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Spanked by the Millionaire: A Male-Led BDSM Story


Chapter One

My master wants me bare whenever I serve him.

As far as he is concerned, clothing, especially while I’m in front of him, is a privilege I no longer possess. Why hide the body of an obedient, doting submissive girl when he’d rather put it up on display instead? What good does it do me to remain covered when my Master protects me and keeps me safe? Except for my collar and, if it’s to his tastes that day, a pair of high heels, I need to wear nothing to serve him. All I require is my body. And so I don’t.

When I bring him fresh coffee early in the morning as he does his daily stretches, I’m dressed in absolutely nothing but my smile and the beads of sweat oiling my skin. Each time, his gaze wanders over my body, giving me a brief, yet complete inspection as he takes the coffee off the platter and sets it down. When my Master first hired me to become his personal assistant and submissive, I was so embarrassed to be exposed in his presence that I was red-faced obeying his orders. Now I follow each and every one of them as naturally as I would breathe. He’s trained me well, as I’ve come to discover.

I was so happy when my Master told me I was the perfect fit for the job.

“Cassandra, stay,” my Master says in a quiet, yet commanding tone when I automatically turn to bring the platter back into the kitchen. I set it aside and face him, arms at my sides, allowing the morning sunlight shining in through the tall glass wall to envelop my frame. Several stories up and nestled in the middle of downtown, my Master’s condo is spacious as it is expensive. There’s no doubt in my mind that he isn’t the only one to see me in this state: the neighboring office buildings are always bustling with life at this time of day.

Not that my Master minds showing me off. Again, as far as he is concerned, as long as I am his employee, my modesty is simply immaterial.

“Stand,” my Master commands, his taking me in. “Spread your legs. Place both of your hands on the back of your head. Now.”

Obediently, instinctively, I do as he says, parting my thighs and lifting up my arms until virtually every inch of my naked body is visible. The beams of sunlight shining in-between the skyscrapers hits my chest and turns it into the color of gold. My nipples stiffen in the warmth. My cunt aches.

Even after five weeks as his personal assistant, this moment remains as intimate and as vulnerable for me as ever.

My Master rises to his feet and dabs the sweat off his face with a towel as he comes up to inspect me. It’s clear from the expression on his face, stern yet playful, that he plans to cut his workout short for the day. His demanding work schedule requires that he sacrifice time somewhere to make time elsewhere.

Like for me.

I hold the humiliating position for me indefinitely as his hands roam over my naked skin. He cups my breasts and squeezes them, flicking my nipples back and forth with the edges of his fingers. A quiet, traitorous moan escapes me—during inspections I’m supposed to stay utterly still and quiet without complaint, but with the way my Master touches me, I simply can't help it. This time, he pretends not to notice as his strong, rough hands drift down and brush against my stomach. He spreads my pussy lips open and sinks his fingers into the wetness he expects to be there. When he pulls them out, his hand is soaking wet.

“Good girl,” my Master whispers, his hot breath caressing my neck as his low, gravelly voice meets my ear. “You’re really turned on today, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” I say, blushing, his fingers still pressing against my clit, his other arm wrapped around my waist and groping my ass. This close, I can feel his radiant body heat as if he were a furnace. His cologne and his natural musk invade my nostrils, and my body goes numb.

God, what an effect my Master has on me.

“You’re thinking about what I expect of you later today,” my Master says, his index and middle finger rubbing my clit in circles, delighted in seeing my body squirm and slowly lose composure. I can't hold this pose forever, and he knows it. And the moment I falter, he'll have reason to punish me.

My Master loves to punish me, when he has the chance.

I nod silently, my face hot to the touch, my heart thumping louder and louder inside my chest. In the evening my Master has asked that I play hostess for him and his guests in the dining room, many of them long-time friends as well as business associates to whom he plans to give a strong first impression. The catering for the party has already been arranged. All I have to do is greet the guests at the door and give them a warm, welcoming atmosphere as I do whatever I can to fulfill their requests. Serve drinks, smile, and so on.

I’ll be naked and collared, as I always am whenever I’m in my Master’s condo. And he’s already confided to me that he plans to spank my ass raw in front of all his guests if I do so much as drop a glass during the party.

Or if I don’t.

My Master likes punishing me anyway, cause or no cause, excuse or not excuse.

“Yes, Master,” I answer softly, his calloused fingers still making a mess of my clit as I straighten myself and keep my hands placed at the back of my head. A cool draft tickles my stomach and sends a shiver riding up my spine. He’ll likely given me an inspection during the party as well, just like this—my Master has never been particularly shy about humiliating me. In the contract I signed, he has the freedom to present my body however he wishes. It’s a power he’s abused quite often, each and every time guests have arrived.

