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Chapter 1

Joan Albers was fresh out of college, graduating with a degree in accounting. Numbers were simple. They moved how she liked, did what she wanted, and had no surprises. Life was not quite so perfect. She had always fantasized about the day she would finally have her degree and be able to work in one of the imposing skyscrapers in the downtown financial sector, working alongside high profile businessmen and feeling like a grown up for the first time in her life. There was nothing sexier than a man in a suit, tailored to his form and giving him that imposing, totally in control look. Older men simply oozed that look when they were dressed up in their business suits, wearing them like they were born in them. Joan had thought she would land a good job where she could unabashedly flirt with the powerful executives, tantalizing and teasing them while they tried to resist her. She had not expected post-grad life to feel like she was floundering. For the four years of her degree, she had the constant goal of succeeding and graduating, and now that she had she was asking herself constantly, "what now?". She knew the steps she was supposed to do. She had tried to find a job as an accountant, but the stacks of resumes she had sent out had dwindled on her desk with no callbacks. She sent emails that were never returned, called companies politely yet insistently until she was told to stop. She was determined and intelligent, but there simply was no demand.  

Desperate times lead to desperate measures. She had taken a long look at her resume and realized it was getting her nowhere. If she was not able to land a good job with her qualifications, she was going to have to aim lower. She had worked a couple of weeks as a secretary, and knew that they were in high demand. Just like men were intimidated by her intelligence and quick wit, secretarial jobs would be suspicious of anyone with an accounting degree. Of course, the men at the bar did not mind if you were simply looking for something casual to sate your need. Jobs wanted long term commitments, for as low cost as they could spend. She felt guilty as she edited her resume, replacing the four years of university with fours years secretarial experience at a Felman Lepburg and Associates, a law firm that her friend worked at and where she had covered her secretary position for all of two weeks when needed. She took a look at her new resume and felt shame filling her heart. Desperate times call for desperate measures, and things are about to get very desperate here if I can't start paying off these damn student loans.  

She picked up the phone and dialed Marjorie. 

"You're reached the office of Felman Lepburg and Associates, how may I help you?" 

"Marjorie! It's Joan, how are you." 

"I'm doing well. It's so nice to hear from you! How's the job search going? I know you were starting to get frustrated." 

"Starting to get frustrated was a month ago. I'm at my wits ends. Not a single accounting firm is hiring a new grad around here." 

"That's really tough. I'm so sorry to hear that. Is there any way I can help you?" 
 

"Yeah, well things are getting pretty desperate on my end. It's not going well. Look, I have a huge favor to ask you." 

"Anything." 

"Is there any chance you could... be a reference for me?" 

"A reference? Sure Joan, you were a great help filling in for me last summer when I got sick. Everyone at the office had glowing words about you." 

"Yeah. This is a bit... touchy, and if you aren't up for it, I can try someone else. I've noticed that while no one is advertising accounting jobs, they all need secretaries. Is there any chance you could... exaggerate my work experience at your firm?" 

"Anything for you Joan. Just tell me what to say! If I ever get caught, I've got good lawyers to get me out a jam," she said with a laugh. 

"How about... say we worked together for... 4 years?" 

"It's done. Just give me a text with the dates." 

"Thank you so much Marjorie. You are a godsend!" 

"Not a problem. Anything for a friend. Look, I have to go, my other line is ringing." 

"Bye!" 

"Good luck Joan." 

Joan felt a surge of hope. This was her chance to finally be able to pay the bills. Rent was due in two weeks, and it would drain her depleted bank account. She was already thinking about getting a roommate.  

She went on a job posting website and spent the next 4 hours non stop emailing out resumes. When she saw the salaries she was downcast, knowing that she would only make a fraction of what she could as an accountant, but she planned on sending out further resumes while she worked as a secretary. She swore to herself that it would not be a long term job prospect. She saw that she had lost track of time as she had been working feverishly and that it was past midnight so she crashed into bed, falling asleep instantly.  

She awoke with a start to her phone ringing at 7am. She felt flustered and sleepy and picked up the phone.  

"Hello?" 

"Hello there. This is Parker Bardell, from Haslett Investments. You applied to my position yesterday for a personal assistant. I'm looking to hire quickly and your resume stood out. Can you come in for an interview?" 

His voice was deep and level. Joan's eyes opened wide with hope and surprise. She could not believe she had managed to land a job interview already. 

"I'd love to," she said, trying not to sound too eager. 

"Good. We're at 2489 Frontier road. Top floor, ask the girl at the front to point you to my office. Get here by 9am." 

