the floor. My
palms were sweaty against the wall.

"Are you learning your lesson, Emma?" he
asked, emphasizing a blow that was even harder still.

"Yes, sir," I wailed, the tears now starting
to flow down my hot cheeks.

"Are you going to keep taking pleasure in the
punishments I administer to you?"

"Yes, sir," I admitted out of honesty, not
defiance.

He struck me harder. "Still?"

"Yes, sir."

He struck me harder yet. "Still?"

"Yes, sir."

He struck me with a final series of blows
that left me gasping and unable to speak. "Still?" he asked.

I collapsed into the wall, pressing my wet
cheek against its cool surface, feeling its texture on my bare
stomach. "Yes, sir," I said when I had regained control of
myself.

His hand squeezed my burning ass. "Well," he
said softly, "at the end of the day I suppose you can't help it if
you are a horny little girl."

"No, sir," I agreed.

"And that's what you are?"

"Yes," I said. "I'm a terribly dirty little
slut."

"I see," he said, moving up against me. His
hands moved from my ass around to my front, and one of his fingers
began to toy a little bit at my clit. "I suppose you want my cock,
then, do you? That's what dirty little sluts want, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir," I agreed, rubbing back against
him. I could feel it hot in his pants, swollen by the sight of me.
How many times had I writhed on his lap, only inches from it, but
never allowed to feel it?

"Do you think you've been punished enough?"
he asked. "Do you think you deserve my cock?"

"Yes, sir," I breathed, his finger on my clit
beginning to affect me.

"You deserve to have my cock inside of
you?"

"Yes, sir."

I felt his hand moving over his fly and heard
the sound of his zipper. "And your little pussy is ready for
it?"

"Yes, sir," I said, bending over slightly and
presenting him with the place in question.

I felt his cock, stiff and hot, come to rest
against my ass. His hands moved around and held my breasts as he
leaned forward and kissed me on the neck. The thick muscles of his
torso pressed against my back.

"I suppose even bad girls can be good every
now and then," he breathed into my ear. His hand traveled down my
body and then he was guiding himself between my legs and into
me.

I let out a high-pitched giggle of physical
delight as I felt him slide into me and fill me. It would probably
have hurt if I wasn't already so wet from the spanking. I reached
back and pushed my hand against his ass, feeling its firmness as I
pushed at it to drive him further into me.

He gathered a fistful of my hair and bent me
further forwards, giving himself complete access and pushing in
still deeper. I let out a moan, my cheek pressed against the
wall.

He began to thrust into me. With his grip on
my hair, he controlled my torso from both ends. I felt almost
hog-tied in his strong grasp.

I closed my eyes and savored every sensation
that told me I was getting fucked by the man I had wanted more than
any other since I was practically a girl. His strong hands kept me
where I needed to be, and there was nothing left but to surrender
to his capable control and let him ride me into oblivion.

Moans began escaping my lips as the ecstasy
of his penetration continued to build. My toes curled against the
floor and my fingers scraped at the wall. He began to thrust faster
and harder, until it felt as though my already sore and tired body
would not be able to take it, and yet the only thing my sore and
tired body wanted was more. More he gave me, pushing so deep inside
me that it felt as though I would have no room left for air. The
intensity built, and grew, and deepened.

I let out a yell as I felt myself falling
into orgasm. Pleasure radiated out from my most sensitive region
and swept me away in an infinitely soft world of delight.

I felt him stiffen behind me, his muscles
tensed against my own body rendered soft and limp by pleasure. I
felt him come into me, filling me with his viscous liquid.

Gasping, he leaned forward, pinning me up and
against the wall with his bodyweight. With difficulty, I turned
beneath him so that we were face to face. Perspiration made our
skin slick, and our chests were heaving against each other.

Seeing my face draw close to his, he smiled
and kissed me. Then he pulled back, allowing me to slide to the
floor, where I sat with my legs at odd angles, looking up at him. I
groaned as I felt the deep soreness in my ass, and rolled over onto
my front.

He turned and went into the kitchen. A moment
later he returned carrying a bag of ice.

"Here," he said, gesturing with the ice.
"You're going to want this. I really went to town on you."

I smiled ruefully. "Yes," I agreed, "you
did."

He lowered himself to the ground beside me
and held the ice against my ass.

"Thank you," I said.

"I think it's the least I can do."

I nestled back against him. "Maybe next time
we can space out the punishment and pleasure spankings to two
different days."

He laughed softly into my hair. "You'll have
to be the one to enforce that rule. I don't know if I have the
willpower."









Hostile Takeover

Humiliated and Dominated by My Business
Rival






"Ms. Trufant? There's a man here to see
you."

"Tell him I'm busy," I said into the
intercom.

A silence followed, and then Jonathon was
back on the line. "He's insistent."

I glared at the speaker. "Well who is
he?"

"He says his name is Jackson Rivers. Does
that mean anything to you?"

"Jackson Rivers?" I repeated, taken
aback.

"That's what he says, Ma'am."

"There must be two of them," I thought aloud.
"But just in case, you might as well send him in."

I pressed off the intercom and neatened the
papers on my desk, eyeing the door but trying to look busy at the
same time.

I heard the door open and the footfall of
someone stepping inside, but buried my head in my work and refused
to look up. Never let anyone think you have time for them and
you'll start every meeting with the upper hand.

After about thirty seconds, I allowed my
fingers to slow on my keyboard and I glanced up in an artful
display of impatience.

I started violently, and immediately tried to
cover the jerk with a cough. His face was defined, strong-jawed,
and stomach-lighteningly handsome. His dark hair was cut close and
a shadow of stubble perfectly accentuated his features. Usually
when I pulled my 'I'm too busy routine,' the person here to see me
hovered uncomfortably by the door, waiting to be acknowledged. But
this man, this profoundly handsome man, had seated himself
soundlessly in front of my desk and was sitting only four feet from
me, watching me with steady eyes. Blue, intelligent, calm eyes.
Knowing eyes. My goodness.

With difficulty I broke eye contact.

"Yes?" I asked, still a little off-balance
and maybe a bit more rudely than I might normally speak.

"I was hoping I might have a moment of your
time, Sandra." His voice was rich and quiet. I found myself hanging
to the words, just for the sound of them.

"And you are?"

"You know who I am."

I straightened the papers on my desk, trying
not to look flustered. "You're really Jackson Rivers?"

"That's right. I believe you were told to
expect me."

Confused, I wracked my brains for what he
could be referring to. "Oh," I said, "so when I agreed to meet with
an 'agent of the Rosemont Group,' that meant the CEO."

He smiled. "I didn't mean to startle you.
It's just that I have a particular interest in what we have to
discuss."

I laughed dismissively, perhaps overacting
just a little bit. "It takes a lot more than this to startle me,
Mr. Rivers."

His smile widened at the obvious falsehood,
but did not correct me. "I'm glad. We can get right to business,
then. Several of my VPs have been insisting for months now that we
acquire your firm. I thought we might speculate, you and I, as to
the feasibility of something like that."

Again I made a show of rifling through the
papers on my desk, aware of how shallow and petty the tick must
appear to him but unable to find something else to do with my
hands. I had been expecting something like this to come along at
some point. After five years busting my ass in obscurity, I was
finally starting to make a few ripples in the industry. I knew it
would only be a matter of time before the first buyout offers came
in. And for just as long, I had known what my answer would be.