“You want to know how many guests will be there,” my Master says, pulling away from my clit only to bring his hand up and glide his wet fingertips over my lips, having me taste my own arousal. As if there were any denying I was wet because of him to begin with.

“Yes,” I say, squirming in place. He parts my lips and probes the inside of my mouth with his fingers. Then I say it again, “Yes.”

“You’re so needy.”

I don’t need to give him an answer for that. My nipples are so hard they could cut glass. The hazy blush on my cheeks is proof enough that I need release. That I need it bad.

Another part of the contract I signed is that my right to orgasm belongs to him. Obviously, it is not a right he exercises for me often. I haven’t orgasmed in days.

He retracts his fingers from my mouth and wipes his hand clean on a rag he keeps near his exercise equipment. “Good. That means you’ll be the most subservient when my guests are here. There will likely be forty to fifty of them. Maybe more, once I tell them about you.”

The realization that few of my Master’s associates are aware of the needy, submissive naked girl he has as a personal assistant makes my heart skip a beat. It’s certainly a lot to explain, the sexual dynamic we have—perhaps it shouldn’t surprise me that so far he’s kept my existence a secret. A busy man such as my Master likely prefers to keep work and play separate matters. That, and the fact he prefers keeping me to himself.

That’s why he hired me, after all. To be his.

“It would make me very happy to introduce myself to them, Master,” I risk stating, even though he doesn't give me permission to speak. “I want to show them how good I've been for you.”

“There’s no need, Cassandra,” my Master says, finally gesturing to let me bring my arms down and close my legs. My body aches from being kept in the same pose for so long. “It’s better that I offer the explanation. Few of them know how kinky I am and might object to your presence and what I have in mind for the night—those men I’ll disinvite readily when the time comes. Besides, I want you safe. I have no interest in putting you in a compromising position—not without the proper assurances, at least. You may technically be my employee, but I care about you a great deal.”

I smile softly at that. It’s true that I receive a substantial paycheck from him to come to his condo every weekday to serve him, but it wasn’t only a financial transaction to me and never has been. Dare I say it and risk boosting his ego by complimenting him, I find him charming. As well as tall, dark, and handsome. Among many other positive qualities.

“Thank you, Master,” I say, and I mean it. The heavy blush on my face doesn't dissipate. “That means a lot to me.”

He flashes me an indescribable smile. “I know it does, Cassandra. You don't need to tell me what I already know.”

I bite my lip and internally admonish myself. Outside through the glass wall, I spot office worker bees move from cubicle to cubicle in the neighboring building.

While I'm distracted my Master retrieves a long wooden paddle he has leaning against the wall and gestures to have me bend over, spread my legs, and place both of my palms on my knees.

I blink. He means to spank me. “I haven’t done anything wrong,”I say, flustered. “Have I, Master?”

He gives me a laugh as he slaps the fleshy part of his hand with the paddle, as if to practice with it before using it on me. “No,” he answers clearly. “You’ve done nothing wrong of the sort.”

“Then why—“

I gasp as a shockwave of pain washes over my naked body and nearly has me topple over onto the floor. The air cracks from the wooden paddle making contact with my sensitive ass cheeks. My nipples pucker. My cunt shivers. In the blink of an eye, my thighs quake and feel like they’ve just turned into Jell-O.

My Master just spanked me. And he did it for no reason at all.

“Good girl,” he whispers, watching me catch my footing before I accidentally fall over, keeping my legs spread wide for him. “That is what you should expect during the evening. There will no doubt come a time when I have to discipline you in front of them all.”

I bite my lip as I twist and crane my neck to look up at him, my eyes partly blinded by my own straight, brown hair dangling over my forehead. “Even if I’ve done nothing to deserve it?” I ask.

“Especially if you’ve done nothing to deserve it.”

He punishes my ass again, but this time I’m better prepared and I maintain the position well enough. My obedience doesn't mean he goes easy on me, however. If anything, that just encourages him to spank me faster, harder, each and every swing a little more intense than the one coming before it. Within seconds my cheeks are stinging with a dull pain that leaves me moaning between deep mouthfuls of air. I should be angry at him, but I can hardly contain my arousal when he punishes me like this. And he knows it.

“I want your ass beet red,” my Master says, finally setting the wooden paddle down, “when all the guests arrive. I want them to see how I discipline you. And how much I enjoy doing it.”

I bite my lip as sweat tickles my temple. “Anything for you, Master,” I say. “Please show them—ah—how good I am for you. That I can take it. Whatever you dish out, I can take it.”

“I know you can, Cassandra. That happens to me why I hired you. I never told you this, but it was quite an ordeal going through the hiring process to find the right applicant. When you first stepped foot in my office, I could tell immediately I didn't need to look any further.”

I smile. “I'll take that as a compliment, Master.”

“Good. You should.”

