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Reader Advisory: This story is for mature
audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, a dominant
alpha male and his pretty and inexperienced young employee,
spanking, discipline, dominance, and painfully hot office sex. All
characters are 18 or older.




Morgan's far from the first girl to get a
crush on her boss, but when she lets her feelings slip she picks
about the worst way to try to squash the rumor. If Mr. Cross finds
out his favorite employee is fooling around with a cute coworker in
the break room, Morgan's in for a disciplining she's not likely to
forget.






All she can do is hope he'll take it easy on
her, but one look at his face says that's not very likely ...









Preview

 


His hand landed on my ass, driving me forward, almost
to the point of sprawling me front-first onto the desk but again I
just barely managed to catch myself.

"I'm sorry, sir!" I choked out.

He grabbed my skirt roughly with a hand and pulled it
up above my waist, leaving my ass bare but for a pair of skimpy
purple panties. He spanked me again, and the blow stung sharp
enough that I cried out. Tears came to my eyes.

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

He spanked me again. He was holding me in position by
the skirt, his fist knotted in its fabric, keeping my ass out and
exposed to his angry punishment.

"Tell me it's not going to happen again!" he
ordered.

"Ah!" I gasped as his hand landed against my
vulnerable ass again. "Of course not, sir! It won't!"

My body wriggled in futile resistance against his
grasp. All I succeeded in doing was exposing ever more new and more
sensitive parts of me to his angry hand.

"Please, sir," I choked.

He spanked me again and turned me over to pin me back
against the desk. His chest was heaving. "This is my office," he
told me, his face only a few inches from mine. "Tell me whose
office this is."

I'd never felt myself so incapable of disobeying. I'd
never felt so utterly dominated. "Your office, sir."
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Office Rules

 


My heart was pounding as I looked up at him. His
thick arms caged me in and back against the bed. It was as though
his weight was already on me, pushing me back into the soft
mattress, but he hadn't touched me yet.

I couldn't believe it was happening. I was about to
get fucked by my boss.

I put a tentative hand up against his shoulder, just
to feel him, and the heavy muscles pulsed under my fingers. I
moaned at how badly I wanted him and at how long I'd wanted him. I
ground my thighs together in restrained eagerness. "I'm ready," I
breathed.

He gathered my blouse in one hand and pulled it open,
sending buttons flying across the carpet. I gasped, giddy with
amazement. He was a stallion. I'd never been with a man like this.
I'd never been with someone so much older and so much more
experienced.

He unsnapped my bra with an easy gesture and pulled
that away, too. I watched it flutter back behind him before my eyes
returned to his. He looked at me, lust burning in his face.

His hands reached out and took my breasts, feeling at
their naked shapes and cupping them as he leaned forward to kiss
me. He paused just above me, his breath hot on my throat. I looked
up at him a little shyly, taken aback by this sudden pause as he
savored his ownership of my body. I could feel a slight blush in my
face.

"You're playing with me?" I asked.

"Isn't that what you've been doing with me?" he
countered.

I laughed a little in exasperation and arched my back
to push my tits up into his hands. His touch felt so impossibly
good. I just wanted more of it, more of it everywhere.

He bent and pressed his lips to my nipple. His hot,
wet tongue circled it teasingly. I bit back the moan at first, and
then let it out, giving in to the helpless pleasure.

His kisses began a trail across the top of my breast,
up my throat, hot and slow against my neck, and then finally
brushing against my lips. I returned the kiss enthusiastically, wet
and sloppy and exuberant.

"Now," he breathed, "I want to feel you come. I want
to make you scream."

His hand was on my leg, tracing up the inside of my
thigh beneath my skirt. He moved tantalizingly, his mouth pressed
to mine so he could feel my each and every reaction.

I was so ready.

I closed my eyes, giving in to his touch, but
something was starting to distract me. There was a buzzing coming
from the table behind me. I screwed my eyes shut, determined not to
let it bother me. Nothing could make this moment less than perfect.
But it was only getting louder.

"Maybe you should turn ... " My eyes opened, and the
request died on my lips. His face was gone. The heat and weight of
his body were gone. The room was gone. I was alone under the covers
of my cramped little bedroom in the new apartment on Longview.