"Well I'm sorry you came all this way for
nothing, Mr. Rivers," I said, "but that simply isn't something I am
inclined to consider at this particular time. One phone call could
have saved you a trip." I knew I sounded a bit snide, but after all
these years without a drop of respect afforded me, I couldn't help
but crow at the opportunity to turn down the personal offer of a
CEO of a multi-national corporation standing right here in this, my
office. The fact that he was an Adonis, smooth as silk, and clearly
used to getting what he wanted, only made the moment that much
sweeter.

He frowned sympathetically. "Yes," he agreed,
"nobody wants to see the sweat and tears of their career shipped
off to the highest bidder just as it's all starting to go right. I
can identify with that reaction very closely."

"And yet you have nothing better to do than
pop over unannounced and waste my time?"

He shrugged his broad shoulders, settling
back in the chair, stretching his legs, and examining a
well-groomed fingernail. "I can be very persuasive."

I looked at him nonplussed, waiting. "Well?"
I asked.

"Which would you like to hear first?" he
asked. "Would you like to know what will happen if you sell, or
would you like to know what will happen if you don't?"

My jaw set pugnaciously as I realized what he
was saying. "So that's how you do things, huh? Threats right from
the start?"

He smiled that infuriatingly patient smile.
"I only make threats to people who ask for them. I'll leave here
much happier if we can keep things strictly on a friendly footing.
One can never have too many friends, don't you think?"

"Well you've got a funny way of making them,"
I said.

He nodded understandingly. "Well, like I say,
as happy as I would be if I simply came here to be friendly, that
isn't why I'm here."

I glared at him. Why was I letting him get to
me? Why was I straightening the papers on my desk again?

"Alright," I said. "If it'll get this over
with more quickly, why don't you give me the good."

He leaned forward, drawing a folded piece of
paper from the inside pocket of his jacket and laying it across the
stacks of paper I was fiddling with.

Glaring at him, I opened it. "What the hell
is this?"

"What do you make it out to be?"

"It looks like a list of my five biggest
contracts." My hands were shaking slightly as I held the paper in
the air.

"That paper?" he asked. "That can't be
right." He stood and came around the desk to look over me. He
leaned down, his body suddenly very close to mine, reading over my
shoulder. Without meaning to, I found myself inhaling his scent,
cleanly masculine and with a distant hint of cologne. My trembling
was now obvious and I was struggling slightly to breathe. With each
breath I was aware of the cleavage of my outfit, of the movement of
my breasts only an inch from his arm as my chest rose and fell, of
how I didn't know where his eyes were and was too paralyzed to
check.

"My my," he said with only slight concern, "I
seem to have handed you the wrong slip of paper."

"What are you doing with this?" I began, my
voice quavering and body-less. "Where did you get this
information?"

He stepped back from me and I sat frozen, my
body position still defined by the space he had occupied a moment
ago.

"I like people who look after their own,
Sandra," he said, neglecting to answer my question. "You care about
your work, and you care about keeping the fruits of your work.
That's all very admirable in this business - in any business."

"I want to know what the fuck you are doing
with this list," I said, the heat coming back into my voice as I
struggled to regain my balance.

"There are many people, I have certainly
encountered any number of them myself, who lack any and all
passion, do you know what I mean? They have no fire. Some of them
are talented enough to do well for themselves, maybe make a little
money, but they will never be happy doing what they do because they
cannot take pride in it. Do you know what I mean?"

"Stop patronizing me and tell me what you're
doing with that list."

He moved behind me and though I was frozen
tensely in place, I dared a glance out of the corner of my eye. He
was standing at the window, his hand lifting the curtain
negligently. Light streamed in past his fingers, but his eyes were
not looking out. They remained intent on me, on my body still made
weak by his presence.

"An embarrassing mistake on my part," he
said, sounding as though he had never been embarrassed in his life.
"Let's pretend, you and I, that it was not that paper I handed you.
Let's pretend that it was this one, instead."

He extended a hand and released a second
piece of paper several feet over my desk. It glided down and I
snatched at it unsuccessfully. My face burned hotly, but he did not
comment or laugh.

Trying desperately to ignore him and focus on
what was becoming the most critical meeting of my career, I looked
down at the paper.

It took me a moment to find my voice. "This
is your offer?"

"A generous one, don't you think?"

"It's - it's not enough." Even to myself I
sounded unconvincing.

Out of the corner of my eye I caught that
infuriating smile again. He took two steps and leaned back against
my desk, his leg almost touching mine.

I stared up at him, taken aback at his
closeness.

"Do you enjoy telling men 'no', Sandra?"

My mouth fell open. "I - what?"

He reached out a hand, laying a finger
beneath my chin, and gently closed my mouth. The touch sent a
tingle through my body, and I could feel myself reddening.

"I asked if you enjoy telling men 'no'," he
repeated quietly.

I gasped as I felt his finger brush my knee
and another pulse ran through my body.

"I - this isn't -" I began.

"I can understand the appeal," he went on, as
though my faltering, empty words had not been spoken. "It gives a
certain illusion of power, saying no. Utter the word and watch them
work harder and harder for what they want. Isn't it so?"

"That's not - I'm not this easily
manipulated." I was almost shaking now.

"Manipulate?" he asked mildly. "You
misunderstand me, Sandra."

"Your hand is on my leg," I managed to get
out.

He looked at me in mild surprise, his tone
and demeanor still quiet and silken. "Don't you want it there?"

His palm was against my skin now, his fingers
extending up the inside of my leg almost to the line of my skirt.
With a flood of wetness I began to appreciate just how long it had
been since I had last been with a man. Eight months since I had
left Rick, and another month before that. I had been working so
hard. Those things had seemed unimportant, and now when I most
needed to concentrate, to focus, to avoid the traps this beautiful
man was laying for me, my neglect was coming back to erode the
ground out from under me.

"I pride myself in reading people, Sandra,"
he said, never breaking contact.

"Is that so?" I asked in a voice that sounded
high-pitched. All my energy was focused on maintaining my composure
and disguising just how much he was affecting me. I could barely
follow his words as he spoke them.

"Isn't that the essence of good business?" he
asked me. "Find out what a person wants, and then you give it to
them. At a price. Or you teach them that they want something they
never knew they wanted."

I leaned back, not retreating, not moving my
leg, but trying to put some distance between his face and mine. I
needed breath. "What do I want, then?" I asked.

"Aren't you realizing that for yourself?"

I stared at him, my eyes round. "I don't know
what you're talking about," I denied, pushing back against the
chair but allowing my leg to creep upwards ever so slightly into
his touch.

"No?"

I let out another gasp as his hand inched
higher on my leg. The tips of his fingers had disappeared beneath
my skirt, and I could feel them caressing my inner thigh. I was
paralyzed. I wanted to push him away and run from my office, but
the sensations of my body held me in place.

I wanted to tell him to stop, but then he
might stop.

"You think you like calling the shots," he
went on. "You think you like being in control, saying yes and no,
giving orders, turning away offers."

"I do give the orders," I said weakly. "This
is my company."

"It was your company," he said gently.

"It is my - company," I insisted, an
involuntary gasp punctuating and undermining my attempt at defiance
as his hand crept slightly higher.

"You're shaking, Sandra," he said.

"I'm not," I denied.

I gasped again as his fingers penetrated
between my thighs and brushed my swollen lips through the hot, damp
cloth that covered them.

"You're wet, too," he said.

"I'm not," I denied.