His hand snakes between my legs and parts my lips again to sink in his fingers. This time, he doesn’t quickly pull away. He lingers there for a moment, rubbing my clit until my thighs quiver and shut closed, locking his wrist in place. Is he trying to get me to cum for him? He must know how testy I am considering how long it’s been since I’ve had an orgasm. A proper one.

“If you’re a good girl during the dinner party,” my Master begins, teasing my clit as his hot breath roams over my bare back. “I’ll let you cum. I can promise you that.”

My eyes widen into saucers. “You’ll—you’ll let me cum?” I ask. My voice cracks, revealing just how pent up I’ve become. I can count on one hand how many times my Master has given me permission to reach orgasm, and only once where he meant it. Most of the time he promises I can cum only to retract it afterward. It's not that he's indecisive, however. Oh, no. He just loves to keep me wanting. Just as much as he loves to tell me ‘no’.

“Yes,” he says simply. There isn't a hint of deception in his voice. “This isn't a game. It's been long enough. I think you deserve it. As long as you keep doing whatever I tell you.”

“I will, Master,” I say needily. “I love being good for you. I love being your toy.”

My Master cracks a smile. “I know you do, sweet girl.”

God, hearing him call me that in that gruff voice of his makes me feel like I'm floating in mid-air. It's heavenly.

My Master admires my body for a second before finally granting me permission to stand back up. He returns to his coffee cup and gulps it down, the liquid now as cold as ice water, but he doesn't complain. He may punish me for whatever reason that fancies him—or for no reason at all—but he also doesn't punish me for things I have no control over. It sounds contradictory. Perhaps it is.

Suffice it to say, I never know what to expect when I commute to see him.

“Is there anything else you need this morning, Master?” I ask as I straighten my back and risk massaging my cheeks to inspect the damage. I instantly wince the moment the tips of my fingers connect with the bruised, sensitive skin. He’s certainly done a number on me today. I may not be able to sit down comfortably for a week or more.

Not that I mind that, of course.

“No, Cassandra,” my Master says, lifting a pair of dumbbells off the floor to resume his workout. I need not tell him that he should stretch again considering the time that passed. “You may go back to cleaning, if you’d like, or take the rest of the day off. You have a busy day ahead of you during the dinner party. I want you ready for that.”

“I will, Master,” I say, blushing. I don't think I'm ever truly ready wherever my Master is concerned. If there is one thing I can say for certain about him, it's that he greatly enjoys keeping me on my toes.

With that, I leave him to his workout and step barefoot into the hall to head to the bathroom, my rear end still stinging by the time I face the mirror. A sheen of sweat covers me from the warm, morning light that shined down on me through the glass wall. But there's no question I'll be even sweatier at the dinner party surrounded by all of the guests. From either nervousness, his spanking, his groping, or more.

He's never exposed me in front of that many people before.

The thought of being so openly on display makes me feel a mixture of emotions, all intense, as I twist my hips so that my ass faces the bathroom mirror. Sure enough, his spanking this morning has left its mark. Bright red with splotches of purple, my cheeks will likely stay bruised until the dinner party days later. From the moment I open the door and greet his guests, they'll know just how good I've been for him. And just how good I'll continue to be.

The wet heat down there between my legs only grows more testy thinking about that.

For the rest of the day I busy myself doing whatever cleaning that needs doing, then dress to head home. Hours later in the comfort of my own bed, I'm still thinking about it, thinking about him.

What does he have planned for me in front of everybody?

I guess I'm about to find out.


Chapter Two

Sure enough, the guest list goes on for miles. It seems that my Master has invited everyone imaginable who lives in a fifty block radius. It seems unlikely that everyone will arrive, considering likely conflicting arrangements from an invitation on such short notice, but there's no doubt that he's told them all about me. My Master is never one to enjoy subtlety. Not for long.

I find him speaking quietly over the phone when I step foot in the door for the day. Double checking that none of the guests have arrived early—not that it matters, considering what my Master expects me to wear, or not wear—I undo my blouse, fold it, and set it on the floor, followed by my skirt, stockings, undergarments—everything except for the simple metal collar I’ve worn for him since I first signed our contract. He always expects me to undress at the door when I first arrive. Knowing his tastes by now, if he could he’d probably have me commute to his place wearing nothing at all.

My Master flicks his attention to me as he pockets his phone. “Good, you’re here,” he says, taking in the sight of me with a content, yet somehow stern, glance. He takes my arm and has me spin around so that he sees both the front and back of me. Does he mean to inspect my body already? It’s difficult to explain why, but he seems displeased.

“You haven’t shaved,” he says. I blink, confused. He’s never asked me to shave before. I’ve always kept myself neat and tidy for him.

“Oh, it’s nothing too serious.” My Master laughs as he holds my hand and brings me into the living room, sitting me down on an ottoman where he can spread my legs. “But this? This has to go,” he says, pointing at the small tuft of pubic hair I have resting on my mound, along with accompanying stubble. “I want you perfect for tonight. And I want nothing to hide how wet you’ll be.”