"Thank you, I will - oh," she said, realizing that he had already hung up. She jumped out of bed, looking at herself critically in the mirror. She had thought she would have more time to prepare.  She showered quickly and slipped on a black skirt and white button up top over black lingerie. She gazed at herself and giggled as she put on her glasses, unbuttoning the top of her shirt until her breasts popped out, as if she was the stereotype of the sexy secretary. And what was so wrong with that? If she could not work alongside the sexy older men she so craved, she could still flirt with them while working underneath them. Knowing she was only a lowly secretary compared to their high power positions would just make her appear more desirable to them. Men loved a woman that they could meld to their desires, she knew, but even more she knew that they were frustrated and obsessed with what they could not have. She loved to be their secret desire, their shameful need, thoughts of her flashing through their minds when they least expected it. Suddenly, she was serious again, remembering how much she needed a job. She knew she had to be on point today. She put on her makeup and tried to think. The two weeks she had covered for her friend at the law office had gone well. It had been booking appointments, managing time slots, and generally being polite and acquiescent on the phone. Of course, there had also been her favorite part of the job, which had been making the older lawyers squirm and stare when she batted her eyes and licked her lips. She knew she was smart enough to ace the interview. There was a reason she had not put her accounting degree on her resume. She wanted to appear as though she was looking for a career as a personal assistant, not someone who was just taking the job temporarily to get herself out of a bad spot. A check of her phone showed her that she was running out of time, and she raced to the door to leave when she noticed at the last moment that there was a small rip in her black skirt. She grimaced and darted into her bedroom, when she realized that tomorrow was laundry day and the only clean and acceptable clothing was a grey skirt that was quite a bit more revealing. She put it on quickly and looked in the mirror, biting her lip at the fact that it ended mid thigh. If she had a little longer, she might fish out pantyhose from somewhere in her messy apartment, but she would rather look like a little slutty and be on time than be on time. She knew that with the heels she was planning on wearing, she would have to be careful not to bend over. She buttoned up her white top almost completely, not wanting to look as if she was flaunting her wares too obviously.  

On the bus ride, she caught a cute guy glancing at her surreptitiously, trying not to stare. A smile crept to her lips as she ignored him purposefully, keeping her mind on the interview she was about to attend. The glances were exactly the confidence boost she needed. Joan had always loved the way men looked at her. Sometimes, it was better than sex. Just to be stared at... to imagine what they were thinking as they looked at her, to know how much they desired her. She shuddered as the cute brown haired guy kept trying hard not to stare and she felt beautiful and powerful in the clothes she was wearing. She could not resist. She bit her lip slowly and seductively, watching him out of the corner of her eye and seeing that his gaze was fixed on her. She twirled her hair and turned her head slightly towards him, almost cracking into a huge smile as she saw him quickly look away, fearing he was going to be caught staring and then slowly move his gaze towards her again when he thought it was safe. Then she stretched slowly and languorously, pushing her chest forward as she put her hands behind her head and tantalized him mercilessly. The way he was watching her, unable to even pretend at stealth anymore was a huge turn on for her and when she dinged the bus for her stop and walked off, she could not resist staring straight into his eyes and winking. The way his jaw dropped made her laugh as she stepped off the bus and into the city core. This was where she had always wanted to work. She had just thought she would be the one with a secretary, not applying for jobs as a personal assistant.  

The sidewalks were a sea of black, grey and blue as men in tailored suits walked importantly, briefcases swinging from their hands. No matter how quickly they walked, how self-importantly they strode they could not help but notice her. She caught them staring at her short skirt, checking out her chest and stealing glances that they thought she would not notice. But she loved it. It turned her on to know that these older men saw her and thought dirty, naughty things about her, that she invaded their minds and turned them on. Every glance that gazed her body made her feel more powerful. She could not help but smiling as she strolled down the financial district, feeling absolutely at home. After two minutes of walking through the crowd, she looked up in awe at the massive Haslett Investment firm building. She had seen it as she walked, but being underneath the huge, curving building was simply intimidating. She opened the door into a massive lobby, a granite floor covering the wide space and teeming with men in suits chatting importantly while sipping on coffee. She walked past the front desk, craning her head to see the entire floor. As soon as she pressed the button to go up, the doors to one of the many elevators opened and she stepped inside. Her eyes widened as she saw that there were 48 floors, and when she pressed the button for the top one it suddenly hit her. The top floor was reserved to the elite, the CEOs and top earners who had worked their way up and she felt a surge of nervousness. She had thought she could handle an interview for a position as a personal assistant. Now she was not so certain. When she stepped out of the elevator into the top floor, she felt intimidated by the opulence. 

The top floor bustled. She had been wrong. It was an entire floor of people working, rather than simply the top bosses and CEOs. She breathed a small sigh of relief as she walked to the front desk, where a prim and proper woman in her mid forties greeted her. 

"Hello, how can I help you?" 

