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Reader Advisory: This story is for mature
audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, sexy
billionaires and the young, submissive maid they take as a
plaything, forced exhibition, public humiliation, discipline,
dominance, and rough group sex. All characters are 18 or older.




Melissa thought the maid agency job would
get her a steady paycheck, but it's come with a whole lot more than
a few cleaning duties. The days of fighting it - if she ever
really wanted to fight it - are over. She's Mr. Rochefort's toy.
She wears what he wants her to wear, does what he wants her to do,
and acts how he wants her to act.

She might secretly enjoy the discipline
sessions when she makes a mistake, but she's grateful that so far
he hasn't pushed her limits. But when he tells her that at his next
party she'll be serving more than drinks, she has a feeling things
are about to change.









Preview






When I returned with a coffee tray in one hand and a
platter of dark cake in the other, the room had fallen silent. I
carried my offerings over to Mr. Rochefort, who glanced at them
briefly in approval.

"Excellent," he said, his eyes not on the food but
on me. "A little closer now."

I stepped forward obediently.

"It's our job as hosts, you and I, to make sure our
guests don't get too bored, isn't it?" he asked.

I nodded hesitantly.

"I knew I could count on you," he said smiling. He
withdrew from his pocket a pair of fabric scissors and beckoned me
a final step closer to him.

Standing helplessly with my arms full of delicately
balanced platters, I could only stare down in dawning shock as he
reached out and cut down the bust of my already skimpy outfit. He
pulled the discarded fabric away, letting my breasts to settle soft
and naked out into the open. I looked between him and my bared
chest in shock, my mouth slightly open in amazement and
chagrin.

Before I could entirely process what had just
happened, his hand reached up the short length of my skirt, hooked
into my panties, and drew them down my thighs, into full sight of
the room, and then let them fall to my ankles.

I stared down at them in turn, paralyzed.

"You're a good actor, Melissa," he said, gesturing
at the prominent wetness in the crotch of the panties. "I almost
couldn't tell how much you were enjoying all of this."

"I - " Words failed me.

He gestured. "Well, serve the guests. Don't be rude,
now, Melissa."

Slowly, I turned back to my captive audience, my
face scarlet and my heart pounding in my chest. In little steps
constrained by the panties around my ankles, I began serving coffee
and dessert.














For other books from Jessica Whitethread,
sign
up for her mailing list to receive free stories and
information about new releases. You get to control how often you
receive emails, so there's no absolutely no reason not to join!






Of course, you can also keep an eye on her
full catalog at http://www.theredspotpress.com/jessicawhitethread/.
























Serving the Party

 


I sat on the edge of my bed, my eyes on the clock.
It was 5:59 on a Friday, just a minute away from the weekly tally.
I strained to hear the sound of Mr. Rochefort's footsteps on the
stair, but all I heard were the distant noises of the house.

I wasn't the only live-in help the Rochefort's kept,
but my little bedroom was off on its own in a corner of the east
wing apart from the cook and butler and the old nanny. When the
agency had first assigned me here, I had assumed they had just run
out of space in the old servant quarters. But no, the spacing had
been done very deliberately. Times like this - just about 5 o'clock
on a Friday - were the reason why.

My heart rate spiked as I heard the clock on the
wall tick the hour. It hammered in my chest as I clasped my hands
together against my bare thighs. He was never very late.

It was almost half an hour ago I had come up to
wait. He never arrived early, but by 4:30 I couldn't think about
anything else, so why bother trying? It was a little ritual,
preparing for his visit. I obediently slipped out of my uniform,
leaving only my slip in place: no bra, no panties, as ordered.

The state, so close to nakedness, always made me
flush. Air flowed between my thighs and made me that much more
aware of my wetness. Any moment now he would be here.

And then I heard the footsteps. The door opened, and
he stepped inside. His suit was as impeccable as always. His jaw
had the hint of a five o'clock shadow. His eyes were sharp and
bright.

Seeing me there, waiting in obedience for him,
always made him smile. "Melissa," he said.

"Good afternoon, sir," I greeted him with barely a
quaver in my voice.

"You've been a good girl for me this week, I
hope."