I blush bright red. So he means to have me completely exposed then. He wants me truly bare.

“You’re quite confident today, Master, if you’re that sure I’ll be wet,” I say with some element of defiance. Someone needs to keep his cockiness in check, and I am his assistant.

“You wouldn’t have walked in the door just now if you thought you wouldn’t be,” my Master says. I have no argument for that. “Keep your legs spread. Stay still. I'll be back in a second.”

I do what I'm told as he ventures into the hall to retrieve a razor and shaving cream, although he takes his time and makes me wait unbearably long—it's always the little things he does that tease me the most. Once he's back he settles himself onto his knees and scoots between my thighs. There is an impish look across his face when he cranes his neck to look into my eyes. Suffice it to say, we’ve never done anything like this before.

“Don’t move,” my Master says, caressing my thigh dangerously close to my lips. “You’ll be fine.”

I bite my lip, a wave of anticipation washing over me. Sometimes I'm never quite sure with him.

I keep my thighs locked apart as he shaves my mound, doing my best to focus on only my breathing and not on the way his forearms brush against the inner part of my thighs while he works. Before long my pussy is testy simply having him this close to me. God, it's been so long since he's let me cum.

By the time my Master has set the razor down and wiped the hair clean from my mound with a fresh hand towel, I'm dripping.

“Done,” he says, gliding his finger tips over my smoothened mound, intent on teasing me further. He acts like he doesn’t notice my state of arousal, petting my aching pussy lips with featherlight touches until my thighs are visibly convulsing. He's hardly done anything to me and I am pent up beyond all the belief. Maybe it's the anticipation that's doing it for me. My body knows better than I do that I have a long day ahead of me.

My Master’s face suddenly darkens, which can only mean one thing: an idea has just occurred to him. “You really want to cum today, don’t you?”

My cheeks are pink and hazy with arousal as I try and respond. I’m so flustered from his sweet caresses and gruff voice that I can hardly think. It’s difficult enough to get a word out when he’s spanking me. It’s even harder when he’s there sitting between my thighs.

“Yes,” I admit. Not that that’s much of a reveal. My Master can see me drooling well enough. “Yes, I do, Master.”

“It’s been how many days now?” he muses aloud.

“I don’t even know. It’s been ages,” I say. “I need your permission. I really do.”

He chuckles as his hand pets my thigh. “There’s nothing stopping you from sneaking an orgasm outside of work,” he notes. “Contract or not, I certainly can’t stop you.”

“Yes…” I trail off. He isn't wrong: outside of his condo and his office, his command over me ends at the threshold of the door. I'm certainly capable of performing self-love without him. So why didn't I last night when I had ample opportunity? If I had I would've been able to maintain some semblance of composure now, as well as later into the evening.

Because I want to please him, I think, the answer coming to me without a second of hesitation. Because I know he’d tell instantly if I had. He'd be disappointed in me. Very disappointed. And he would no doubt have spanked me to make up for it.

Not that he needs any motivation to punish me, of course.

I bite my lip. That, in and of itself, communicates more than my own words ever could. “It’s funner for me when I do it for you, Master,” I say, my thighs quivering. “And it would've spoiled everything.”

He nods. “It would have. The idea occurred to you last night?”

I blink. “Me touching myself, you mean?”

Another nod while his hot breath kisses my lips.

My blush deepens. Without even realizing it, I've stumbled into one of his traps. “I—yes, Master.”

“You’re not supposed to be thinking about cumming,” he says, sternly. “Only obeying. We need to fix that.”

“The thought only crossed my mind!” I say in my defense. “I wasn't actually going to—“

All the air shoots out of my lungs as my Master raises his hand up high and slaps my pussy as hard as he can, leaving me trembling from the resulting shockwave of pain and pleasure inside me. My eyes open wide. My nipples ache. He's never spanked my pussy before. The fact that he's had this possibility all this time must've just occurred to him.

“Good. That’s better,” my Master says, wearing a wicked smile that doesn't fade while I draw in a deep breath and exhale. As if my pussy wasn't frustrated enough before this. Now how pent up will I be?

“Master, I—“

“Don’t think about cumming,” he says, holding his hand directly above my leaky cunt. “If you keep thinking about it, I'm going to keep punishing you. That's how this works. Understood?”

My teeth clench as I try to untangle his upside down logic. “I can't exactly stop thinking about it when you keep mentioning it! Especially while—mmhm!”

He slaps my pussy again with the same amount of force, using his free hand to grip my waist so I don't slip off the ottoman and bury him in my thighs. This time he doesn't give me a chance to catch my breath: he slaps it again, and again, and again, until my pussy is bright pink and puffy and so damn testy that it makes me want to claw at his chest with my nails. A jolt of pain shoots into my core, but that's nothing in comparison to the waves of intense euphoria twitching every muscle in my body.