"Hey there. I'm here for an interview with Mr. Bardell. 

"Ah yes, he is looking for a new secretary after the... the other one did not work out. Please, his office is in the corner," she said, pointing across the busy office environment to a large office in the corner with wooden doors. Joan felt her nervousness growing again. Obviously, this man was powerful. 

"Would you mind telling me his position? He was quite brief on the phone." 

"He's the executive director and the head of this entire division of Haslett Investments. I'm surprised you don't know that," she said, looking quizzically at Joan. 

"Of course," said Joan with a weak smile. She walked through the rows of cubicles, hearing snippets of conversations as she went through the office. 

"Yes, we guarantee 3% with that option. If you're looking for something a little more profitable..." 

"Right now the exchange rate of .94 cents on the dollar. I can't make any predictions, but I've diversified my portfolio into Canadian mining companies. You won't be seeing this strength lasting, and once it drops you're going to see a-" 

"... all in order. The real estate bubble is going to be..." 

Her head whirled as she tried to listen to every conversation at once, filling her with information. This was exactly where she wanted to be - just not as a personal assistant. She believed in working her way up from the bottom, but it was nerve wracking to think that she would have to hide the fact that she had lied on her resume for the rest of her time with this company if she applied for other positions. As she walked closer to the large wooden doors of the office, she felt nerve wracking anxiety, trying to regain her confidence. She noticed that there was an empty desk outside of the office, which still had a name plate on it.  

Mirell Makers

She winced as she realized that the old personal assistant must have left in a hurry, and she looked at her phone one last time before putting it away in her purse. It was ten to nine. Not too early. She took a long, deep breath and knocked on the door. 

"Come in, Miss Albers." The deep, confident voice beckoned her in and she opened the door, nervous and worried. 


Chapter 2

I'd love to have him order me around. The thought flashed through her mind quickly and unwelcomed as she walked into his corner office and tried her best not to stare at the handsome older man who had ushered her into his office. The office itself was large, with a view of the city and luxurious mahogany furniture. It simply oozed success and power. Mr. Bardell stood up as she entered, standing over six feet tall and looking manly and powerful in his expensive suit. He obviously took care of himself and as she walked forward and shook his hand, she felt dwarfed in his strong, firm grasp. It sent a shudder through her body. Dressed in an impeccably tailored suit, she judged him to be in his mid 40s with just the slightest hint of grey in his black hair. He had a strength but it was the intensity of his dark brown, almost black eyes that made her shiver as he looked at her. It was as if he could see right through her.

"How are you doing today, Miss Albers."

"I'm well, Mr. Bardell. How are you today?"

"Sit down, please," he said, and continued when she sat in the chair, holding her legs close together as she knew just how short her skirt was.

"I am doing poorly today. I had to fire my last secretary yesterday for stealing office supplies. And I thought I was a good judge of character. It was a grave mistake for her, but she won't be finding anymore work in this city now that I've put the word out not to hire her. Once you get this high up, it takes only a word to ruin someones future career. She won't be working near here, that's for sure. At least anywhere worth working, that is."

"I'm very sorry to hear that," said Joan, fear clenching in her chest. Crossing Mr. Bardell seemed to be a huge mistake and the fact that her resume was a lie made her nervous and afraid. What if somehow he found out?

"Well, I'm sure you can brighten my day. You must be very in demand with your experience, and I'm glad you were able to come in."

"Yes, I have a few more interviews lined up but I've always been interested in working for the financial sector."

"That brings me to my first question. Why did you stop working for Felman Lepburg and Associates? I know they are quite a prominent law firm, and I would have thought that landing a job there would be something you would not soon let go off."

She tried to read his face as he talked but found it quite impossible. He seemed to be an expert at betraying nothing. 

"To be honest, I just needed a change. While it was a wonderful place to work, my passion has always been finances. I wanted to be able to follow my dreams."

"That's exactly what I wanted to hear. Working with lawyers is a high responsibility position, and that's what interested me so much from your resume. You would be facing a high degree of responsibility here as well. A small mistake on your part could quite literally cost our firm millions."

Joan tried not to swallow nervously. Not only was her nervousness rising, she was finding the handsome older man quite distracting. He was looking at her with an intensity that she found quite brash. She caught his eyes flicker quickly to her chest when she looked down, and she had to try to hide her smile. No matter how nervous she was, she loved to be looked at. The hotter the guy, the more desired she felt. She felt an attraction to his power and confidence that both aroused her and made her fear that he would be able to see through her lies if they kept talking, and she both wanted to stay in his office and escape before it was too late. 

"Yes, working in a law firm is a great deal of responsibility, even at the lower level positions. I thrived in this environment."