"I try to be, sir," I said, rising to my feet. He
seemed to fill my little room, when he came inside. His presence
electrified its drab interior. The rich, masculine scent of his
body tinged the air. Sometimes I just wanted to shut my eyes,
breathe deeply, and savor the indefinable sense of urgency and
excitement and nervousness that came from just being around him.
But of course I couldn't do that. I was supposed to be at
attention.

I straightened my posture further: my feet together,
my hands at my sides, and my chest thrust out. My nipples were
stiff and sensitive as they poked out visibly through the thin
cloth of my slip.

"Well, let's find out, shall we?" he asked. He
stepped over to the little table by the door and picked up the
worn, spiral-bound notebook that always appeared there sometime
after lunch on Fridays. I had never witnessed it delivered, but it
was always there when the time came. I often stared at it in
consternation on weeks I knew I'd been bad, but I never dared open
it. I wasn't allowed.

Mr. Rochefort opened it and leafed idly to the last
of the filled pages. His face was unreadable as he scanned it, and
then he folded it over to leave the page open and set it down on
the table.

"Well, it seems we have some things to work
through," he observed idly, taking the several steps to bring him
right in front of me.

I stood in front of him, my posture rigid and my
eyes fixed on the floor in front of me. I felt a finger on my chin
and allowed my face to be lifted up to meet his own.

"You know I have to hold you accountable, don't
you?" he asked.

"Yes, sir."

"You know I don't want to punish you, don't
you?"

"Yes, sir." I felt my body already responding to his
closeness.

"It's important that you understand that it's for
your benefit. It's important that you realize that you will never
learn unless I help you."

"Yes, sir, I understand. Thank you for helping me,
sir. Thank you for punishing me."

"Would you like to tell me what you did this
week?"

I swallowed. I always hated this part. If I showed
him that I knew what I had done wrong, it might soften the
consequences. But if I named something that had not been recorded
in the little book, it would only add more to what I had
coming.

"I broke one of the plates from the bronze-leaf
china," I offered submissively.

"You did," he agreed.

"I forgot to walk the dogs before dinner on
Wednesday."

He paused and glanced back at the notebook on the
table with a raised eyebrow. I winced. Me and my big mouth.

"Anything else?"

I sighed. "I didn't hear the door bell when John was
on his day off. Mr. Davis had to call the house phone to see if
anyone was home."

Mr. Rochefort nodded. "You know how I feel about
those kinds of mistakes."

I swallowed and nodded. "Yes, sir, I do."

He waited for me to continue, but I couldn't think
of anything else.

"No more?"

I fingered the hem of my slip nervously, wracking my
brains. "I - I don't think so, sir."

"I understand Mrs. Louten asked you to watch the
loaves of bread she was baking and you let them burn."

Mrs. Louten? My mouth fell open in outrage. That
woman had asked me no such thing. Now I was paying for her
mistakes, too? Of all the -

"Did you not?"

With great difficulty, I bit my tongue. I knew how
he felt about denials. "Yes, sir," I agreed stiffly.

"Well, then I hope next time you won't make me say
it. You know you pay extra for the wrongs you try to hide from
me."

"Yes, sir."

"Good."

He waited patiently for the request I was obliged to
make.

"Will - will you punish me for them, sir?" I
requested softly.

He pointed to the bed behind me. "Present yourself
for punishment."

I turned and bent over obediently. I put my hands on
the bed, and my fingers dug into the soft comforter as I prepared
for what was about to happen.

Even as familiar as the ritual had become, it had
lost none of its intensity. I could feel my skin tingling. My
breasts felt full and sensitive as they brushed loosely against the
slip.

He stepped up beside me. His hand hooked my waist
and pulled me into a more compromising position still, my legs
straight, my ass thrust out and my shoulders down as I sunk to my
elbows on the bed. His fingers took the hem of my slip and slid it,
slowly and deliberately, up my thighs and over the soft curve of my
ass. I could feel the intense wetness of my sex as he exposed it to
the cool air of the room.