Fuck. Fuck, having him spank my pussy feels good.

My body is all numb and tingly afterwards, my heart thumping inside my chest so fast I think I might faint. Meanwhile my Master just laughs under his breath. He continues spanking my pussy just for the hell of it, right to left, left to right, wetting the pads of his fingers with my drool. He licks his fingers clean and gets back to it. If his plan is to make me reach orgasm just from playful slaps and rough spanking alone, then he's close. He's really fucking close.

“Are you thinking about cumming anymore?” my Master asks me, knowing damn well that that's a question with no good answer.

I shake my head lazily from side to side. If I'm not thinking about cumming right now, it's only because my head is so empty, my mind so blank, that I can't think coherently about anything at all.

“Good girl.” My Master smiles and rises to his feet. “Tell me who you belong to.”

“You, Master,” I say with no hesitation whatsoever. My cheeks feel like they’re burning. “Only you.”

He cracks a smile, then shoots a look at this Rolex. “Good. The first guests will arrive most likely an hour from now. I expect you to be at the door to greet them when they’re here. Don’t forget: they’re not allowed to touch you.”

He’s so possessive.

I do my best to nod to show I’m heard him, but the arousal brewing in me makes it feel more like my head’s spinning. “I will, Master,” I say, my voice cracking like glass shattering on the floor. “I won’t forget. I’ll be good for you. I promise.”

He laughs. “I know you will. I’m not going to let you cum at the end of the evening if you're not.”

Then my Master leaves, retreating somewhere deeper into his condo to finalize the party plans while I throw my head back and rest on his chair for as long as I’m able. I draw deep breaths while I stare blankly at the ceiling. I find my hand reaching between my legs and idly toying with my clit without realizing it. It's as if I've been kept awake for days on end, accidentally falling asleep one moment only to realize the next. I can't help myself now. At this point, my body can't resist touching itself. I’m helpless.

Begrudgingly, I pull my hand away and mentally slap myself for even attempting it. I know I’m not allowed to cum. Not ever. Not without my Master.

On weak, shaky legs I stand up and wipe the sweat off my forehead. After a second I’ve recovered and feel like I can think straight. But that's the beginning and end of my short convalescence: already there's a knock on the door.

So much for an hour until the first guests arrive.

I dash into the bathroom, fix my appearance in the mirror, adjust my collar, then head to the front door to greet whoever’s here.

I have a long day of hosting ahead of me.

But I know that no matter what, my Master will be pleased.


Chapter Three

It never stops being humiliating after the first time. One would think I would get used to it, going through the same process again and again, but in truth, it's anything but.

Answering the door completely bare, my soft, smooth skin marked all over with the bruises of my Master spankings, my metal collar easily on display—it makes me feel as submissive as ever. Even without him directly present I can feel his presence, his authority, exerted over me. And it makes me unbearably wet.

After the first few introductions my Master’s condo is abuzz with moving bodies and filled glasses. The aroma of catered food—smoked salmon on cucumber slices, stuffed mushrooms, mini quiches—fills the space, and there’s jazz playing on the speakers. It’s not especially formal—although I’m sure my Master would reserve an entire ballroom to expose me if it were financially sound—but still, I feel quite obviously underdressed, especially as I converse with his well-dressed guests and come to learn about who they are and their backgrounds.

It’s not just because I’m nude. That part I have plenty of experience enduring, since the first day I signed the contract between my Master and I, basically. No, it's the fact that I am simply his personal assistant-turned-fucktoy, and everybody around me has more digits in their bank account than I could ever dream to have. Before I walked into my Master’s office and first talked to him about the possibility of working for him, I bussed tables part-time to pay off my student loans. I was a nobody. I was just another girl trying to make her way through college like everybody else.

Will I ever be more than that to my Master? Beyond our sexual relationship… I’m nothing more than an intern to him. He could have hired anyone. And he certainly could have, considering the many, many women that walked into his office before.

The thought leaves me sour as the night goes on and the dinner party, more or less, manages itself. When I’m not bringing food around, I nurse a cold ice water—I don’t drink—to keep myself preoccupied. All around me the guests form groups that are as socially impenetrable as brick walls. I’m left alone.

Partway through the evening I find my Master huddled in a group with his guests speaking in an excited tone about his golf game last weekend. It’s not a particularly interesting conversation (not to me, at least, who’s never so much as set foot on a golf course), but still he calls me to come see him as the discussion goes on. I set down a ceramic platter I’m holding and do as I’m told. All around me, curious eyes take me in as my hips sway back and forth. Hours into the party by now, and all the men here are still gawking at me like it’s the first time they’ve seen a woman’s body.