"Wonderful. You seem like a very bright young woman and you have all the qualifications for this position. I need someone who can respond to crisis situations, think on her feet, and convey an image of sophistication to my office. I hope I am not too bold to say that you have an elegance and grace that has made quite a mark on me. I assure you, this is important - I couldn't count the number of business meetings that I have seen swayed in one direction or other because one of the parties was too busy thinking about a gorgeous secretary than his best interests."

Joan shivered at the compliment. Her voice felt faint as she replied, not nervous but feeling his eyes on her making her want to wriggle and squirm in her seat. He had been gazing at her this entire time, exactly how she liked it and yet the fear of her lie coming out was always on her mind.

"It is not too bold at all. I appreciate the compliments."

"You earned them. Now, may I ask, what was the most complicated situation that you resolved at Felman Lepburg and Associates?"

Joan thought on her feet, her mind jumping from situation to situation to try to come up with a suitably impressive answer to his question. The fact was, in the short time she had truly been employed nothing had gone wrong. There had been no crisis or events that she needed to resolve, and this would be entire fabrication. 

"There were so many, but the one that stands out was when a client came in. He had just lost a two million dollar case and he was absolutely livid. Yelling and calling us incompetent, that he should sue us for the way we had messed up so badly. I used my people skills and a calming voice to get him to simmer down without having to call the police. He was yelling and causing a huge scene. I was able to calm him down long enough to have one of our lawyers come down and explain to him that we were already in the process of appealing with new information that we had discovered. He left satisfied, and two months later the verdict swung his way. I know that if I had not handled the situation in the way I did, we would have lost a client."

Joan spun the story expertly, the words flowing out of her mouth as she talked. She knew she would have to update her friend on the story just in case they called her reference and asked about it.

"That's very impressive, Miss Albers. I think you are perfect for the job. There's only one small issue."

Joan kept her face blank as she replied.

"What is the issue, Mr. Bardell?"

"You are a dirty little liar who doesn't know what's good for her."

The words struck Joan in the face as if she had been slapped. She felt her heart pounding in fear but she kept her face as neutral as possible, her mind racing. She tried to make her words sound as shocked and indignant as possible. 

"What are you talking about?" 

"The reason your resume stood out is because you claimed you worked for a law firm. A law firm which I happened to recognize. Felman Lepburg and Associates have taken care of business for me in the past. I gave them a call and spoke with Mr. Felman himself. He spoke very highly of you." 

Joan felt her world crashing around her. She lightly but audibly gasped as she realized the entire interview he had been playing with her, seeing what she would say and do. Quickly, she regained composure. She did not want to look weak, no matter how caught she was in her lie. Her mind raced as she considered the ramifications of what she had done.  

"He said you only worked there for a week. He also said you were a quick learner, great at your job, and that the only downside to your work is that you distracted the lawyers. He seemed to think you enjoyed dressing provocatively and knew exactly how to catch their eyes. And lastly, he told me that you were in an accounting program at the state university. Which means that you've worked your way into this office through a lie, haven't you?" 

Joan felt her heart pounding in fear.  

"Then why... why did you call me here? Why didn't you just throw my resume out?" 

A crocodile smile showed his gleaming white teeth. 

"I'm a high ranking executive of an investing firm. We're all liars here" he said with a laugh. Then his voice turned firm. 

"But that doesn't mean you're off the hook. In fact, I have you right where I want you. Unfortunately for you, I'm a big name is business. Which means that if I let word out about how you lied on your resume, you'll be blacklisted from finances for the rest of your life. If you ever do find a job as an accountant, you'll never work your way up and you'll be stuck in some mom and pop shop until you're hair turns grey. You're a naughty little liar, aren't you?" 

Shame turned her cheeks red as she fidgeted in her seat nervously. Her heart was pounding in panic as she saw her entire future flushed down the toilet for a stupid mistake. Her dream of a corner office on the top floor was dashed before her eyes and she felt tears welling up. She kept her face as marble still as she could, trying desperately to think away out of the situation.  

"You're never going to lie to me again. Understand that? I called you in here because although you only worked for Mr. Turner for two weeks, you made quite an impression on him. He said that if he had the space, and if you were interested, he would have hired you in a heartbeat. I wanted to see how well you think on your feet. I'm impressed. You're a natural liar. I'm good at spotting liars. And you would had me fooled, if I didn't already know. So now I have a beautiful, intelligent woman who has put herself in a very precarious position. Loyalty is born of very strange places, and I have your absolute loyalty. Because I can crush you in the palm of my hand." 

Joan felt a faint specter of hope growing within her. Mr. Bardell intimidated her. He was supremely confident and sure of himself, and he had taken control of the situation in a heartbeat. She knew that he could ruin her with a single word.  Her heart was racing, her palms started to sweat and she tried desperately not to break down in front of her as she imagined a future blacklisted from the only industry that she had any interest in.