I closed my eyes in anticipation as I waited for the
stinging pain. These were always confusing moments, just before it
started. As much as it hurt, as much as I was humiliated, a deep,
secret part of me liked the way he bent me over and punished
me.

Well, maybe not so secret.

I gasped as I felt his finger trace between the lips
of my pussy, dipping into my juices and spreading them across my
inner thigh.

"Good," I heard him say. "I always like an
enthusiastic participant."

My face flamed a deeper crimson, but hidden as it
was against the bedspread, Mr. Rochefort couldn't see.

But before I could dwell on my mortification, his
hand came down. It struck into my flesh with a sharp sound and a
sharper sting. I struggled to draw breath, my eyes starting to
water.

"Thank you for my first, sir," I managed to gasp
through clenched teeth.

His hand came down again, rocking me forward against
the bed. I clenched my jaw harder, trying not to call out. "Thank
you for my second, sir."

His hand knotted in the fabric of my slip, holding
it up off my naked ass and keeping me in place. I tried to stay
still, but his grip was firm and unforgiving whether I fought it or
not.

By the fifth, any hope of staying quiet was long
gone. I gave in to his utter domination of me, mind and body.
Trying to hide the intensity of the pain was my final barrier of
pride, and it inevitably crumbled and broke before I could even put
up a fight. Tears streamed from my watering eyes as I took it.

"Thank you for my thirtieth, sir!" I moaned at
last.

He paused, considering the number, and then his grip
on my slip eased, and the garment crumpled softly against my lower
back.

I whimpered softly, staying still in case he changed
his mind and wanted another go at me. My buttocks felt like they
were on fire, every soft, vulnerable inch of me stinging with
pain.

At last it seemed it really was over, and I allowed
myself to sag a little before trying to straighten. I dared a
glance up to see him over at the little notebook, making a mark on
the page and making sure nothing had been forgotten.

"Not so bad this week, was it?" he asked me.

I swallowed, ready to be brave again. "No, sir."

He looked at me, a flicker of fondness in his stern
face. "You've been doing better. I do notice."

I flushed with pleasure, surprising even myself that
I could feel so good so quickly after what had just happened.
"Thank you, sir."

"You've been trying hard, I know."

"I have, sir."

He nodded, standing in front of me, taking me in. I
managed to resume my stiff posture, my body both soft and
rigid.

He smiled and put out a hand to brush a strand of
hair out of my face. "When the agency first sent you here, I wasn't
sure you'd work out. And now look at you."

"Thank you, sir."

It seemed like a lifetime ago that I had arrived on
the doorstep thinking I had been assigned a regular housekeeping
job. The hints had come faintly at first that this was a more
intense ... 'position' ... than I had expected. It wasn't until
later that I found out the agency only sent their best candidate
here, and she never lasted long. She was inevitably fired, begging
for another chance. But that had been 6 weeks ago that I had
arrived, and here I was.

"In fact," he mused, as much to himself as to me,
"you might be read for a little more."

"More, sir?"

"I suppose so," he agreed, as though I had just
suggested the idea.

I waited for him to continue.

"I'm throwing a little party tomorrow evening," he
said thoughtfully. "Only a few good friends. I think you would be
perfect for it."

"Yes, sir," I agreed nervously. He had thrown
parties before, and it would have been given that I would help with
the cleaning and preparations. Why was this different?

"You'll have to be a very good girl for me, though,"
he added.

I nodded brightly, his encouraging tone enough to
banish my apprehensions for the moment. "Yes, sir." The thought of
loving being called a 'good girl' would have struck me as almost
laughable two months ago, but now I almost quivered at the sound of
it. It wasn't the only thing that had become normal.

Mr. Rochefort slid his hand under my slip, kissing
me on the cheek as his fingers caressed my naked breast. A small
breath escaped my mouth and I melted a little against his touch.
And then, just like that, he was gone.

I sank back onto the bed, my hand slipping between
my thighs. I put a fist to my mouth to stifle my renewed moans as
my fingers found my opening, plunging inside, and releasing the
intense climax that had been building deep within me. I came
explosively, my whole body wracked by the intense ecstasy of the
orgasm. For a longtime afterwards I lay back, my heart pounding, my
eyes closed, reliving all that had just been done to me.