Ever since I had started work at Langham Associates,
this had become a recurring dream. Will Nichols, my new boss, on
top, telling me he'd wanted me, that I shouldn't have stayed away
so long …

Damn.

The disappointment was like hot lead in my stomach. I
reached over and turned off the alarm with a bit more force than
necessary. Back to reality.

I sat up. My skin was hot and flushed. I was
intensely turned on, but I didn't have the time to do anything
about it. I'd set my alarm to let me sleep late this morning.

I struggled to the closet and started to get dressed.
My tits felt full and sensitive as I arranged them into my bra. Its
smooth fabric teased a little at my hardened nipples. I started to
pull on one of my work skirts and realized I was going to need a
fresh pair of underwear.

I didn't even have time for a quick shower to try to
calm down.

I felt funny getting dressed when I was so aroused. I
could put clothes on, but I was so conscious of my body that I
still felt more than a little naked. I couldn't help but blush a
little as I looked in the mirror.

 


 


I was only about three minutes late as I ducked in
the side door and slid into my cubicle on the second floor. The
door to Mr. Nichols corner office was closed and the shades drawn,
so I felt safe to relax after another close call. I'd been about
two steps from missing my bus, but the driver had been nice enough
to keep the doors open a second or two longer and let me scramble
inside, putting me at work just about on time.

I sat back, catching my breath.

"Hey Morgan, you're never going to guess what Alexa
and I did last night."

I looked up to see Danielle's face grinning at me
over the cubicle wall.

"You got tipsy on Sake and played strip mahjong with
the bus boys at Oriental Garden."

She made a face. "Very funny. Sometimes I forget how
gosh darn funny you are. No, we went to see John's band."

I feigned a look of amazement. "John's in a
band?"

"Yes, little miss snark, and it was absolutely
amazing. Sandra hasn't been exaggerating. I swear, he's going to
be, like, huge. Sandra says they already have an agent considering
taking them on to try to sign an actual record deal."

"Oh yeah?"

"Yeah, and they're going to be playing Mary's
wedding. I heard you RSVPed with a plus one for that. How come I'm
always the last to know?"

I struggled to remember. Oh, that was right. The
invitation had come during the brief 'Peter chapter' in year 23 of
my life. It had started about two weeks earlier and ended about two
weeks later.

"Forget it. That was a mistake," I mumbled.

"Oooh, juicy," she said. "Who was it?"

"No one. Nevermind. That was last fall. I don't even
remember."

She gave me an exasperated look. "You know you're
supposed to talk about these things with your girlfriends. It's
part of the deal."

"Look, I'm just not in the mood for this right now."
I glanced at the clock, hoping for a little help. "Hey, don't we
have a floor meeting?"

"Oh, yeah, I almost forgot."

We filed into the conference room with the rest of
our department, most of us sipping at cups of coffee to shake off
the 8 am lethargy.

I took my seat and turned towards the door to see
Will Nichols come in, chatting with a couple of the older guys
about a baseball game on TV the night before. "The guy can't hit,"
I heard him saying as I watched him surreptitiously. I kind of
loved these little moments when he forgot to be the boss and could
just be himself around us. "And he can't field, either. He's a
stop-gap player we just inexplicably signed to a four-year
deal."

It had taken me about half an hour into my first day
to develop a completely helpless crush on him. He had been so nice
to me when I was starting: showing me around the office personally,
making sure I knew everyone and that they knew I came with good
recommendations and was someone he thought would really fit in. It
made it seem like such a welcoming place. It was my first job with
a future, my first job with a potential career, and I had been
scared out of my wits. But in a morning he had made all that go
away and made the office feel like home and my new coworkers feel
like family.

And of course, I couldn't pretend I hadn't noticed
the man was gorgeous, too. He was in his early forties, old enough
to want to look after the younger employees, but still young
himself in every other way. There wasn't a hint of grey in the
stubble shadowing his jaw. His eyes were bright and sharp, his
smile was easy and infectious, and his voice was a rich baritone,
confident but almost never stern or harsh.