He smiled, nodded in acquiescence, and began
to withdraw his hand. My thighs twitched involuntarily against each
other, clamping tight on his hand to prevent its departure.
Mortified, I reversed the motion and allowed his hand to leave me.
My face flamed and I averted my gaze so that I would not have to
see his reaction.

"Please," I said, almost inaudibly, wanting
to crawl inside myself. I wasn't sure what I was pleading for. I
had been trying to ask him to leave, to let me be, that the
humiliation was already complete, but I couldn't get a second word
out.

Observing my inner turmoil as easily as if I
were an open book, he laid a comforting touch on my cheek. I could
smell my sex on his fingers.

"I'm not here to hurt you," he said
softly.

"Yes you are."

"No," he said more firmly, "I'm not."

"Then why? Why are you here?"

"Because I admire your work," he said. "I
want you to come work for me. I want you to stay on."

"It's not your company yet," I insisted.

"That feels sort of inevitable though, don't
you think?"

I drew a shuddering breath and shook my head.
"You're so used to getting your own way."

He pushed a stray lock of hair off of my
face. "I don't get it, Sandra; I take it."

Reluctantly, in spite of myself, my eyes rose
and met his for an instant before darting away.

"Like me?" I became aware, as I said it, that
there was a hopeful note in my voice. I had meant it as an
accusation, but it came out all wrong.

 

Without answering, he gazed at me. Before,
when his eyes met mine it seemed as though he could look through
me. Now he was not looking through me. Now he was seeing me exactly
as I was, flustered, humiliated, and disheveled, pressed back and
all but paralyzed in my chair, a captive in my own office. He took
in my body, heaving at his closeness, ripened by his touch and
begging for it to return.

"That thought," he said in the same quiet
tone that pulled me forward, "was not on my mind before I came here
today."

I opened my mouth to say something, but he
silenced me with a brush against my lips. Instead, he raised
himself off the desk and moved back towards the window.

"You see, Sandra, I've been following your
progress. Yesterday you were just a fish in your own little pond.
You did well for yourself. You made a name for yourself and turned
some heads. But then, of course, you got ambitious, didn't you? It
wasn't enough, and you swam out of that little pond and, by a bit
of bad luck, you've ended up in my ocean. So here we are." He
picked up several of the sheets I had been fiddling with earlier,
glanced over them in disinterest, and then set them to the side.
"It can't go on like this, Sandra. I don't take competitors in my
ocean. They don't last very long at all, and your time in it is
over."

I stared at him helplessly. It was exactly as
he had said: this all felt so inevitable. "What happens now?" I
asked.

He drew another folded sheet of paper from
his coat pocket and laid it in front of me. "First, you sign this
contract, finalizing the sale for the amount I've offered you. It
will make you a very rich woman."

I managed to shake my head. "This is all
happening too fast."

"Too fast?" he repeated. "I thought I had
been very generous with my time. I have given you months to
withdraw from my markets."

"I can't," I stammered.

He nodded, as though deciding for himself.
"Do you know what it is like when a little startup like yours
wanders in and starts trying to underbid companies like mine? It is
like a child that insists on sitting at the grown-ups' table. The
child refuses to acknowledge objective reality. It only understands
one thing."

He pushed the stacks of paper which remained
in the center of my desk off to the side. One of them wobbled,
tipped, and cascaded to the floor, but he did not notice. "The only
thing they understand, Sandra, is a firm hand."

He was standing over me, now, and I had
shrunk back into the chair, feeling very small and physically
intimidated.

"I can make you regret your stubbornness in
any number of ways. I can underbid every contract you receive,
headhunt every name you hire, and grind your company into the dirt
until every last investor you have is serving you papers. Is that
what you want?"

I stared up at him, mute.

"Stand up," he said.

I stayed frozen in place.

"Stand up," he repeated. "You call yourself
the owner of this company. You can't even stand and look me in the
eye in your own office? You have to cower in your chair?"

Shakily, I complied.

No sooner was I standing than he had put his
hand to the small of my back, pushing me over and pinning me down
upon my desk.

"I'm going to do something much less
permanent than all of that," he said. There was not so much as a
single note of strain in his voice as he held me completely
helpless against the smooth oak of my desk. "Because I'm beginning
to like you, because in a certain way I can admire stubbornness,
I'm going to teach you very simply and here, in private, just how
out of your depth you are."

I tried to say something, but his hand
against my back was compressing my chest against the desk too
forcefully to draw full breath. Instead, all that emerged was a
whimper.

The whimper became a muffled gasp as I felt
his hands on me again. His fingers ran up underneath my skirt, over
my buttocks, pushing the skirt up above my waist and exposing my
underwear. In another moment, even that scant cover was taken away
as well, as I felt the damp cloth pulled from me and down to my
knees. Desperately struggling against the pressure of his arm, I
tried to cover myself with my hands. He simply caught each of my
wrists in turn and placed them in the closed fist with which he
bent my spine against the desk.

"I hope you understand," he said, bending
down to bring his mouth near to my ear, "that I am not doing this
because I want your firm. I can have your firm and all of its
business anytime I want it."

"Then why?" I managed to gasp, my eyes
watering from the discomfort and humiliation of the position he
held me in.

"Because anything you do in this industry is
because I allow you to do it, and because the sooner you learn that
lesson the less I will have to hurt you. Do you understand
that?"

I let out a shrill gasp as I felt his hand
make contact with my vulnerable, exposed ass.

"I run this industry," he hissed in my ear.
"I own everyone in it."

I bit my lip as he spanked me several more
times, trying not to make a sound, trying with my last shred of
dignity to pretend that this did not hurt.

"I own you," he went on. "I own your
body."

The burning grew and built upon itself as
again and again he brought a punishing hand against my unprotected
rear. I squirmed weakly, but it did not accomplish anything. It was
just a distraction, so that I did not feel so totally, utterly
powerless.

"Please," I begged.

"Please what?" he asked, pushing me harder
against the desk and spanking me for emphasis.

I fell silent, breathing with difficulty.

"Are you beginning to recognize the way
things are?" he prompted.

"Please," was all I could say once again.

"Do you think I want to be doing this?" he
asked. "Don't you understand? I want us to be good together, you
and I. I've told you I like you. I like what you've done with this
little two bit company."

I screwed my eyes shut, a wealth of
conflicting sensations overwhelming me. I was incredibly aroused by
the way he could control me, my body and my actions, effortlessly
and flawlessly. His leg was pressed to my own as he stood against
me, holding me down and spanking me on my own desk. As much as it
hurt, I did not know if I wanted it to stop.

"I can always tell a submissive," he was
saying above me. "Little things give them away: little hesitations,
little expressions of gratitude. I feel a little sorry that it is
all so obvious, really. Here is a woman, I say to myself, that is
trying to be someone she isn't. She's trying so hard, working so
very hard, and yet never for an instant is it an effective
disguise. Never does she have a prayer of deceiving a man like
me."

Resigned to my fate, resigned to the
humiliation and discomfort, I was lying limp and still against the
desk now. Each blow rocked me slightly over the hardwood surface,
and an occasional moan escaped my lips. I was too spent to stifle
them or try in any other way to pretend that I was not wholly at
his mercy. I felt my wetness leaking slightly onto the desk, and
even that did not seem like something worth fighting any more.

"But it doesn't have to be this way," he
said, pausing and leaning down near me again so there was no
mistaking his words. "That's why we're here, after all. I want you
to see that it doesn't have to be this way."

His hand was resting on me, palm cupping my
smarting flesh of my buttock.

"I can make you very sorry, but I can also
make you very happy, if you'll let me."