 


 


"I don't know what was in the box. I don't need to
know what was in the box. All I know is that Mr. Rochefort handed
it to me himself, and I am certainly not going to go back to him
and tell him he made a mistake. Do you want me to report that you
wouldn't take it?" John Beasley gave me a look so stern that it
ended all protests. The butler was in his mid-sixties,
silver-haired and proper. He had worked for the Rocheforts for half
his life, and he looked on anything causing a ruckus in their house
as a personal insult.

I shot him a last futile pleading glance before
turning back into my room and closing the door behind me.

The box John had just delivered lay open on the bed,
its contents still half-folded. The note was scribbled in Mr.
Rochefort's hand. "For tonight, 8 pm," was all it read.

I picked up the contents again. They resembled a
maid's outfit, or at least they would if you doubled the amount of
fabric. The blouse was a single layer, soft and tight at the bust.
The skirt looked like it would need to stretch to reach my
mid-thigh.

As I picked it up to hold it against myself, a
second little note fell out. "To be worn without a bra."

 


 


With five minutes to eight I was standing in front
of the little mirror, trying to stop blushing. I couldn't deny it
turned me on to wear something like this. Just looking at myself in
the mirror was enough to make me forget everything else that was
happening. My young, firm breasts pressed out through the thin
fabric, soft and full. My barely covered thighs were pressed
together in acknowledgement and futile suppression of my arousal.
My face was bright and flushed. My wetness had already soaked into
my panties, and it was a sharp reminder every step I took.

But there wasn't any more delaying. I was due
downstairs to serve the guests. I could hear the gentle murmur of
their voices from a floor away, and it grew louder and louder as I
wound my way down the back stairs, through the kitchen, dining
room, and finally out into the front hall.

I hovered in the doorway, watching Mr. Rochefort
greeting guests at the door with his usual grace. I counted four
men so far, two of them familiar faces and two unknown.

With a knock and a hail of greetings, a fifth joined
them through the door, and I saw Mr. Rochefort looking around for
me. I stepped through and presented myself, trying with all my
willpower to ignore the guest's curious glances that became
appreciative, lingering appraisals.

"Ah, Melissa," Mr. Rochefort said. His eyes traced
over my form in slow, critical approval. Even in a room full of
strangers, it was his lingering eyes that brought me to a soft
blush.

"Here, sir," I responded quietly.

"This lovely young woman will be serving us this
evening," he introduced me. "Say hello, would you, Melissa?"

I bobbed in a profoundly self-conscious curtsy, my
fingers reaching for the hem of any decent skirt would have been
and finding only naked thigh.

"Start us with a round of Champagne, would you?" Mr.
Rochefort asked. "In the front parlor."

I bobbed again and retreated back into doorway as he
led the five men in the opposite direction. Once out of sight I
pressed myself back against the cool plaster of the dining room
wall, reliving the appreciative, unabashed stares my body had
drawn. My heart was hammering in my chest. Tonight was going to be
a long night.

I retrieved a chilled bottle of champagne, filled a
tray of flutes, and took them out into the parlor to serve. None of
the men seemed willing to take the glasses from me without starting
a conversation. I did the best I could to respond politely, but the
distractions of my body and the sensation of being on display left
me stammering, nervous, or unable to remember what question I had
just been asked.

For their part, they seemed to find my obvious
shyness and nervousness absolutely charming. They took to competing
with each other in finding apparently innocent questions that would
leave me tongue-tied and blushing.

When I had finally served the last of the champagne
flutes, I turned to leave, but Mr. Rochefort called me back.

"Stay, Melissa," he requested. "We want you where we
can get you if we want anything." He gestured to a high seat by the
window.

I obeyed, lifting myself up to perch on it, legs
tightly crossed, all too aware that I had been made a more
permanent object of display for the evening. Well, at least now I
wasn't constantly on my back foot trying to answer their questions.
I was content to sit, eyes turned away, trying to hide how turned
on I was to be on display like this.

I brought another bottle of champagne after half an
hour or so. I was starting to get the sense that more was planned
for the evening, and a growing sense of nervous certainty that it
would involve me.