I loved listening to him as he went down the new
changes from corporate or talked about the week's numbers. I still
remembered very vividly what I had been dreaming about only a
couple hours ago, and it was hard, looking at that face and
listening to his voice, to separate fantasy from reality. I'd
always secretly wondered what it would be like to be with an older
man, to just put myself in his arms and give in to whatever he
wanted.

I snapped back to focus as people turned to look at
me. I realized Will had just mentioned my name.

"Morgan, you've been doing some really good work
there. That's exactly what I like to see." He looked at me
approvingly, almost affectionately. "I told everybody when I hired
you it wouldn't take you long to prove me right, and you're really
doing it." My heart soared and I tried to restrain a giddy sort of
grin.

I realized by the heat in my face I was blushing
furiously, but thankfully the meeting had moved on and no one
seemed to have noticed. It wasn't exactly the height of
professionalism to blush like a schoolgirl when your boss gave you
a compliment.

The two other girls who had been hired around the
same time as me all insisted that he had a soft spot for me since
we'd gone to the same college, but I'd never let myself believe
it.

Maybe it wasn't so far-fetched. And maybe it wasn't
just about where we'd come from.

I was still glowing when the meeting ended twenty
minutes later. Work suddenly seemed downright mundane, and I
decided to take my morning break a bit early to savor my first real
attagirl from the boss after six long months struggling to learn on
the job.

I got myself a soda from the machine and pressed back
against the break room wall, my eyes closed as I relived the
moment. A smile was still fixed on my lips.

"Must feel pretty good, huh?"

My eyes flew open to see the grinning face of the guy
who had just stepped into the break room. He was looking unusually
good today in business casual, his blond hair pushed back off his
face.

"Hey, Jake," I greeted him.

Jake was our rep from R&D. He wasn't part of our
department, but he often sat in on our meetings when corporate
asked him to, to foster, as they always put it, "the
intra-organizational synergy that keeps Langham Associates on top."
As a result, he kind of fell through the cracks,
accountability-wise, and cultivated a bit of a devil-may-care
attitude around the office. He was young and glib, but he was also
extremely cute and not above a little flirting with the younger
associates. We weren't exactly about to complain.

"It's always nice seeing good people get ahead," he
said, coming over to sit casually on the table in front of me.
"Especially if it's a beautiful woman who's going to take me with
her when she makes VP."

I laughed. "We made that deal, did we?"

"Of course. It was right between all those times
you've told me I'm the only man in your life and every day you
struggle to deserve me. Don't you remember?" His smile was
impossibly insolent and yet impossibly disarming. I found myself
giggling in spite of myself.

"She sounds very devoted to you, whoever she is."

He assumed a thoughtful face. "Well, I thought so,
too. But then I was watching her today get complimented by her
boss. The look on her face ..." He shook his head. "One day I hope
to see a woman look at me that way."

I turned bright red. "What are you talking
about?"

He held up his hands in mock surrender, but his grin
was more teasing than ever. "I’m not talking about anything, of
course."

"Yeah, you're talking about something."

"There's nothing wrong with a little crush on an
older man. It’s very common, I hear, particularly among younger
women."

"I don't have a crush."

"Oh Morgan, you're in complete love with him. You
want to take his last name and pop out babies for him."

"Stop it."

He held up his hands, never serious for a minute.
"Okay, okay. I take it all back. I know you’d never be unfaithful
to me."

“I mean it.”

He levered himself up backwards on to the table, his
feet resting in one of the chairs. “I’ll never say it again.”

I took a drink from the soda in my hand, suddenly a
little embarrassed at my outburst. “I – sorry, I know you’re just
making fun of me, but I don’t need rumors like that going
around.”

He cocked his head at me, his expression amused but
fond. “You’re a bit of a head case, you know that?”

“Don’t say that.”

“I just mean, I’ve always liked you. You’re one of
the few girls I can’t ruffle whenever I want to. You’re tough. I
like that. But I make one little comment about the big boss man,
and suddenly you’re … well, never mind, I guess.”

“I’m not just some silly girl with fantasies, you
know?”

“Sure.”

I didn’t know why I was pressing the point when he
seemed ready to drop it.

“You want to go out sometime?” I asked.