“Cassandra,” my Master says with a content smile. “You’ve been introduced to these two, haven’t you? Mr. Jacobson and Mr. Hall, both close friends of mine.”

I fake a pretty little smile—one that I’ve had down like a science since the start of the party—as I shake hands. My Master positions himself at my side and brings me closer with his hand tugging at my waist. Within seconds his arms are wrapped around me and cupping and fondling every curve he can reach. He squeezes my breasts and flicks my nipples with his fingers. It feels good—it always feels good when he touches me, especially invasively and impatiently like this—but…

My Master stops suddenly, seemingly noticing my lack of interest. His arms pull away from my body, and he takes my hand. “Hmm. If you two will excuse us, gentlemen.”

I blink, confused as he whisks me away from the crowd and into one of the bathrooms, shutting and locking the door behind us. He turns and shoots a stern, but not necessarily angry, look at me, placing his back against the door. For a small second neither one of us says again.

“You’re distant,” my Master says, crossing his arms. Through the door I hear the bustling of the party, so loud I feel my ears start rattling. “And don’t tell me you’re not. I’ve been keeping an eye on you since the evening started.”

Silence rests between us at first.

“Cassandra,” he says, his voice quieter, his expression softer. “You can speak to me.”

I don’t know what to say. How can I best describe how I feel right now to him when I’ve never done so in the past? “I suppose I feel overwhelmed,” I admit, keeping my arms at my sides. Even when he temporarily ceases to be my Master in his tone, I still present myself to him automatically, obediently.

“Our entire dynamic involves me overwhelming you,” my Master points out, coming to me, tucking a stray lock of hair covering my face behind my earlobe. The gentle, protective action from him makes butterflies dance in my stomach. “You being overwhelmed has never been the problem in the past. That’s not it, either. There’s something else on your mind. Something far deeper.”

I look up to him. I have to crane my neck at a harsh angle just to stare into his eyes, when he’s this close to me, his chest pressing up against mine. He brushes more hair from my face until it’s all gone. Once again I’m left exposed, defenseless.

“I want to be more than just your toy,” I say. The words come out in a jumbled mess—I can’t seem to control the sound over my own voice. It doesn’t help that the guests are so loud beyond the bathroom walls it’s as if we’re speaking in the middle of Times Square, both of us having to raise our voices just to hear one another.

He raises an eyebrow. “My ‘toy’?”

“Your submissive. Your employee. I want to be more than that,” I say, controlling my voice better now. You would think after several weeks of being his personal assistant, he would get the hint.

“Oh, Cassandra.”

He takes my hand and holds it for a moment, turning back to glance at the door to make sure it’s locked. A gentleness pervades him, enveloping him like a thick blanket. I’ve never seen this side of him before, though the change is so slight, almost undetectable. “You were never just some toy to me,” he says. He brushes the edge of my chin with his index finger, lifting it up so that I meet his gaze, more so than I already am. “I could've hired any woman off the street if I wanted to. Lord knows this… ‘position’ pays well enough. But I knew I wasn’t going to be satisfied unless I found the right person. Do you want to know who I was looking for?”

“Me?” I can’t help but giggle under my breath, knowing I’ve just cut off his attempt at being sweet and poetic. “You were going to say me, right?”

“Great minds think alike,” he says, chuckling. “I liked to you from the moment I saw you, saw that you were independent and had a mind for yourself. You stood up to me even though someone else might've kept her lips sealed. Why risk a well-paying job like this, after all? I found you attractive as well as intelligent. From the moment you stepped back into my office to sign the contract, I knew I had to take great care of you. I didn't want to lose you.”

I laugh again. If his idea was to take care of me, then he certainly has an interesting way of showing it. Stripping me. Spanking me. Humiliating me. What's not to like?

My Master reads the look of discontent off my face and speaks again. His grip on my hand softens. “I can get you some clothes.”

I shake my head. “No, I’m okay,” I say. “I want something else, John. You.”

He cracks a boyish smile. “Me?”

“Yes.” I draw in a deep breath, summoning all the courage I can possibly fit inside me. “I want you to be my boyfriend.”

For some reason unknown to me, I expect the ground to shake beneath my feet and for the world to crumble around me. I envision my heart stopping and my body collapsing onto the floor. Instead there's just John’s face staring back at me as his hand holds mine. His expression, soft and loving, doesn't change because of the revelation.

“Yes,” he says.

I blink. “That’s it?” I ask. It takes a full second for me to realize how rude that must sound. “I mean, if you're really—“

“What, were you expecting a different answer?” he laughs again sweetly. “I don't have another woman in my life, Cassandra. There's only you. So why not make it official? You already come over to my condo every day.”

I smile. “I suppose I was predicting a larger battle. I was expecting you to tell me no. You certainly say that word in every other aspect of our relationship.”