"So now, you're going to answer every single question I ask you. If I even think you are lying, I'm going to send you packing with your name sullied by your despicable action. Do you understand?"

"Yes," she said weakly.

"That's yes sir."

"Yes sir," she said, the word rolling off her tongue, sounding natural to her. 

"He said that you dressed provocatively, distracting the lawyers. Is that true?"

"It is."

"Why? In detail."

"I... I've always loved the way men look at me. The way they try to resist but simply can't... I love seeing them steal glances down my shirt, love feeling their eyes on me as I sway my hip and know they are imagining doing such filthy things to me. I know they saw me and knew I was so much younger than them, knew they shouldn't think of me that way... and they could do nothing to resist."

Just talking about the way she had teased them was making her wet. She could remember the way the older men had looked at her, how sexy it had made her feel when she had worn low cut tops and leaned forward just slightly, never enough for them to be certain if she was doing it on purpose. She loved the way they sometimes got flustered by her. 

"So you love the way men look at you. Tell me, do you enjoy my eyes on you?" 

She swallowed, her mouth feeling dry as her heart pounded even louder. He was looking straight into her eyes, and she struggled to keep contact. She watched as his eyes strolled down her face, her neck, and paused on her breasts. She could almost feel them on her as if he was touching her already. She bit her lip, feeling warmth between her legs as her arousal mounted. There was a burning heat in her eyes as she spoke. 

"I do." 

"Unbutton your top. Slowly." 

His eyes stayed fixed on her cleavage as her hands moved slowly upwards, towards her buttons. She hesitated. Her mind was racing. If she refused, would he follow through with his threats? Would he blacklist her from every major financial firm in the city, in the entire country? The idea of unbuttoning her top for the square jawed, handsome man was intense. The way his eyes were eating her up as if she was a piece of candy was making her whole body tingle with desire.  

"Do I... do I have to?" Her voice quivered in fear and desire as she spoke. 

"Do you want to?"  

The question was posed as if he already knew the answer. He was not letting her feel as though she was forced into this. Joan felt deep shame as she admitted to him her desire. Without a word, she reached up and unbuttoned the top of her white dress shirt. Her eyes were fixed on his and she noticed the slight widening of his unblinking stare, the way his breath quickened ever so slightly. If she had not been looking for the sign, she would not have seen it. She had years of experience. It was her most secret and powerful desire, to be watched by others and she had trained herself to notice whenever a man looked down her shirt. She could spot it ever since she had been in high school and noticed a young teacher who seemed to always stutter around her and she had tormented him ruthlessly, leaning forward in low cut tops while chewing bubble gum and savoring every little twitch and reaction his body made to her. Mr. Bardell could hide any sign of emotion from his face when he landed billion dollar deals for his firm. But he could not hide his desire from her. It was like a drug to her. Everything else in the room seemed static and still compared to him. He was brought into focus, as if nothing else mattered but him and his eyes staring at her as she slowly and deliberately unbuttoned the next button of her shirt, knowing he could see her black bra and seeing how it turned him on. Stripping in front of this powerful, strong man was igniting her and she licked her lips while looking up at him through her lashes, knowing he would imagine her tongue on his cock, her red lips wrapped around his throbbing manhood. As she unbuttoned her shirt slowly and delicately, The only sounds in the room was the soft whisper of the fabric as she unbuttoned the last button and pulled the shirt apart, staring straight into his eyes as he fixed his gaze on her body, ravishing her in his mind. 

"Do you like that," she asked, in a low, sultry voice. She had never felt so naughty in her life, so daring and risqué. He knew more about her than anyone else in the world. He had seen the true her, hidden behind her layers of decorum and societal expectations.  

"Not as much as you do," he said, and his words made her nipples harden and press against her bra. 

"Do you feel guilty about lying?" 

The guilt of forging a resume was still in the back of her mind. She answered honestly and without hesitation. 

"I do." 

"Do you think you deserve to be punished?" 

This time, she had to wet her mouth before answering. Her heart was pounding like a drum and she felt a pulsing desire deep within her legs as her soaking wet pussy begged to be fucked. The words came out, shaky and filled with pent up lust. 

"Yes" 

"Stand up. Leave the shirt on your chair." 