It took him a second to realize what I’d said, but he
recovered quickly. His smile broadened, and he cocked his head at
me in that way he did. “Far be it from me to suspect your motives,”
he said.

I crossed my arms. “What, are you going to be
difficult now?”

“I just don’t want to feel like I’m being used to
prove a point.”

My smile was growing broader the more he teased me.
He was very cute, and he knew it. He was funny, and he knew it. He
really wasn’t all that bad a guy, and he really had my number. And
he knew that, too. Sometimes the only way to get a little power
back on your side in a situation like that is to make a move. So I
kissed him.

It wasn’t a long, drawn out surrender to eternal
yearning. It wasn’t the door to warm, wet forbidden ecstasy. But it
felt good.

It felt good, and it also felt kind of wrong in a
very enticing way, there in the break room with the blinds drawn by
some lucky accident.

It only lasted a moment, and I pulled back just an
inch.

“What do you think about that?” I asked, my mouth
still very close to his.

This time he kissed me. His arm moved around my
waist, drawing me against his body. He smelled very good, and he
knew exactly what he was doing. His lips and tongue were soft and
sensual, playful but with serious intent. His hand wandered down my
back, cupping my ass.

I let my eyes slip closed. I softened my position,
conforming to him, letting my body yield to his. This second one
was a really, really good kiss.

But it ended too soon.

At the sound of the break room door, my eyes flew
open. I leapt back, my heart missing several beats in a row.

And it kept on missing beats as I looked up to see
who had discovered us. I was frozen, backed against the wall, my
arm still extended from pushing myself back.

Mr. Nichols face was a thundercloud as he stepped
into the room. “What the hell is going on here?”

Jake had leapt to his feet and spun to face the
newcomer. When he realized who it was, he started backing away,
too. He inadvertently bumped into me against the wall and hastily
stepped aside and out of my intimate proximity.

“It wasn’t what it looked like -” Jake started.

“Shut up.”

The door slammed shut behind him. I felt like I was
going to be sick.

“You.” He pointed at me. “My office. And you,” he
said, pointing at Jake.

“You can’t fire me,” Jake blurted.

“I know that, you little twerp. But I can sure as
hell file a report with HR that says I found you groping one of my
associates in my break room. Get out of here. Go do whatever it is
you do for a job around here. I can never remember.”

Jake’s face turned red with anger, but he knew better
than to talk back. I was jealous of his anger. It would have been a
lot more fun to be angry than to be feeling what I was feeling just
then.

We filed out through the door. I watched Jake turn
the corner down the hall with silent, helpless envy, and then
turned in the other direction, towards Mr. Nichols office. It felt
like a march to the gallows.

Will Nichols ushered me into his large, open-floored
private office on the corner of the floor and closed the door
behind me with enough force to drive home just how angry he was.
The thud shook me. All at once, it was the only sound in the
world.

I’d noticed the sound-proof glass of his office
before. With the door closed, the world was shut out. We were
alone. No one and nothing was going to save me. How had I been so
stupid? It had all just happened so fast.

I retreated from the door and watched him nervously.
He took a second to turn around.

 

“Morgan, what the fuck did you think you were doing?
Is this something that happens whenever my back is turned?"

"No, of course not, Mr. Nichols," I pleaded with
him.

Far from calming himself down, his question and my
answer seemed only to make him angrier.

"I give you a personal commendation at a department
meeting, and this is how you thank me? Twenty minutes later you're
turning my break room into a cheap motel? How does that make me
fucking look?"

"I wasn't – I didn't mean -" But I couldn't finish
the denial. He was right.

His anger was palpable. Visceral. Animal. Even when
he was angry, he was sexy. No, especially when he was angry.
Goddamnit, Morgan, I berated myself, can’t you have a clean thought
about him once in your life? He’s about to fire you!

"This might be a fucking joke to you," he said, "but
I take it very seriously. This department is what I've built it to
be."

"I understand that, I –"

"No, of course you don't understand that. You don't
come close to understanding that. You're barely more than a
girl."

"Punish me, then, sir. Make me understand," I begged.
Anything to keep the next words out of his mouth from being "you're
fired."