"Melissa," Mr. Rochefort said during a lull in
conversation, turning around to me.

"Yes, sir?"

"I told you I'd have a little task for you for the
evening, didn't I?"

I swallowed, trying to remember. "Yes, sir," I
agreed regardless.

"Good, well, that task is to treat all of these
gentlemen as well as you treat me. I've been going on about what an
excellent maid you are, always eager to please and always happy to
do as I say. Isn't that true?"

"Yes, sir," I agreed.

"And if I ask you to extend that same delightful
attitude to our guests, you could prove that I'm right in boasting
about it?"

I flushed. "Yes, sir."

"Excellent. Then go and bring a coffee tray and some
desert from the kitchen. I asked for something to be prepared.
Bring them here first, so that I can make sure everything is
suitable."

When I returned with a coffee tray in one hand and a
platter of dark cake in the other, the room had fallen silent. I
carried my offerings over to Mr. Rochefort, who glanced at them
briefly in approval.

"Excellent," he said, his eyes not on the food but
on me. "A little closer now."

I stepped forward obediently.

"It's our job as hosts, you and I, to make sure our
guests don't get too bored, isn't it?" he asked.

I nodded hesitantly.

"I knew I could count on you," he said smiling. He
withdrew from his pocket a pair of fabric scissors and beckoned me
a final step closer to him.

 

Standing helplessly with my arms full of delicately
balanced platters, I could only stare down in dawning shock as he
reached out and cut down the bust of my already skimpy outfit. He
pulled the discarded fabric away, letting my breasts to settle soft
and naked out into the open. I looked between him and my bared
chest in shock, my mouth slightly open in amazement and
chagrin.

Before I could entirely process what had just
happened, his hand reached up the short length of my skirt, hooked
into my panties, and drew them down my thighs, into full sight of
the room, and then let them fall to my ankles.

I stared down at them in turn, paralyzed.

"You're a good actor, Melissa," he said, gesturing
at the prominent wetness in the crotch of the panties. "I almost
couldn't tell how much you were enjoying all of this."

"I - " Words failed me.

He gestured. "Well, serve the guests. Don't be rude,
now, Melissa."

Slowly, I turned back to my captive audience, my
face scarlet and my heart pounding in my chest. In little steps
constrained by the panties around my ankles, I began serving coffee
and dessert.

The first man I offered the platters two was tall
and dark, with an elegant face and sharp brown eyes. I was doing
everything I could not to think about those eyes, but it was a
losing battle.

"You seem like a very good worker," he complimented
me. "I'd love to have a girl with your attitude."

"Thank you, sir," I said.

"You're from around here?"

"Oakwood," I supplied. I forced myself to look him
in the face, but I could feel my naked nipples stiffening obviously
before him, turned on to be so prominently on display.

"A lovely little town," he said, taking a cup of
coffee and adding a bit of cream. "I've always liked the people
there when I have business."

I smiled and nodded politely, shifting a little on
my feet and feeling the band of my panties slide across my
ankle.

"Tell me, do you do everything for your master?" he
asked.

"Everything, sir?"

"Everything to please him?"

My blush deepened a bit more. I glanced over at Mr.
Rochefort, but he was absorbed in conversation with the man next to
him. "Ah, yes, sir."

"And he asked you to extend that same eagerness to
please, then." He gestured at the handsome man seated next to him.
"Clark and I were just saying we would enjoy seeing more of your
talents. Why don't you finish serving the coffee and then step out
with us."

Again I glanced at Mr. Rochefort, only now realizing
how far things had always been intended to go.

"Ah, yes, sir," I breathed a little embarrassedly,
and moved on to finish serving.

Now every admiring look, and they admired my naked
breasts and barely concealed ass without hiding their interest,
contained a new hint of danger and excitement. Everything was on
the table. All of me was on the table.

When I had served the last of the coffee, I looked
to the two men to Mr. Rochefort's left. The especially handsome
one: blond with a strong jaw, gestured me towards the room beyond,
and the two rose to follow me as I obeyed his direction on nervous
feet.