She stood, pulling off the white shirt completely and putting it on the chair. She stood in front of him, dressed only in her bra and short grey skirt and tried to control her heavy breathing. She felt dizzy and exulted, as if it was natural to do whatever he said if only she could feel his desire. The way he was looking at her drove her insane with lust, as if he could do whatever he wanted to do to her, as if she was his perfect fantasy come to life. And Joan knew she was. She knew that if she disobeyed him, he could end her prospects for a career, humiliate and blacklist her from ever attaining her dreams. But most off all, she craved the way he was treating her. Craved the way that he saw deep into her and knew what she needed. She wanted to feel his hands on her, his rough, manly touch, wanted to melt in his arms and let him have her any way he wanted. She stood there, almost panting as he let his eyes stroll leisurely up and down her body. He curled his fingers, beckoning her to come forward and she walked around his mahogany desk when he stood again, much taller than her and her eyes shot down to his hardening bulge, filling her with desperate need. 

"Bend over the desk."

She bent over the desk, knowing that her skirt was short enough that the bottom of her ass would be exposed and she shivered in desire as she knew he was devouring her body with his eyes. She could practically feel them on her and then she gasped as she felt his hand strolling up her thigh and rest on her wetness, knowing that he could feel just how horny she was. Her hands were on the hard wood of the desk and she arched her ass up as invitingly as she could, wanting him to fill her completely. 

"You're so wet, you little slut."

Joan moaned at his gruff words, the deepness of his voice and the way he was telling her exactly what she was. She had never felt like such a slut before. She was in his office, bent over with his hand slowly stroking her wet pussy through her pants and her entire body felt like electricity was coursing through her as he teased her with his hand pleasurably. She wanted his cock so badly to fill her and her pussy begged to be filled as he stroked her, filling her with desire.

"Please..." 

"Please what?"

"Oh please fuck me, sir," she begged. Her nipples were painfully hard and he rubbed her pussy up and down, slowly and firmly and she whimpered and moaned with desire.She had never been so wet or desperate in her life. 

"I don't think so. I think you need to be punished for your lies, don't you?"

The words made her gasp and waves of desire flowed through her. The guilt of lying and being found out filled her and she knew she deserve to be punished hard.

"Yes sir," she gasped.

His hand moved to her ass, rubbing and squeezing. Suddenly his second hand was there, and he pulled her panties down until they fell to her ankles, black against the darkness of her high heels. He pulled up her skirt until she was completely exposed to him. The feeling of being watched by men on the bus, of being watched by men and desired as she walked down the street was nothing compared to this. She was lost in the ecstasy of being completely exposed, her ass and pussy on display for him as she arched her back, presenting herself to him for his pleasure. She knew just how sexy she looked, and she could hear his breathing as his cock filled and stiffened in his pants. Here she was, bent over his desk, her bare bottom exposed to him to do whatever he liked and she shuddered and panted with desire at the way he was treating her.

The first slap of his manly hand against her bare bottom wade her eyes widen in shock. 

"Oh!" She gasped as she felt her ass stinging from the unexpected blow. 

"I want you to say you deserve this."

Joan was panting with lust. She had never experienced anything like this and his gruff, manly voice was driving her insane. She felt naughty and slutty and like she deserved whatever he wanted to do to her.

"I deserve this..." she moaned as his hand came down on her buttock again, slapping her and making her wince in pain. No matter how much it hurt, it was oh so pleasurable to be disciplined like this. She knew his eyes were fixed on his ass, knew that he was watching her and could fuck her anytime he wanted and she wanted to turn him on so much he could not resist unzipping his pants and pulling out his cock to fuck her. She was going to act exactly how he wanted. 

"I've been such a bad, bad little slut," she moaned, the dirty words turning her on as she admitted her true nature to him.

"Yes -" he brought his hand down hard on her ass, punctuating each syllable with another slap of his hand against her reddening body.

"You -" slap!

"Have!" slap! 

After so many blows Joan felt tears coming to her eyes, her ass on fire with the pain but even more pressing than the pain in her behind was the insistent lust in her pussy as it begged to be filled completely. Joan wanted to be fucked hard like the naughty slut she knew she was. 

"You're never going to lie to me again, are you?" His voice was dripping with menace.

"No sir, I'll never lie to you again."

She whimpered in pain as he spanked her again, not knowing how much more of this punishment she could handle. She had never been so horny in her life. Her whole body pulsed with desire and she moaned with her need to be fucked.

"Then tell me how much you like getting spanked," he said cruelly, bringing his hand down hard on her ass, marking her with red hand-prints.

"I love it... I feel like such a naughty little whore... it's driving me insane I just want to be filled with your cock," she moaned.

Mr. Bardell could no longer resist the sexy young woman arching her red ass up to him and he unzipped his pants quickly, pulling out his thick, throbbing cock. He positioned the head on her wet slit and Joan moaned with desire, knowing she was finally going to be filled. Her eyes rolled back as his cock pushed into her tight, wet slit, stretching her as he entered her with his thick, rock hard cock. His cock pushed into her unrelentingly, pushing past all resistance as he filled her completely and utterly and a low, deep moan escaped Joan's lips as she realized just how big the cock he was filling her with was. Her nipples ached with need, hard as diamond as he started to fuck her slowly, her pussy stretching to fit his massive cock. Deep, unrelenting pleasure filled her as she felt him fucking her hard, each stroke driving her mad with desire to be fucked hard.