His hand crept down along my ass.

"A little cooperation, that's all I ask.
Don't you think that's reasonable?"

I let out a sharp, urgent moan as I felt his
fingers move between my legs and caress my engorged, sensitive
lips.

"That feels good, does it?" he asked.

Beyond the point where each individual
humiliation really registered, I simply nodded, my eyes closed.

His fingers probed deeper and another moan
issued from my lips. Slowly, playfully, he parted my opening and
dipped two long fingers inside, tickling at me and then withdrawing
back, spreading my juices over my quivering groin.

"You see, Sandra, I like making you feel
good. I have said that, haven't I?"

His fingers moved further around me, moving
up and probing at my clit. I jerked involuntarily as he made
contact, arching my spine against his firm hand and pressing my
face against the wood of the desk. My breathing was becoming
labored again, but now it was not from the exertion of being
spanked.

"Do you like it when I make you feel good?"
he asked.

Again I nodded, feeling only his fingers as
they began to move inside me again. They penetrated farther and my
body clenched around them, beckoning them deeper.

"Would you like me to make you feel even
better, Sandra?"

I nodded, my reddened face feeling hot and
slick against the polished wood.

"All I'm asking is the smallest bit of
cooperation," he murmured. "I just want to know that we aren't
enemies, you and I. Can you show me that we aren't enemies?"

The drive that had fueled my defiance was
gone, eaten away by a confrontation with a man I was not a match
for. Without even understanding what he was asking, once again I
nodded.

My eyes were still shut as I heard a ruffling
of papers. I opened them and saw that the contract of sale was laid
inches from my face.

"One little signature," he said, his mouth
inches from my ear and his fingers deep inside my pussy. "One
little signature and all the animosity holding us back can go
away." He twitched his finger and I spasmed against the desk.

Of course. How had I forgotten, even for an
instant, what this was about? And yet, what was I still fighting it
for? My reasons did not seem so clear to me now. I imagined myself
as I was: more than half naked, hot and red in any number of
different places, pinned down under his easy grip, and letting him
play my body like an instrument. This was a business meeting
between equals? How could I come back from this? How could I
pretend that I would not let him take from me anything he
wanted?

"I'll sign," I choked out.

He gave an encouraging little stroke with his
finger and I gasped again, my hands knotting into fists held
against my back.

Without pulling his fingers from me, he
released my hands and allowed me to raise myself partially off the
desk. With shaking limbs, I pulled the contract towards me.

The pen moved unsteadily in my hand, and it
was all I could do to make the letters readable. Twice he moved his
fingers inside me and the pen tip skated off to the side, leaving a
strange dash in the A and the T.

Without having read a word of the contract, I
dropped the pen and fell back onto the desk, driving my hips
backwards, my ass into his wrist, and urging his fingers deeper
into me. I knew I was being manipulated, used, and I didn't
care.

"That's a good girl," he said encouragingly,
drawing a moan that was almost a shriek from me with his fingers.
"My favorite part is rewarding a girl who has been good for me.
Would you like that?"

"Yes," I choked out. I was still thrusting my
groin into his hand so urgently that his palm, now flat against my
mound, was supporting a significant part of my bodyweight.

It did not take long. Perhaps it was only a
few seconds, long, powerful, blind seconds, before I was writhing
on the desk again. My hands had returned to fists and my toes were
curling in my shoes as the ecstasy of his touch built and grew,
threatening to overwhelm me.

And then, at last, release came. My pussy
clenched around his fingers and I felt liquid spurt out of me. I
was laughing in pure ecstasy, and then I was past the point where I
was aware of any vocalization. I was simply floating in the grasp
of his hand, my body the sea in which waves of pleasure rolled.

"You'll want to have that cleaned up when
we're done here today," I heard him say from a great distance.
"Rosemont employees are expected to keep hygienic workplaces."

My chest heaved, and slowly I caught my
breath. I tried to roll over and found that I was able to. I looked
up at him, my mind still fogged in a warm afterglow. I smiled shyly
up at the man above me.

"It wasn't my idea," I said.

"That's true," he agreed. "But part of being
a good team player is occasionally picking up your CEO's
slack."

With that silly, shy smile still fixed to my
face, I reached up and touched the lapel of his jacket.

"So I work for you now?"

"If you want to," he said.

I considered him. "If I say no will you
convince me some more?"

"I'd almost have to," he said, putting a
delicate hand on my stomach and pressing me back against the desk
and leaning forward to kiss me lightly. "Which part of my
convincing did you like better? We can start from there."

"I liked both," I said, "but if you spank me
any more I won't be able to sit down tomorrow."

"Is that so?" he asked. "Well maybe there's
another part of you I can make sore."

I blushed and let out a little giggle. It was
nice, all of a sudden. I was glad he was here, whatever he had cost
me. Isn't it strange?

His fingers began to walk up my front,
undoing a button of my blouse and then the next. I watched his
hands as they approached, across my stomach, over my breasts,
brushing slightly at my collarbone before drawing back and letting
the front of the blouse fall open.

Again shyly, again blushing, I raised myself
up onto my elbows to allow him to remove the garment, set it to the
side, and reach back to the clasp of my bra.

I watched him as he lifted that final piece
of covering away, hungry for a sign in his expression that, even to
this man who could have any woman, I could still be beautiful.

His face was thoughtful, appreciative, as he
rolled one of my nipples idly between two fingers. It stiffened
quickly under his touch, and I took my lower lip between my teeth
as I watched him.

"What are you thinking?" I asked him.

With a playful flick he released the nipple
and allowed my breast to settle back against my chest. "That I
should have come to see you weeks ago," he said. "This kittenish
way you have of lying back and watching me undress you with that
shy expression on your face is driving me more than a little
crazy."

"And yet you're going so slowly, holding
yourself back."

"That's right," he said. "I told you I didn't
come here to hurt you. I can feel how fragile you are right now. In
my fingertips I can feel it. Has it been too intense for you?"

"No," I said. "I'm alright."

"Good," he said, running a hand through my
hair. "If I had to leave here without being inside you, after all
that, I'd have been in a bad mood for days."

"Well I guess that's the risk you run," I
said, raising my legs and wrapping them around his waist. With a
pleasurable shiver I recognized a hard shape in his pants pressing
against my thigh.

"It might surprise you," he said, leaning
forward and setting his hands on the desk on either side of me,
"but this is a bit out of character for me. I usually keep things
on a very professional footing."

"I see," I said. "I'm just a special
case."

"Very special," he agreed, lowering and
kissing my nipple.

I arched back, my eyes closing again as I
savored the sensation of his lips and of his body and cock held
against my legs. I ran a grateful hand through his short, dark hair
as he mouthed at my breast. My chest was beginning to heave beneath
him as the pleasures imparted by his wet lips intensified.

"An exquisite case," he murmured, pulling
away and running a light touch over the tingling skin of my
breasts. The finger worked down over my stomach and rubbed over the
pussy that he had claimed as his so quickly and so easily only a
few short minutes ago.

When I responded to his touch almost as
strongly and hungrily as before, he smiled and I lost myself in his
eyes for a moment, grateful that my most natural reactions to him
could make him happy. There was no concealment with him now.

I reached down and rested a palm against the
buckle of his belt, curling my fingers around it and feeling the
hot skin of his stomach. I tugged gently, pulling him tighter
against me.