He smiles back as he shifts his weight forward, stepping closer. Without me even realizing it, he’s placed me almost against the far wall, his chest about to pin me to it. “I only tell you no when I want to hear you beg,” he says. His voice darkens, and his grip on my hand grows stronger. His other arm grabs onto my waist and within seconds leaves a hand print. In the blink of an eye ,he’s rough with me again. “You do you realize I'm going to have to punish you for this, right, by the way?”

I blink, taking a second to realize what he's talking about. “For leaving the party for so long?” I ask.

He nods. “That, and not having your trust in me.”

“You’re the one who dragged me into the bathroom.”

“And you're the one who needed a lot of taking care of. Are you arguing with me?”

“Oh, I might be.” Deep inside me, I'm surprised with how much I'm challenging him. “Are you going to do something about it if I am?”

“It’s on my mind.”

A subtle, devilish smile creeps up on John's face, and I read his mind. An idea has just occurred to him. “Be back in a second,” he says. “Wait here.”

He unlocks and barges through the door without another word, leaving me standing there confused. He doesn't keep me waiting long, thankfully. When he returns he's holding something in his hands. One of his sex toys. A pink, oblong bullet vibrator.

A remote controlled one. I know because he's used it on me in the past.

“Put your hands on the counter there. Arch your back. Spread your legs.”

I don't argue with him, although the temptation to fight back his commands is certainly there. I do what I'm told and place my hands on the bathroom counter, propping up my ass so that he can do whatever he wants to me. My uneasy heart thumps and thumps inside my chest as I expect him to slide the vibrator deep inside me and turn it on. But he doesn't insert it. Instead he rubs the cold plastic against my pussy lips and grips my thighs.

“After we’re done here,” my Master says. Not John, but my Master. “I'm spanking your ass raw in front of every single person out there. I'm going to punish you until you see stars. Your ass, your tits, your pretty little pussy—there won't be a single inch of your body that doesn't have my mark on it. I want to show them how good of a fucking whore you are for me.”

Suddenly, a sharp pain shoots into my core as I'm pushed forward, my bare breasts slammed against the edge of the counter. The air cracks from his hand making contact with the fleshy part of my ass. He just spanked me. And he did it much harder than he ever did before.

Then he flicks the vibrator on. My thighs twitch, and my pussy goes numb as he glides the device over my lips and around my clit, inserting it just enough so that it stays and doesn’t slip out of his hand. He grabs onto my ponytail and holds on tight, craning my neck up until I'm staring blankly at the ceiling. His hands grasp the inner part of my thighs and pushes them apart. He spanks my ass again, just for the fun of it, knowing full well that once again he has me under his complete control.

“Give me your hand,” my Master command. Before I can obey he holds onto my wrist and slides my palm off the counter. He places the vibrator in my hand and closes my fingers around it. “Keep this against your cunt and don’t let go.”

I gulp, sweat dripping down my face, his body heat radiant like a roaring fireplace. Yes, Master.

I hold the vibrator against my lips and do everything I can to not let go. He has it on the highest setting. Already my thighs convulse and shiver from the intense pleasure shooting into my core. With both of his hands free to do whatever he wants with them, my Master gropes and my sensitive ass cheeks and spreads them far apart, gliding his index and middle finger over my hole. He spanks my ass again and doesn't even care that I moan so loudly the sound pierces through the bathroom walls. Maybe that’s his idea. He already wants to punish me in front of them so why not get a head start?

“Master…” I whisper through panted breaths, feeling my heart slam against my chest as the pleasure of the vibrator and the pain from his spankings overwhelm me. He fingers my tight asshole only for a little while longer before going back to beating my ass again, harder and harder, so much so that the vibrator almost slips from my wet, sweaty fingers. My ass cheeks now are so soft, so bruised, that even the breath from his lungs against them makes me wince. All I can do is stay still as much as possible and obey his every command until my body melts. Suddenly my Master stops and gives me a moment to breathe. I hear him take off his belt buckle, removing his belt and tossing it to the floor. My eyes widen—

And his thick cock thrusts into me, burying itself into my tight, little pussy as his arms wrap around my core and refuse to let go. Just like with his spankings, he doesn't waste any time to do exactly what he plans to do. He pushes his cock as deep as he can into me, then pounds my ass, meanwhile groping my breasts and still tugging on my ponytail—he wants to use me, that much is clear, as much as he possibly can.

It's like he's become a rabid animal. He's never fucked me this hard before.

Within seconds I'm a sweaty, whimpering mess, just barely able to hold the vibrator against my clit while his hard, veiny length slides in and out of me. I feel like I'm a glass vase one moment away from shattering on the floor, my entire body radiating with both pleasure and pain. My orgasm hits me and the vibrator slips, hitting the ground and buzzing underneath the counter—and my eyes turn into saucers, knowing that he still hasn't given me permission to cum. Immediately recognizing this, he slaps my ass with such force that I'm pinned against the counter, my breasts smooshed and left sore. There’s no doubt in my mind now that my body is marked and bruised all over from his relentless groping, spankings, and more.