"Punish?" he repeated. "Make you understand?" The
muscles of his chest and arms were thick with tension. Before I
realized what was happening he had grabbed me roughly and shoved me
down against the desk. I put out my hands and managed to catch
myself.

"Tell me how sorry you are!"

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

His hand landed on my ass, driving me forward, almost
to the point of sprawling me front-first onto the desk but again I
just barely managed to catch myself.

"I'm sorry, sir!" I choked out.

He grabbed my skirt roughly with a hand and pulled it
up above my waist, leaving my ass bare but for a pair of skimpy
purple panties. He spanked me again, and the blow stung sharp
enough that I cried out. Tears came to my eyes.

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

He spanked me again. He was holding me in position by
the skirt, his fist knotted in its fabric, keeping my ass out and
exposed to his angry punishment.

"Tell me it's not going to happen again!" he
ordered.

"Ah!" I gasped as his hand landed against my
vulnerable ass again. "Of course not, sir! It won't!"

My body wriggled in futile resistance against his
grasp. All I succeeded in doing was exposing ever more new and more
sensitive parts of me to his angry hand.

"Please, sir," I choked.

He spanked me again and turned me over to pin me back
against the desk. His chest was heaving. "This is my office," he
told me, his face only a few inches from mine. "Tell me whose
office this is."

I'd never felt myself so incapable of disobeying. I'd
never felt so utterly dominated. "Your office, sir."

"Say it again."

"This is your office, sir."

"It's not yours?"

"No, sir. I know it's not mine. It's yours."

"And what are you?"

"I'm yours too, sir."

It took me a second to realize what I'd said. I
didn't know what answer he'd been expecting, but it hadn't been
that. My terrified little slip of the tongue seemed to hang in the
air between us for a moment.

"That's right," he breathed. "That's exactly what you
are." There was a new emotion in his face. He liked this. He liked
having me like this, half-naked and bent back over his desk beneath
him. And he was starting to realize he liked it. "Tell me
again."

"I'm yours, sir," I repeated obediently, a little
trickle of feeling returning to my stomach. I had found something
to say that didn't just appease him for the moment. I had found
something he liked.

"You're not going to make me remind you again, are
you?"

"I'll remember, sir. Yours. All of me."

His breathing slowed more, almost to calm. It was
like he was waking from a dream to find a half-naked girl beneath
him. Only, he wasn't really waking up. That animal side, the side
that had terrified me only a few moments ago, was still very much
there. I was trembling slightly, but there was something about this
that a secret little part of me kind of liked, too.

He put his hand to my stomach and slid it up, over
the outside of my blouse. "Whose tits are these, then?" he
asked.

"Yours, sir. Your tits."

He pressed his hand into my breast, holding it with
an unapologetic grasp.

"And ass?"

"Your ass, sir."

"I don't like seeing that little bitch of an R&D
rep anywhere near my ass," he growled.

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

He put his hands to my front and, button by button,
opened my blouse. I watched him do it, never even thinking to
object. I believed every word I'd said. When it was open, I leaned
up off the desk a few inches, as far as he would allow, and offered
out my arms to let him pull the garment from my shoulders.

He let it fall to the floor behind him, his eyes
never leaving mine. I was paralyzed by his gaze. I couldn't look
away. I suddenly felt incapable of doing anything he didn't
explicitly tell me to do.

"Take off your bra," he said, as though reading my
thoughts.

I took it off, pulling apart the clasp with a click
and freeing my breasts to fall naked into his hands. I let my eyes
slip closed for a moment as my body responded to his touch. I was
struggling to get breath. My body felt paralyzed.

Slowly, deliberately, he bent down and kissed me. His
mouth met mine and it was as though the ice he had made of my body
melted at the contact. The reality of his desire for me radiated
through me. I wasn't scared anymore. I wasn't paralyzed. I was soft
and eager and ready, and he was every bit the stallion I had been
dreaming about, ready to take me. I felt his anger melting away,
giving in to hot lust and desire.

He drew his lips back from mine, his demeanor
changed. "I get jealous of the things I want," he said.

I didn't know if it was an explanation or a
warning.

"Show me," I breathed.