Once we were alone, the blond man smiled at me, lust
naked on his face. He stepped toward me, pressing me back against
the wall.

I started to open my mouth, but he put a finger to
my lips, brushing over them softly. I fell silent, watching him
shyly.

His finger trailed over my cheek and his fingers
brushed against my throat. I felt myself tremble slightly. The look
in his eyes was pure, naked danger. Parts of me were already
responding. I had never been so wet.

His hand brushed down against my naked breasts. He
took one in his hand, pressing his palm into it and cupping it
appreciatively. A soft moan escaped my lips and my eyes fluttered
closed for a moment. After an hour of tantalizing looks, it felt
like I had been waiting for this first touch all my life.

He kissed me, his lips brushing against mine only
faintly, as though assessing me.

"Tell me," he said, "do you have a good mouth?"

"Yes, sir," I breathed.

"Show me."

I sank obediently to my knees, feeling my breast
slip softly from his grasp as I lowered myself. I took his fly in
my fingers and opened it. His cock was already mostly hard. It was
long and thick, and the musk of his scent was strong.

I pressed my lips to the tip of his head before
ushering him into my mouth. I felt the warmth of his member between
my lips and felt his pulse on my tongue as his blood pumped into
his cock and swelled it for me.

Slowly, I began to move on him, licking and
caressing as I went. I put my hand to his base. Saliva pooled in my
mouth as I sucked at him, obediently, even eagerly.

His hand went to the back of my head. His fingers
twined in my hair, tugging at it roughly and pushing me farther
down the length of his long, thick cock. I gasped for breath and
struggled to please him. After several tries I learned to do it as
he wanted.

I felt his body relax and then tighten. I tried to
look up and saw his head back as he savored the sensations of my
mouth. I was going to make him come.

I moved faster. My lips and tongue followed the
contour of his shaft and head. I felt his breathing quicken and his
body tense.

And then his cock seemed to get larger, thicker, and
he shot hot, thick liquid deep into my throat. I swallowed it
obediently, licking at what did not pump directly into my
throat.

After it had stopped I sat back, wiping the wetness
from my lips.

The man's breathing slowed and he looked down at me
with approval. "You're very good," he told me. "Very good."

He brushed a strand of hair from my face, and left
me to the other man.

Fifteen minutes later, I returned to the party on
the heels of the two men. My panties had slipped from my ankles
somewhere in the side room, but I thought better of going and
trying to find them.

Inside the parlor, Mr. Rochefort appeared to be in
an excellent mood. He looked to his friends as they returned, and I
felt a little thrill flicker through my body as I watched their
gestures of approval.

"Melissa," Mr. Rochefort said grandly, "we're all
having an excellent time, I think."

"Yes, sir," I agreed obediently.

"Some of my friends are a little too used to being
surrounded by cleaners and maids," he said, gesturing around at
several plates and napkins that had wound up on the floor. "Isn't
that just terribly rude of them?" His broad grin undermined his
imitation of offendedness.

"I - it's not for me to say, sir," I stammered,
caught between wanting to agree and knowing I shouldn't speak
against them.

"No, no, of course not," he apologized. "I shouldn't
ask you things like that. You're much too well-behaved to even
think a thought like that. Well, but of course you're the one who
picks it all up."

"Yes, sir," I said, realizing what he was asking
with a renewed blush of embarrassment. I was suddenly missing the
panties now lying in some corner of the side hall very much.

I moved over to the first napkin and began to bend
down. With each inch lower I reached, it felt like my skirt rose
two inches in response. Sounds of approval from behind me made it
very clear when everything had shifted into view, and I took a
moment bent over with my face hidden in my arm to try to stop
blushing so deeply before I rose back up.

I moved on to the next discarded plate and again
inadvertently flashed the room. This repeated several more as I
completed the circle, until I had made my way back around to Mr.
Rochefort. I looked up, only to see more napkins and plates had
found their way onto the ground.

After my second circuit, Mr. Rochefort seemed to
think it was starting to become mean.

"Alright, that's enough, Melissa. The rest of the
mess can wait. You've been a very good girl for his. Why don't you
come sit on my lap."