With a gentle touch he removed my hand in
order to undo the buckle. When it was open I ventured down, probing
into his briefs and wrapping around what I had been feeling in
silhouette for the past five minutes. It was hot and very hard,
still out of my sight, and I could feel it throbbing in my fingers.
I could feel his pulse as his blood continued to flow into and
engorge the cock in my grasp.

I lay back and freed him from his pants with
a nudge of my wrist. He let them fall and rubbed at me again,
preparing me for his entry and then guiding himself inside. I
moaned and rolled back. My hips twisted to allow him deeper and
deeper until he was filling me so completely that I could not have
taken another smallest part of him.

He took my hips in his gentle but firm grasp
and began to draw out and in again. My legs remained wrapped around
him, and I dug my heels against his taught, tensed ass.

Warmth spread through my abdomen as he filled
me and withdrew, filled me and withdrew. His face was tightened
with intense need as he began to drill himself into me in earnest.
Our gasps and the sound of skin moving against skin punctuated the
silence of my office.

Slowly, he built intensity. It seemed as
though he were struggling to hold himself back, to make this last
longer, but I lacked his discipline. I was ascending rapidly, as I
rapidly as I had done before.

"Oh God," I was crying out. Everything was
moving and standing still. I felt myself wrapped around him, as
though no other parts of my body existed. For the second time in
only a few short minutes, I felt myself approaching a powerful
climax.

I closed my eyes and let it happen,
clenching, contorting, and exploding against him. My arms were
spread and my fingers were clasped around the desk corners as
though trying to pull them into me. As the orgasm intensified my
limbs lost their tension, my muscles their energy, and I began to
flop limply against the desk as he continued to fuck me, now with
all possible vigor until it felt like I would break – break into a
thousand pieces of individual ecstasy. Then he, too, slowed. I felt
him also tense and then spurt inside my tightly coiled abdomen.

He leaned forwards on his hands, gasping and
perspiring as I, in a similar state, looked up at him. We were
beyond words for what felt like several minutes. To do anything but
recover from the intensity of what we had just done was beyond
us.

At long last, although still too soon, he
straightened and backed out of the grip of my thighs. I propped
myself up on an elbow and admired the man I had just fucked as he
straightened his clothes and returned to that impeccable state in
which he had first appeared to me. I could only marvel at how
quickly he returned to that calm, collected façade within which he
had so dominated my resistance.

He inspected the contents of a briefcase by
the chair across from the desk, and then came back. Seeing that I
had not moved, he bent and helped me back into my clothes. I
assumed the thought was once again passing through his head that he
had been too rough with me, but it wasn't true. I just didn't want
the moment to end.

"Well," he said, gesturing towards the door,
"I'm now running very late, indeed."

"Your fault," I said, sitting up and
straightening my blouse.

"I don't mind in the slightest," he said,
bending forward and kissing me one last time. "This was a much more
interesting meeting than I anticipated."

"Well," I said, a tinge of regret coming into
my voice, "I suppose given that it was my last as the owner of a
company, it was just as well I made it a memorable one."

"Yes, about that contract," he said, finding
it where it had been knocked to the floor and placing it on the
desk. "You hold onto it over the weekend. If Monday morning comes
and you still wish to honor it, have it sent over to my local
branch on Letchler Street, alright? We'll take it from there."

"Oh. Alright."

"Good. We'll speak soon, then."

"Soon," I agreed, running a hand through my
hair and watching him pass smoothly out through the door.









Trying Too Hard to Catch My Boss's Eye

Shy and Spanked






The butterflies never left my stomach as I
sat on the edge of my seat, too distracted to do anything but wait
for my phone to ring. The paperwork I told myself I was getting
caught up on just moved back and forth from one incomplete pile to
another.

It'll be alright, I said to myself. You're
just being silly. So what if it's your first one on one meeting
with him? But no matter how many times I repeated this mantra, I
couldn't shake that clenched sensation in my stomach that comes
when your body senses how nervous you should be, never mind how
much you might be consciously denying it.

It was only a few minutes to five when the
phone finally rang, and I had it to my ear by the time the first
ring had died.

"Yes?" I asked.

"Melanie, Mr. Reese is ready for you."

"Alright, thanks Lisa. I'll be right in."

I hurriedly scraped the mess of papers into a
pile, pulled out the two sheets I needed, and headed down the
hallway that would take me out through the lobby and around toward
his office. I stopped briefly in front of the glass door to the
conference room to gauge my appearance upon the reflective
material. It's just a performance review, I whispered to the
nervous face looking back at me, and he's just a boss like any
other.

As I passed Lisa I gave her a little smile,
which she did not return.

This wasn't particularly surprising. I had
never really felt like I fit in at Thurman-Jacksonville Realty. I
just didn't seem to gel with the people here. I had accepted that
that was just the way things were and that I would get by. I had
made my peace with it, until Philip Reese had come.

I stopped before the door to the office
beyond. It was slightly ajar, and I could hear him typing from
within.

When he had come to run the branch,
everything that I had felt excluded from and deprived of seemed to
become a thousand times more important. It almost didn't matter
that he was young, brilliant, and handsome. It was more in the way
he commanded a room. It was the way everyone perked up when he was
around and wanted to do their best for him. He made everyone feel
like they were a part of something - working towards a goal that
mattered. And yet the more of a community the office became, the
more excluded I felt. Once outside, I had never figured out how to
get back in, no matter how desperately I wanted to.

"Mr. Reese?" I said through the cracked
door.

"Melanie, come in, please."

I pushed the door open wider, slipped inside,
and turned self-consciously to close it with my back to his
desk.

It was only after I was seated and my short
dress was smoothed and I had taken several quiet, controlled
breaths that I found the courage to turn my eyes upward and look at
him.

His gaze met mine and my stomach clenched a
bit tighter. What was a man so handsome doing working here? I had
only seen him on a handful of occasions since he had taken the job,
and I still marveled at his perfect masculine features, his warm,
confident face, and the smoothness and competence of his movements.
His expression always seemed to rest in the realm of friendly
optimism, as though the thought that something could go wrong had
never crossed his mind. It seemed like bad news would be completely
alien and repugnant to him, a damning reflection on whoever
delivered it to him. More than anything, he was a man I couldn't
bear the thought of disappointing, and here I was, in all
likelihood about to disappoint him.

And yet, in spite of myself and my dread at
what was coming, I found a shy smile coming to my lips as our eyes
met. The contact lingered for a moment, and then before I could
stop myself I had dropped my gaze to the desk and lost the courage
to look up again. He held a folder negligently in a hand and he had
been perusing it as I walked in.

"I appreciate you taking a moment to meet
with me, Melanie. I've been doing this with all the reps I have
working under me now. It's just a little get to know you, review
your recent performance." He smiled encouragingly. "Nothing to be
worried about."

"Happy to make myself available to you, sir,"
I said, blushing slightly.

"Good. That's good. We should be available to
each other. A good work environment is built on collaboration,
after all. Don't you think?"

"I do, sir," I agreed.

"Well, that's part of why I was so keen to
meet with you today. You've had me a little worried, I
confess."

My eyes darted back up to his face in
surprise. The implication that I crossed his mind when I wasn't
around resonated in my head far louder than the actual sentiment he
was trying to convey.

"You see, Melanie, I worry when I notice
people trying to go at it alone: not availing themselves of the
resources and assistance of their coworkers, not forming
professional bonds, and, at the end of the day, not really playing
a team game. Do you know what I mean?"

I nodded and a slight twinge of guilt rose in
my chest. The elation at being a source of thought and concern in
him faded.