He pulled me up off the desk and let me sink to my
knees on the floor. His hands went to his belt and I watched
expectantly, saliva beginning to pool in my mouth.

His cock emerged in his hand, long and thick. I
leaned forward and kissed it obediently, feeling its heat against
my lips. I opened and gathered him into my mouth. He was getting
harder by the moment, and I could feel the hot, heavy pulse of his
body as each beat of his heart pumped in blood and swelled his cock
to take my mouth and claim it.

I moved softly and slowly, encircling his head with
my tongue and feeling his every contour. I could feel the
tightening of his body as my eager lips excited him more and more.
I wasn't that experienced, but I did sort of know what I was
doing.

He put an appreciative hand down to cup the back of
my head as my work continued to have an effect on him. The pressure
of his hand urged me to take him deeper and deeper, until I was
fighting for breath around his enormous member. I pressed a hand to
his ass, feeling the intensity and pleasure in the firmness of his
muscles. With every movement I got a little wetter, a little more
eager to be filled by his cock in other holes.

Soon he pushed me back, extracting himself from my
willing mouth. His hand lifted at my chin and I scrambled to my
feet obediently. But he wasn't in the mood for kissing. He shoved
me back against the desk, into the same position as earlier: bent
forward over the desk, arms spread to prevent from sprawling
forward, legs spread to give him access, ass thrust out. He pulled
my panties and let them fall softly down my thighs, leaving me bare
and ready for him.

He stepped up against me. His hard cock, now wet with
my saliva, slid between my thighs and along the swollen lips of my
pussy. I shuddered in rising need, and when he shoved his broad
head in against my sex, I let out a long, low moan.

He pushed in against my tight little muscles,
stretching me and filling me more than I had ever been before.
"Fuck you're tight," he growled in approval.

I slid down to my elbows on the desk, my body
heaving. Each time he thrust into me it felt like the first time. I
arched my back, trying to find an angle to lessen the intensity,
but I couldn't. All I could do was take it. Every few seconds I
managed to gasp in a shaking breath, but otherwise I was completely
consumed. I let my ass grind back into his groin in acceptance of
my utter and absolute need for him.

I was going to come, and there wasn't any way to stop
it. Sometimes I liked to slow down a little bit before it happened,
meet it on my own terms, but that was definitely not happening this
time. It rushed into me full force, even as he continued to drill
his thick cock harder and harder into my very center. I gasped, my
eyes clenched shut, momentarily forgetting where I was or who I
was. It was overpowering and overwhelming. "God!" I gasped at last,
after regaining the power of speech.

But he wasn't even close to done with me. I had
barely recovered when I felt a second climax unleash within me,
this time fuller and longer, something I could enjoy instead of
just try to withstand.

And finally, when I thought I had been fucked as hard
as it was possible to be fucked, he exploded into me. His cock
spasmed as he pumped his seed deep into my pussy, and my body
clenched gratefully around him, squeezing at him and ushering the
liquid deeper inside. It felt like the most perfect thing I had
ever felt. It felt so right. It felt like my purpose. My purpose
was to take his come.

I collapsed forward, my body spent and helpless in
hot ecstasy. I had lost control. My breasts heaved against the cool
wood of the desk. My cheek pressed against its smooth surface.

After a long minute I managed to look back and up at
him, standing over me, his shirt open and his cock glistening with
my juices. Again fantasy and reality seemed to mix
indistinguishably in my confused head, and it was hard to remember
that he hadn't been doing this to me for months.

"God," I breathed.

His eyes didn't leave my heaving, naked body as he
closed his shirt and zipped his pants. Just like that he was in
control again, in charge as always, surveying his possession.

I slowly levered myself up onto my elbows, doubtful
my legs would support me.

"Well, about the business in the break room," he said
at last.

"Yes?"

"Try to act with a little more self-restraint next
time."
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I paused in front of the window before answering the
little summoning beep from Mr. Lawson's office. My reflection in
the glass stared back at me, already a bit breathless and with a
faint blush on my cheeks. I straightened my outfit carefully,
worried how obvious it would be that it had been chosen with an
audience of one in mind. The plunging neckline and well-fitting
skirt wouldn't have crossed my mind as work attire only a few weeks
ago, but since transferring to my new position my thoughts seemed
to have started working in strange ways. I'd never met a man who
could make me feel more with a simple compliment or an easy smile.
It was almost like I had to fight back, somehow, and getting rid of
my frumpy work wardrobe had been the only thing that felt like it
gave me any power at all.