"Please sir, please I need to be fucked hard," she moaned and instantly he grabbed her hips and started to pound her, driving his cock into her with violent, animal thrusts as his desire took control of him. He could not resist the begging slut bent over in front of him and he fucked the younger woman hard and fast, driving himself into her as he grabbed her hips hard enough that bruises started to form. 

"Tell me you're dirtiest, deepest fantasies," said Mr. Bardell as he slid his cock in and out of her, grunting from the pleasure of her tight hole. "If I think you're hiding one little dirty secret I'm going to run your name into the ground."

Joan could barely think through the intense pleasure of being fucked hard by the older man. The words tumbled out of her mouth. She had never told anyone her fantasies before and just saying the words turned her on more than she could handle.

"I... oh god, keep fucking me sir, it feels so good. I want to be such a dirty slut, I want to feel men's eyes on me, feel them drinking me up and wanting me so badly, I want them to fantasize about me when they fuck their wives. I want to be spanked and humiliated in front of them, I want to be degraded and treated as nothing more than a sextoy to be used."

Mr. Bardell had not expected the words to come out of her mouth and he growled as she spoke, pounding her harder and harder. The wet slaps of their flesh was loud in the office and he brought his hand down on her ass again, hearing her yelp in pain as he spanked her hard.

"Keep going, you little slut."

"I just... oh fuck, keeping pounding me you big, dirty old man! I want to be used by older men, to serve their every desires while they look at me and know they own me, know they can do whatever they want to me and I'll just keep begging them for more. Oh fuck sir I'm going to cum!"

The feeling of his cock pounding in and out of her was too much for her to handle and her orgasm came crashing over her, waves of pleasure and pulsing desire making her scream in overwhelming pleasure. He kept fucking her hard and Mr. Bardell felt a familiar tightening in his balls and came deep inside of her. Her pussy clenched his cock which each surge of her orgasm, milking him as he fucked her hard and filled her completely with his hot cum, spanking her mercilessly as he made her his own. He fucked her with a furious animal ferocity that made her go limp against the desk, not even able to keep herself upright as he pounded her into submission, her entire body quivering as wave after wave of pleasure came over her as she felt him cumming deep inside of her. Joan panted as he thrust deeper and deeper into her unresisting pussy, draining his balls inside of her as he grunted and groaned. He pulled her panties up as he pulled his softening cock from her and she could feel his cum dripping out and pooling against the thin fabric.

"Sit that sexy ass of yours down."

She brushed her self off, standing unsteadily on her shaking legs, feeling his cum dripping out of her pussy and soaking her already wet panties. She sat down on the chair, wincing as her ass burned with pain and looked at him, zipping his pants up and sitting down in front of her, his eyes inscrutable and intense as he stared at her with a cocky smile. He had taken her as his toy, and he knew just how in control he was.


Chapter 3

They both sat staring for what seemed like an eternity, panting and sweating, their hearts pounding in unison. They were both completely satisfied. As Joan's head cleared of her lust, her cheeks reddened as the reality of the situation sunk in. He had spanked and fucked her on his desk as if he owned her. The truth was, he did and she knew it. He could ruin her by simply sending out her forged resume. Even without proof, it would take nothing more than a word from such a powerful man to have her completely blacklisted from the industry. She could feel his warm, slippery cum leaking out of her sore but satisfied pussy and she sat in a pool of his cum, nervous and worried about what would happen next.

"Well, you've passed the interview with flying colors," he said with a deep laugh. 

Joan slowly put her white shirt back on. 

"So what happens now?"

"You start work tomorrow. Here," he said, opening the top drawer of his desk and pulling out an envelope. He reached into his wallet and took out bill after billing, stuffing them in the envelope and throwing it to her. She saw that they were all hundreds.

"That's 800 dollars. You'll have a company card tomorrow for your outfit and business expenses. I want you to spend the rest of the day shopping. You're dress code is classy, but seductive. You have more than just a perfect body, you come recommended as a quick learner and you lie like a pro. That's exactly what I'm looking for in a personal assistant. I need someone I can trust completely."

"I'll never betray you."

"I know you won't. Because if you do, I'll crush you. Plus, you wouldn't be able to cross me if you wanted to. Admit it. You crave the way I spanked you, the way I used you as my little toy."

"I do.. You're right. But I don't just want to be your fucktoy. I want to work."