"I don't mean to criticize," he said. "I just
want to make sure everything is alright. I know there are some
people that just work better on their own, and asking them to be
someone they aren't isn't going to do anyone any favors. But when I
see someone like you, someone who strikes me as a talented,
ambitious young woman, but I see her keeping to herself and see her
work suffering, I do worry."

I looked in consternation at my hands knotted
in my lap. "Sir, I don't mean to give that impression."

"But you do understand where it might come
from, don't you?"

"I suppose - yes, I suppose so," I
agreed.

He closed the folder and turned his full
attention on me. I felt my cheeks reddening under his gentle
scrutiny. "Do you like the people you work with?" he asked.

I searched for an answer in the carpet. "I do
- I just - I just don't fit in."

"Would you like to?"

"I don't know how to." The words tumbled out
of my mouth, as though I had been waiting for an opportunity for
this admission since he first came. In the moment, warmed by his
concerned attention, it seemed as though if I could just
communicate my problems he could solve them all. "I know I come
across as distant, and I didn't want that. I just have trouble
being myself. I just get uncomfortable, and then I'm behaving in a
way I don't want to. I don't know. I wish I did. I wish it wasn't
this way."

He let me talk into silence. "Perhaps you
could say you're just a little shy?"

Again my eyes darted to his in surprise. I
tried to gauge what sort of reaction such an embarrassing, girlish
admission would illicit. His calm, friendly face suggested no
derision. And yet what could this man, handsome and magnanimous,
know about something like this? It must seem utterly bizarre to
him.

The blush deepened in my cheeks. "I - maybe
that's it, sir."

"Well," he said, "I do hope we can find a way
of making you more comfortable here. The satisfaction of this job
is that it lets me help people. It lets me watch people grow into
who they can be." He gestured out towards the hallway. "There's a
reason people come in to work in offices, together in one place.
There's a lot of good that can be done when you have other people
to help and to rely on, don't you think?"

"I – yes, sir."

His face grew serious, and I felt my own
expression mirroring his before I even heard what he would say.
"But it's also something that needs protecting, and that's
something that I do, as well."

I caught my breath and shook my head, whether
to show my confusion or to ward off the danger in his final words,
I did not know.

He gestured me in and I moved forward in the
seat towards him. I could feel the hot blush in my cheeks, rising
just from being alone with him. Only three or four feet separated
him from me, and I found that I could only half concentrate on the
words as they came out of his mouth. His tone remained so calm and
gentle that it was almost seductive.

"Unkindly put, Melanie, I cut dead wood
adrift when they are hurting my team. It's the only way to be fair
to the people who go to bat for me, who try to do right by me,
don't you think? I have to look out for my own people. And right
now, I need to know if you are one of those. I look for an
indication and I don't know that I see one."

"Yes, I'm yours - want to be yours."

The words came out before I could stop them.
I watched them float away and could not bring them back. Why had I
said it like that? My eyes dropped back to the legs of the desk and
my cheeks burned a still deeper shade of red.

Without fully raising my eyes, I caught the
sight of a slight smile on his lips. "Ah," he said, more to himself
than to me, "Well that's a good start."

"I just mean, I want to be on your team,
sir," I spluttered.

"You want to do well for me," he offered.

"Yes," I agreed gratefully. "I do. Very
much."

This seemed to be coming out wrong. I was
being too eager. But he wanted enthusiasm. I just seemed to be
expressing myself poorly. Too much was being said.

"Would you come look at this for me?" he
asked, holding out a piece of paper from the file.

I circled the desk at his prompting and took
the paper in my hands. It was a performance review dated a year
prior, from the old boss.

"It's not very flattering," he noted as I
looked over the paper with chagrin.

"No, it isn't, sir." I had sensed that the
woman who worked here before Mr. Reese hadn't liked me, but it was
still awful to hold written proof of it in my hands.

He pursed his lips. "And yet having you here
in person gives a very different picture, one that makes those
remarks seem unfair."

"Thank you, sir," I said, profoundly
appreciative. I knew it was silly, that it was in the past, but
reading the performance review had released a flood of insecurity
in me that was almost overwhelming. Maybe I did deserve to be
fired. His words meant more to me than I would have expected them
to.

"Sometimes people just need a different face,
someone else who can talk to them and motivate them, isn't that so?
Maybe you've just needed a different person in this office, someone
you could talk to? Someone who made it seem worth it to open
up?"

Without really meaning to, my eyes became
caught in his again. This time they stayed, and I could not break
contact. I simply looked into his eyes, unable to respond. There
was curiosity in his look. He seemed very interested in me,
interested with an intensity that I had never noticed before. Maybe
it had not been there before.

"I –" I began, and then fell silent
again.

"It's alright," he said.

I was getting the overwhelming sensation that
his words were addressing a work related matter while his meaning
was something much more personal. And yet, surely it was just my
own wishful thinking. Swept up in our sudden closeness, I could
feel the intense need for his words to have a certain meaning. I
was just projecting my own desires. I didn't dare let him see.

"I suppose that's true, sir," I said as
calmly as I could. Parts of me were screaming that he wanted me,
that he wanted me to throw myself on him, but the more rational
parts, the parts that I could not help but resent, told me that I
was hopelessly wrong.

"Then tell me," he said, "in your opinion,
what would it take to reach a person like that?"

I knew I was standing very close to him,
inappropriately close to him, but neither of us seemed bothered by
it. "Less than you would think, sir," I said. "Maybe just the right
person."

I was so close to him now that he barely
moved his hand to run the back of his finger along my thigh. I
shivered as I felt the contact but managed to maintain my control.
My eyes did not leave his.

"I think," he said, "our conversation has
begun to stray towards a matter I've been meaning to discuss with
you. Isn't it strange? To begin talking about one thing and find
oneself talking about something entirely different?"

"Yes, sir," I said.

He gestured to the clock, which read quarter
past five. "And yet we reach it with such poor timing. Perhaps we
might continue this somewhere else.

"Yes, sir," I said, nervous that anything but
the most neutral compliance would be the wrong thing and stop what
seemed to be happening from happening.

"Come along, then," he said, standing and
ushering me out the door. In a breathless moment I was in the
passenger's seat of his coupe, only half seeing the landscape
outside the car windows pass me by. It all seemed very strange. It
seemed as though I was being rewarded for - for flaws,
shortcomings. Had I done something right?

Before I could really wrap my head around the
situation, we were pulling into the driveway of a luxurious
colonial.

"Just for the time being," he said, gesturing
at the property. "I was brought in on short notice."

I nodded and followed him inside through an
entrance hall and into a large living room with high, recessed
windows that threw a delicate light onto the open space.

"Sit," he instructed, indicating one of the
soft-cushioned couches against the far wall.

Obediently I took a place against the
arm-rest and watched him pour himself a drink from the bar against
the wall.

"I'm sure you can imagine how I've been
wanting to dig my fingers into you for these past two weeks now,"
he said, turning back to me and sipping from his high ball. "Dear
lord, the way you've been tempting me. And the way you've been
dressing. It's been absolute torture. I hope you know you'll pay
for that."

"I - me?" I asked, taken aback by the sudden
change in his tone.

"Those tight little outfits. At first they
were very conservative, weren't they? But every passing day you
insisted on upping the stakes. I never thought a woman could be so
quiet despite the fact she spent all her time screaming for me to
pull her into a closet."

I playing nervously with the high hem of my
skirt. In retrospect, I had to concede that my unspoken hunger for
his attention had begun to affect my wardrobe choices in an
undeniable way.