The buzzer sounded again and I hurried to the door of
the office. It opened with the familiar soft click and spilled me
into the broad, open office of Rex Lawson.

He was seated at his oak desk, papers strewn out in
front of him and his eyes intent on a computer screen. He had
started having his thick chestnut hair cut short and it suited him.
His strong jaw and the perfect line of his mouth were set pensively
as he studied the figures in front of him. As always, my heart
skipped a beat as I looked at him. It was still so surreal that a
man who looked like that knew my name.

"Yes, Mr. Lawson?" I asked.

He looked up and I felt myself blushing in spite of
myself as his sharp grey eyes swept over me. He seemed to like what
he saw, and his gaze flickered back to linger on the tops of my
breasts, exposed by the open top of my blouse, rising and falling
with each breath that never seemed to quite bring me oxygen. The
feeling of those eyes resting on me could make me wet in the blink
of an eye. Damn, it was too early to be this worked up.

"Laurie," he said. "Good morning."

"Good morning, sir."

"I'm going to need the paperwork on the Griggson
account."

"Ah, yes, sir," I bobbed obediently.

"And copies of the permits you filed with the
municipal agency yesterday."

It took me a moment to realize what he was talking
about. My face paled. "Sir, I -" I stammered.

"Forgot," he finished, reading me as easily as he
always did.

"I'm sorry, sir, I don't know what I was thinking.
I'll send it in right away."

He leaned back, hiding a smile at my mortification
and tutting theatrically. "I really don't know what I'm going to do
with you, Laurie. Sometimes I think you get more absent-minded by
the day."

"I won't let it happen again."

Affectionate amusement flashed again across his
handsome face. "See that you don't, or we'll have to find better
ways of making sure you remember what I ask you." Again his eyes
flickered over my prim form, enjoying the curves of my body
accentuated by the way the fabric of the skirt hugged my thighs. "I
imagine I'll be able to come up with something."

I reddened further. My plan was backfiring. I thought
dressing better in the office would chasten him a little: remind
him he was dealing with someone to be reckoned with. Instead the
lingering gaze was like an exquisite tease running up my body,
caressing every part of me uncovered for him. He made me feel like
a girl again, blushing and flustered.

"I'll - I'll go submit the permits now, sir," I
stammered.

He dismissed me with a speculative smile, and I
hurried back to my desk with my heart hammering in my throat.

 


"See if there are any more pictures of him in the
Businessman's Weekly photo spread," Margaret was urging Kelly later
that week. "That was his best one."

"Could you please stop?" I pleaded. "Don't you have
work to do?"

The secretaries had been developing the very
unwelcome habit of congregating around my desk during lunchtime and
gossiping on whether Rex Lawson was single. Margaret in particular
tended to be a bit more vocal in her admiration than I was really
comfortable with.

"I still can't believe they brought you in for this
job," Kelly said, shaking her blonde head mournfully. "I've been
begging to get transferred to his desk for months."

"I thought you liked John Hamilton," Margaret
said.

"Well," Kelly shrugged, gesturing at a picture from
Businessman's Weekly she had just pulled up on my computer screen.
"What's to compare?"

The suave, effortlessly cool face of Rex Lawson
stared out at us, his deep eyes clouded in thought and a finger
resting lightly against the side of his perfect chin. Beneath the
picture, the headline read, "The new new thing? How Rex Lawson's
team is turning conventional business models, and half the country,
upside down."

"So tell us already," Margaret prodded at me after
we'd all shaken ourselves and managed to stop admiring the image in
front of us. "What do his evenings look like? What kind of women do
you get calling for him at the end of a work day?"

I shrugged embarrassedly. "I really don't know," I
said. "He doesn't tell me things like that."

"Oh please. A good secretary doesn't need to be told.
If you don't nose into his business, you're not worth your
paycheck."

"Really, I don't," I insisted.