"Good, because you're going to do a lot around here. You're in charge of keeping track of my meetings, lying for me when I need it, and being a distraction in the board room when I have to hammer out a business deal. You're going to be eye candy, stress relief, and anything else I want. If I say on your knees, you get on your knees and you crawl. Understand?"

The image of her on her knees and sucking his thick cock passed through her mind and she shuddered in desire again. He was so commanding and dominant and she felt exactly where she should be, completely in his control.

"Yes, I understand. Thank you for the... clothes money."

"I can't have you dressing like a common slut. I need you to dress like an elegant one," he said with a chuckle. "I'm going to start you at 70k a year. Your predecessor, the lying stealing bitch of a woman was making 65k and I feel that it's appropriate you make more, if nothing but to further stick it to her. Is that acceptable? Try not to gape. You're playing with the big boys now. That kind of money is pocket change. I have you in the palm of my hand, and I can tell who you are. I rarely misjudge people. My secretary was the first in years, and only because I had sympathy for her - she pretended to have a sick relative that she needed to take care of. She abused my trust, and I'm not going to make the same mistake twice. I'm known to be ruthless, but I'm also fair. If you are loyal, obedient, and prove yourself like I know you will, we are going to go far together. Just know this, any success I have is a success for you."

"I understand." 

"Good girl. I hope we're clear - I want you to come in tomorrow wearing that 800 dollars, not with it stuck in your pocket. Do you understand?"

"Yes sir."

"If I don't instantly have you on my knees and sucking my cock, you know you've failed to pick a suitable outfit. Keep that in mind when you're buying it. Tomorrow I'm going to be entertaining the vice president and three executives from our diverse branches. I want to be the one with the hottest little trophy secretary waiting on me, understand? Today was the interview, but tomorrow you're going to prove yourself. I consider the others my competition. The CEO of our company is old and soon our VP is going to be stepping up. I plan on taking his spot. I want you to fluster, flirt, and get into the heads of the other executives. I want them to be so concentrated on you that they can barely think." 

"I can do that."

"I know you can. You're made to seduce and tempt men. It's your purpose. And I'm here to punish for it. You know it's naughty to want to feel eyes on you, to feel them undressing you and imagining fucking you, imagining you with your lips wrapped around their cocks. I'm going to tame you. I'm going to spank you, punish you, and fuck you however I like. Do you like that?"

"I love it," she said, already growing lustful again, feeling his cum still deep inside of her and knowing she was his to use however he liked.

"I know you do. Now go out, get some nice new clothes, and celebrate. I think that You're now employed, and for a handsome salary."

He rose to his feet at the same time as her, opening the door for her.

"I'll see you tomorrow," she said, and jumped out of the office as he spanked her firmly out the door.

"I'm looking forward to having my eyes all over you," he said with a confident grin and she walked through the rows of cubicles, not hearing the conversations as she was awash in the afterglow of her orgasm, the busy workers chatter washing over her as if she was underwater. She could not believe what had just happened. In just a day, she had not only secured a job, she had started to live out her dirtiest fantasies. She found the washrooms and cleaned up, amazed at how much cum the older man had filled her with. The thought flashed through her mind that it would be impossible to swallow such a heavy load, but she had no doubts that he would enjoy making her gag on his cum while he called her a whore. She shivered as she felt both trapped and let free at the same time. She was forced to live out her deepest, dirtiest fantasies. 

End


Thank You

Thank you so much for purchasing my story. If you enjoyed it, I'd love if you wrote a review. This is the best way that you can support me as it helps other customers chose my work. In addition, I focus on my series with the best reviews, so you can be assured that a sequel will be coming out quickly on any story with a positive review! In fact, if you tell me what you enjoyed about a story, I will be certain to include an even greater focus on that aspect in the sequel. I love to write what my readers enjoy, and am always responsive to both positive and negative comments in order to improve.

If you love stories about secretaries being dominated, spanked and punished and you enjoy my writing style, you'll also love my series "Workplace BDSM. You can find all three stories in my "Becoming the Office Bimbo Bundle", found at 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00PM23L0M

Here's the blurb: When Samantha is called up for an urgent one on one meeting on the top floor, she feels like she is being called to the principals office. Only, she has never seen a principle as imposing or dominating as Mr. Layman, head of security. Tall, muscular and with the most intense eyes she has ever seen, Mr. Layman makes her feel naked and exposed, like he knows everything about her. She can only hope that he does not know her dirty, shameful secret. 


Unfortunately for her, he knows everything and she has to choose - discipline or dismissal. 


This Bundle is the entire Workplace BDSM trilogy, including: 
Office Discipline 
Office Control 
Shared Office Toy

Once again, thank you.

Brooke Dubois 

OEBPS/images/image_c3d54caf-b40b-400a-8f8b-bed42332e1f72520285320662835247.jpg