"You could have come to me on the very first
day and I would have fucked you over my desk without a second
thought. But instead, you wanted to make it difficult. You wanted
to flit around, quiet and shy, revealing a bit more leg and a bit
more cleavage each passing day until you'd made me absolutely
crazy. I don't think that was very fair." He set his drink down.
"And even at this moment, there you stand: ripe and impossibly
sexy. Your nipples are practically popping through your blouse. How
am I supposed to behave professionally?"

I looked down and saw that he was right.
Mortified, I raised my hands to cover their obvious
silhouettes.

"Oh stop that," he said. "It's much too late
for that now."

Blushing a color that must have been more
purple than red, I lowered my hands and watched him
expectantly.

"That insolent sexuality," he was saying. "It
makes me want to spank you until you're red, for having the
temerity to make me as crazy as you've made me." He set his drink
down on the mantle. "But punishing you for being sexy sets a bad
precedent, doesn't it? I can't deny that it does. So we'll have to
find something else, won't we?"

"Sir?"

"Are you a bad girl, Melanie? Do you do bad
things?"

"I - what do you mean, sir?"

"You need a good spanking, is what you
need."

I clutched my arms to my stomach, taken aback
at the suggestion. It sounded very humiliating, invasive. And yet
... giving in to it seemed to perfectly and completely titillate -
in some inexplicable way - the unexpressed desires that had brought
me to this position, sitting on his couch, looking into his hungry
eyes.

"I - " I began, at a loss. "Sometimes I am
bad, sir."

I realized that by now the situation had
progressed to the point that the formality of calling him sir was
more than a little ridiculous, and yet I didn't want to stop saying
it. I wanted to acknowledge his authority with every sentence I
uttered - his authority over me, over what was happening. If he
minded, he did not correct me.

"I can see it to look at you," he said. "I
can see how bad you are. Tell me how."

"I - " I stared into his eyes, color coming
back into my cheeks. "I have inappropriate thoughts about you,
sir."

"Ah. And I was afraid you would insist on
playing innocent with me all evening."

"No, sir," I said.

"Trying to hide your desires doesn't benefit
anybody, Melanie."

"Yes, sir."

"Least of all me."

"Yes, sir."

"But I suppose you know all this. I suppose
you know that you deserve what's coming to you."

"I – yes, I do realize that, sir," I
said.

He came over and beckoned me towards him as
he sat in an armchair across from me. Though I was still a little
taken aback, I went to him. I only knew that whatever was about to
happen, I wanted to happen.

"Good God," he said when I had walked over
and stood in front of him. "You dress like this and look like this
and act like this, and I'm supposed to keep my hands off you? It's
almost as if you want me to spank you, isn't it? Do you want me to
spank you?"

I stared at him for a moment, unsure whether
he was actually mad at me. Even less was I sure why I was so turned
on. If he wanted to spank me, though, I was not about to stop him.
"If you think I need it, sir," I said differentially. "I want you
to give me what I deserve, whatever it is."

He gestured for me to bend over, and I
obliged self-consciously, offering my ass for his hand. As I bent
and assumed the posture, I realized just how wet I had become and
just how flushed my skin was.

He reached out and ran an appreciative hand
over my ass, cupping and squeezing a cheek before running his hand
down my thigh.

"You really are an unusual case, aren't you?"
he murmured.






He took me by the waist and pulled me across
his lap. I let out a yelp as I lost my balance and realized what
was happening, but then accepted it and let him maneuver my now
quivering body into position.

Again he ran a hand over my backside,
squeezing once and sending me into an involuntary spasm as my body
responded in its intense need for his contact. My breath was coming
in gasps. I would have been embarrassed by how powerfully I was
responding to his touch if it wasn't obvious it was exactly what he
expected of me.

I cried out when his hand came down the first
time. The padding of my skirt and panties distributed the blow
slightly, but it still stung deeply and I clung to his knee for
support. The pain continued to intensify well after his palm had
left contact with me.

"You're a very bad girl," he said. Strain was
evident in his voice, as if even now he was struggling to control
himself. "If your behavior recently is typical of you, this has
been a long time coming."

"It's not," I whimpered, coiled around his
knees.

"Only for me?"

"Yes," I said. "Only because of you,
sir."

I felt several more stinging blows to my ass
and I closed my watering eyes, biting my lip as I experienced his
discipline. His leg was positioned so that it pushed up into my
breasts, and I moaned slightly at the feeling of my stiff nipples
rubbing back and forth across his firm thigh.

His hand came and took me by the jaw. He
turned my head and kissed me roughly, passionately. It took me a
moment in my surprise to respond, and just as I had begun eagerly
to return his affections he pulled away and placed a hand again on
my ass.

I felt his fingers push my skirt aside and
then pull my panties down my thigh, and I felt the cool, dry air
moving between my legs and over my bared skin. I wriggled in a
confusing mixture of humiliation, arousal, and pain as he stared
down at my compromised, vulnerable body and my nakedness.

"I still have work to do," he mused. "I've
already made your face red; it's been red for the past half hour.
But your ass is only just beginning to blush." As he described it
to me, I felt his fingers kneading at it.

I let out a gasp as I felt his hand move down
between my legs and come to rest palm flat against my pussy. His
other hand came up my back, and holding me by groin and shoulder he
pushed me forward and raised his knee, repositioning me so that my
ass was the highest part of my body, fully exposed to his view and
punishment.

"You were subtle, almost too subtle," he
chided me. "It took me several days to notice how naughty you were
being. At first I blamed myself for being inappropriately attracted
to you."

"Yes, sir," I agreed, blood starting to rush
to my head, or at least the blood that wasn't pre-occupied in my
sex and breasts.

"But it's a good thing I did notice, isn't
it? You need this very badly."

"Yes, sir."

"And you're going to thank me for being the
one to give it to you, aren't you?"

"Yes, sir. Thank you for punishing me, sir.
Thank you for recognizing that I needed to be punished."

I felt him inspecting me again, and then gave
me a final little tap that more accentuated the lingering pain of
the previous blows than add any more.

"Get up," he said.

I struggled to get my legs underneath me and
shift my weight onto them. I pressed against his thighs for
leverage, leaving a hand lingering longer than really necessary,
and then straightened.

"Hands against that wall," he instructed,
pointing. "Bent over. I'm not making enough progress this way."

With my panties around my knees I moved
forward with small little steps. The plaster was cool against my
palms, and I rested my forehead against it as well, my head
swimming.

I heard him leave the room and return a
moment later. Out of the corner of my eye I could see him holding
something in his hand, long and wide.

"Legs spread," he instructed.

I put a hand down and guided my panties down
over my knees and stepped out of them so that I could spread my
legs. He must have liked that idea, because the next thing I felt
was his hands removing my skirt and undoing my blouse. I lifted my
arms obligingly and he pulled the garment away and returned to undo
my bra.

Bent over against the wall, I waited as I
felt him regarding my naked body, preparing to resume punishing me.
He was smacking whatever was in his hand against his palm, and it
made a dull thudding sound that injected yet another emotion into
my swirling head: fear.

"Have I really been so bad, sir?" I asked, a
slight quaver in my voice. I had never been so much as spanked
before today, but he seemed intent on making this serious.

"This bad and more," he said. "Extremely bad.
You simply don't understand how distracted you have made me. But
it's going to be alright, now. I'm going to punish the shyness out
of you. Even now you are denying yourself. Do you really want to
walk away without getting what you deserve?"