"She's just keeping him to herself, Margaret," Kelly
explained.

"I am not!" I protested.

"Oh, really?" Kelly asked. "Like you haven't had
those cute little brown eyes of yours on him?"

I turned bright pink.

"That's what I thought," she said. "Well, good luck.
Many a woman's gone before you. Rex Lawson is an enigma. I've never
even seen him look twice at any of them."

The little buzzer on my intercom sounded and we all
jumped a foot into the air. I shooed them away from my desk and
hurried to the door.

"No return calls from the Houser Institute, Mr.
Lawson," I reported dutifully. "You have a meeting scheduled with
the hearing board for next Tuesday. I called Mr. Edgar's office to
make sure he can be there."

He nodded. "Very good. Thank you. You might have to
track Jed down at his place in the Hamptons if we don't hear back
by the end of the day. This deal can't sit on the table for too
long." He made a face and ran a hand through his hair in that
impossibly sexy way of his. I bit my lip and tried not to
stare.

"You look very nice today," he complimented me after
a moment. "That's new, isn't it?"

I looked down at myself. "Th - thank you, sir," I
stammered. He was right, of course. The soft red sweater he had
referred to was my best find in months. It's thin fabric stopped
very far below my neck and clung to the curves of my body.

My mind flickered back to the assurances from my
coworkers that no woman had gotten him to look twice, and I hid a
little smile. Was it wrong to devote so much time and energy to the
idea of catching his eye? Probably. But a little victory like this
made it all worth it in a heartbeat.

I wondered what went through his head when he looked
at me. Was he just being polite? Did he sometimes think about me
after I'd left the room? I shivered a little as I wondered if he
ever felt the desire to explore my wardrobe a little more ...
intimately. Lord knows how often I wondered how it would be to feel
those strong, deliberate hands on my cheek, in my hair, wandering
down and over all those deliberate little gaps in coverage.

Sometimes when he called me over to the desk I would
catch a breath of his scent, deep and masculine and beckoning. I
wanted to know what it felt like for every breath to smell like him
as I buried my face in his broad chest and felt his arms on me.

"So you'll have that for me in the morning?" Mr.
Lawson was saying.

I started and only then realized he had been giving
me instructions. "Ah - what? Sorry, sir." I flushed. "Could you
repeat that?"

He looked at me with a mixture of amusement and
slight impatience. "Daydreaming again, Laurie?" he asked. "You
really are getting more absent-minded by the minute."

"I'm sorry, sir, I don't know what I -"

"If I didn't know better I'd say you do it
deliberately to yank my chain." He wagged a finger at me. "You know
if I let a bad girl get away with the little things, before I turn
around she's out of control."

"I'm not trying to be bad, sir. I'm not a bad
girl."

He laughed. "Well, that's good. I hear a few little
spanks can work wonders ... but we wouldn't want things to get that
far, now would we?"

I blushed bright red at the thought, and my reaction
only added to his amusement. I had to stand stiffly and endure his
teasing, speculative eyes as he repeated, very slowly and
deliberately, what he had asked me to do for him earlier. Through
it all the image of him taking me by the waist, bending me over,
and teaching me a few manners imprinted itself on my brain until I
absolutely couldn't stop thinking about it.

In fact, it stuck in my head the rest of the day. I
had to fight to focus on work. My mind kept straying to that little
whimsical joke he'd planted in my head.

Just remembering the words coming out of his mouth
was enough to get me wet. He often had that effect on me, but
combined with that tantalizing threat, it reached a new level.

I sat at my desk, helplessly aroused. My breasts felt
full and sensitive in a really good way, and my groin had a deep,
empty ache that I couldn't entirely ignore. I'd never been so horny
or for so long.

As I tried to work at my desk, I caught myself
clicking over to internet searches of spanking and discipline. I
kept imagining him ... well, never mind what I kept imagining.
Suffice it to say that I found the idea absolutely riveting.

When the other secretaries came back to pick up the
gossip where they had left off, I tuned them out almost
immediately. All I could think about was whether he'd meant
anything by the comment, or if it was just a joke.
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Spanking the Secretary

To read this story in its entirety, find it
available now at the online bookstore of your choice.
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