I deposited the trash I had collected onto one of
the trays by my seat at the window and then went obediently to Mr.
Rochefort. I sank onto his lap, feeling my skirt ride up a bit as I
perched on his thigh.

"You're doing wonderfully," he said to me, soft
enough that not all of the room could hear.

"Thank you, sir."

"It must all be very exciting. Perhaps it gets a bit
hard to concentrate." His hand lay casually against my thigh, and
his other arm supported me at the waist. Again I inhaled that
scent, so charged with excitement and danger from two months of
tantalizing experiences.

"Yes, sir."

"I imagine a girl starts to feel pretty wound
up."

I shifted a little on his lap. His hand was high up
my inner thigh. It was certainly all of those things he was saying.
What had he been saying? Wound up? Distracting?

"I - I think so, sir," I agreed.

His fingers brushed against the lips of my pussy. A
moan escaped my lips before I could stifle it.

"It doesn't do us any good if you're wound up so
tight you can't focus," Mr. Rochefort was saying softly. "That
wasn't my intention at all."

I was having a tough time processing the words he
was saying. His fingers had wandered up the outside of my lips and
danced several times around my clit. I felt my body tighten in
anticipation. His fingers wandered back down, sliding across my
slick, sensitive skin and probing gently at my soaked hole.

"Ah, yes - yes, sir," I agreed breathlessly to
something he had just said.

His fingers entered me slowly, almost carelessly,
but my body cared a very, very great deal. I felt myself tighten
around him, ushering him inside eagerly, desperately. God, it was
torture. Exquisite, exquisite torture.

I pressed a hand to my breast, feeling my body yield
to all its bottled up desires. I was going to explode.

I was going to come.

It burst through me almost without warning. I gasped
for breath, hearing my own noises bouncing back to me off the
egg-shell walls. "God," I gasped, feeling my body tighten around
his fingers, clenching and squeezing in impotent, helpless
ecstasy.

After a few moments, the intensity started to fade.
I opened my eyes, my head still in the rich, warm fog of sexual
bliss.

"It seems like we've toyed with this young lady long
enough," I heard Mr. Rochefort say. "Any takers?"

Several seemed to volunteer, and I felt myself
getting passed off from one pair of hands to another. I felt the
skimpy remainder of my clothing pulled away and I was splayed
across the low table at the center of the room.

I felt a man behind me and I reached back to feel
the outline of a thick, hot cock within a pair of underwear. I
tugged at the underwear in light-headed need. My pussy ached with
emptiness and a bead of my juices was running down the hot skin of
my thigh. "Fuck me," I begged, forgetting myself in the moment.

I felt a sharp spank on my ass, instinctively
tightening my pussy around the cock as it surged into me. "Sir," I
gasped in apologetic response to the reprimand.

The man took me roughly by the waist and drove into
me again, deeper than I thought possible. I gasped at the intensity
of the penetration. God, I needed this. I had been almost painfully
turned on all evening. One little orgasm hadn't put a dent in what
my body was craving.

I came twice more before I felt the cock in me
tighten and explode as it pumped seed deep into my pussy. I yelled,
letting my body coil around him and milk at the cock until every
last drop was inside me.

And then another took its place.

Soon I had a cock in my mouth and in my pussy,
driving into me from both sides as I surrendered to everything that
was happening to me and inside of me. I came again and again, lost
in the bliss and the roughness and the intensity as every need in
my body was powerfully filled again and again and again.

After everything in me had been filled and used and
spent and taken, the activity slowed and then stopped. I was
collapsed across the table. Come dribbled wetly across the skin of
my thighs and ass.

I looked up at last to see Mr. Rochefort returning
to the room alone. He came to stand by the table. His hand caressed
my cheek.

"Your first party," he said. "I daresay you may have
enjoyed yourself a little."

I shifted a little, aware of how sore I was going to
be tomorrow. "Yes, sir."

"Well, next time you'll have a better idea of what
to expect. That might make it a bit less fun, but I suppose you'll
have something to look forward to. After such a performance, I
think I might even be a little forgiving when it comes to tallying
next week's missteps."
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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. Its 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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