I exhaled and closed my eyes, waiting for it
to start.

"I want you to tell me I'm right."

"Yes, sir."

"You've been begging for this for weeks."

"Yes, sir."

"And now you don't want me to stop. I can
read it your body."

"Yes, sir," I said. "I don't."

"Then ask me to punish you."

"Punish me, sir."

I quivered as I felt his hand squeezing my
ass again. "Punish you, sir, what?"

"Please."

His hand went away, and there was a moment of
nothing. I tensed myself in preparation, but it wasn't enough. A
loud smack met my ears and pain exploded in my lower body. I let
out a choking gasp and sagged towards the wall, but he put a hand
on my hip and held me outwards, preparing me for the next blow. It
came again, and the stinging deepened and spread, as though the
burning was too intense for one body part. Most of all the heat
spread through my abdomen and through my groin. I panted against
the wall, physically gratified in some incomprehensible way by the
stinging that the paddle left in its wake. It came again and again,
and after I had adjusted to it, I could almost stand it. He did not
have to hold me outwards.

"Is this what you wanted?" he asked me as he
continued the punishment.

"Yes, sir," I gasped through gritted
teeth.

"Then ask me for another."

"Give me another, please, sir," I moaned
obediently.

He fulfilled my request, and the impact
seemed to push the air out of my lungs. I clung to my friction
against the wall for support.

"Another, sir," I said, knowing now what he
wanted from me.

The next blow left me almost adrift, barely
feeling the pain and barely understanding the situation. I only
knew that I was being given something that I wanted. I also knew
that there remained more, more that I wanted and was not being
given. I heard a whimper escape my lips.

"Another, please, sir."

I cried out when it struck, and tears were
streaming down my hot face.

His hand came back, squeezing my burning
flesh, massaging the pain deeper, and transferring the need deeper
and deeper into me. My arousal was becoming so intense that it was
uncomfortable. Need was quivering in every inch of me.

Reading my quivering as easily as he might
read a book, he bent forward without removing his hand from my ass.
"You want something more, don't you?"

"Yes, sir," I moaned.

"You've paid the price for your
naughtiness."

"Yes, sir."

"And now you want your inappropriate thoughts
vindicated. Don't you?"

His words released a new flood of wetness in
me and I moaned, pressing my ass back into his hand.

"Do you think I've punished you enough?"

"Yes, sir."

His hand migrated around the curve of my ass
and moved between my legs. My body tensed as I felt his finger slip
inside my soaked hole, and I released a giddy sort of gasp. My body
tightened around his finger, but he withdrew it and raised it to my
face. I could smell the potent aroma of my arousal. Without a word,
he pressed the finger to my lips, and I obediently sucked my own
juice from it.

"I suppose I have," he agreed.

Looking to him for reassurance, I took my
hands from the wall and turned to him. He beckoned me against him
with a finger, and I pressed my naked body against his with a timid
tenderness, halting but eager. He took me into his arms, strong and
warm as they enfolded me. I kissed him, pressing myself further
against his broad chest and feeling a thick, hard shape pressing
back against my hip through the cloth of his pants.

He took my wrists in his hands and guided my
fingers to the buttons of his shirt. I needed no further prompting,
and began to undress him, slipping a hand in against his muscled
chest and stomach and running it appreciatively over the warm
firmness of his slightly perspiring body.

As I pulled his shirt away and moved to his
belt, I almost couldn't stand it. As soon as the belt was loosened
I pushed my hands into his pants, seeking and finding that thick,
hot shape, enfolding it in my hands, and pulling it into view. I
could feel the pulse of the blood as his cock swelled further
against my touch. My second hand dove deeper still and pushed his
pants and briefs down his thighs, freeing the organ in its
entirety.

I let out a little gasp and pressed myself
against his body again, grinding my abdomen slightly against his
balls and penis and feeling them press against my soft skin.

With my task accomplished, he took me by the
hips and guided me backwards onto the couch. His mouth found first
one nipple and then the other, sucking on them wetly. His tongue
ran over their sensitive outlines and I shivered in pleasure and
need which burned all the hotter the closer it came to
satiation.

He drew back and his hand found his rigid
cock pointed out towards me. He shifted down and then guided
himself into me, slowly and not all the way in. I gasped as the
ridge of the head slipped into me and moved deeper. My pussy
tightened around him and urged him to give me more of him. He
obliged and began to thrust slowly, each penetration slightly
deeper until at his furthest he filled me as much as I could be
filled.

I ran a hand over his tensed chest and
shoulders and drank in the sight of him, bent over and fucking me.
The intensity of his penetration was growing and the pleasure it
unleashed even more so. My breath was becoming increasingly shallow
in my chest.

I felt the orgasm approaching, and I wrapped
my legs around him and dug my heels into his taught ass. I was
urging him in further and harder like some jockey, but riding on
the underside of my stallion. My fists clenched against his
shoulders and my toes were curling as I felt myself descending into
bliss. His breathing was ragged and urgent, too, and he was tensing
against me in preparation for the same thing.

I let out an ecstatic gasp as the climax
swallowed me. I became nothing but what was wrapped around and
squeezing him and he became nothing but what was in me. That
ecstasy rolled through me and bore me back and forth with his
urgent pounding. Then he tensed against me again and I felt him
coming inside of me.

With a moan I collapsed back onto the couch.
Sweaty and his chest heaving from the exertion, he joined me. His
arm wound underneath me and held me to him as he kissed my temple.
We lay breathing together for several minutes without speaking.

"You know, Melanie," he said, a smile on his
mouth as it pressed against my cheek, "this was worth the
wait."

"The wait was still hard, though, sir," I
said.

He stroked my hair. "Sir. I like that. Maybe
it was both of our faults."

I snuggled against him, scooting down so that
I could lay my head on his chest. "I didn't know you were paying
any attention to me."

"It was impossible not to."

I closed my eyes, listening to his heartbeat.
There was a smile on my face, and I was marveling at how one man
could make me feel so beautiful.









This concludes Office Discipline. If you have not already done
so, be sure to check out these other BDSM titles from Jessica
Whitethread:






My Ex's Revenge

After a series of relationships sabotaged by
her own controlling ways, Regina returns to the man she remembers
being happiest with, only to find him changed. A fulfilling and
charged relationship may await, but only after Connor has made her
suffer for her past transgressions and made it very, very clear who
is now the dominant and who is the submissive.






His to Expose: The
See-Through Outfit

Since coming to live with her dominant
Robert, neglect and boredom have become things of Jen's past. When
she finishes her to do list and goes to him for a little excitement
and attention, little does she know that he has in mind will bring
her as much excitement and attention as she will be able to handle.
Although Robert begins their outing by bribing Jen with a gift from
a sex shop, he is well aware that she secretly enjoys his hobby of
putting her in compromising and often humiliating public
situations. Her secret's safe with him, of course, but as for the
rest of what she might try to keep covered up … it's all fair
game.






Blind in the
Mansion

Joanna Crawford is not happy to drop out of
culinary school and take a job at the Armistead Mansion, but
sacrificing her own desires to help those in need has always been
her most basic instinct. Little can she know that this apparent
setback will blossom into a life-changing sexual journey as she
begins to transgress boundaries that attract the attentions of her
new employer.

Now available in the original five part
series or in a single volume.






For information about future releases
from this author and similar authors from the Red Spot Press,
please visit us at theredspotpress.tk
and subscribe to our newsletter, or follow us on twitter
@TheRedSpotPress.













cover.jpeg





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