“I told you not to cum,” he growls in my ear. He grips my chin and swivels my neck so I look deep into his eyes. “You really like giving me reasons to punish you, don't you?”

Even in my messy, exhausted state, I still find some energy to respond. “Only for you, Master,” I say. In the mirror I can see my face is caked with sweat, my makeup in ruins. “I love being a whore for you.”

“I'm not going to let you clean up after this. I want them to see my cum dripping down your thighs when I punish you.”

“I wouldn't want it any other way, Master.”

“I know.”

John's cock twitches inside me, and I know instinctively that he's close—very close. Already I can imagine his hot, thick ropes of cum shooting into my pussy and filling me up until I'm full. Even with the limited energy I have, I grind against him and hold onto the arm bound around my waist so he doesn't let go. Not in a million years would I want him to pull out now. Not ever.

“Cum inside me, Master,” I whisper. “Make me yours.”

He grunts, his arm slipping from my waist, his hot breath rushing up my spine as his orgasm nears. I grab onto his arm and lock it in place between my chest and the bathroom counter. His breathing falters, but he catches himself before he slips and pulls out. With one last thrust, he buries his cock into me and prepares to seed my womb. A sudden, intense warmth fills me. I gasp.

Hot, sticky ropes of cum shoot into my drooling wet pussy, and for a second all we can do is stay there, arms wrapped around each other, totally exhausted and weak. His arm releases itself around my waist only to reach up and brush my cheek. I feel his little kisses against the small of my back, reaching higher and higher of my spine, until I turn and meet his lips with my own.

He really does love me. The look in his eyes, stern but gentle, says it all. More than words ever could.

“You’re really still going to spank me after all of this?” I ask, smiling. Both of us hardly have the energy to stand, much less leave the bathroom and return to the party, mingling with guests who have no doubt noted our prolonged absence. “Can’t I catch a break?”

“What, and let you get off scot-free?” My Master laughs. “No. I'm not going to do that. My paddle is still waiting out there for you.”

“You promised them that they were going to see a spanking, I assume.”

John blushes—an uncharacteristic sight by him. “I may have mentioned it. Just like I told them to expect you to be bare and collared for the night.”

I roll my eyes. “Well, I’m glad you didn’t leave that part out.”

He smiles, and kisses me again, his lips refusing to part from mine even after seconds pass. Neither of us wants this moment in time to end. But I don't think I'm worried about it ending. After what we talked about, I don't think I have to worry about anything at all.

“Thank you, John,” I say, looking at him. “For everything.”

“Of course,” he says, brushing my cheek. “Let’s get back outside. We wouldn’t want to keep everyone waiting.”

I nod, and giggle with what energy I have left. The evening isn’t over quite yet. I still have to be punished.

…

He doesn't hold back when the time comes. With everybody watching, while the crowd is so silent I can hear the beating of my own heart drumming in my ears, the wooden paddle he uses strikes my ass with such force the resulting shockwave of sound could shatter glass. I gasp and moan like I always do, still wet and sticky from sweat and my Master’s cum. Past the 10th spank, my ass is so bright red and bruised all over that I'm numb. But even that isn't enough to satisfy him just yet. He tosses away the wooden paddle and allows to skid across the floor, as if it were just a worthless two by four, as if it were beneath him.

My Master has something better in mind.

He undoes his belt again and winds part of the length around his wrist, a bright, giddy smile across his face as he flicks it toward my bare bottom. It's nothing more than a love tap after dozens and dozens of hard spankings, but at this point even a light breeze would be enough to make me shiver in agony. Using it like a whip, he punishes my ass again and leaves another mark on my skin to show his discipline. Tears are streaming down my face. My teeth clench hard with a mind of their own.

God, it's all so much. And it makes me feel so fucking good.

He has to stop after the fifth spanking with his belt when he sees the palms of my hands slipping off the wall. I catch myself before I lose my footing and fall down, but it's clear that I can't take much more punishment. I pant for breath like a bitch in heat, unable to completely fill my lungs. My needy, achy pussy quivers—and another orgasm comes and hits me without me even realizing it. The pain is so overwhelming that it leaves me blind my other senses. My pussy convulses. My knees buckle.

I think I'm about to collapse on the floor before I find myself in my Master’s arms, him staring down at me with a loving expression as his hands caress my back. Slowly, carefully, he helps me back onto my feet and make sure I can stand unsupported. He wipes the sweat off my forehead with the back of his hand. Then he kisses me, and I kiss him back, and somehow, despite everything that's happened this evening, that's the most embarrassing thing I've done all day.

I'm blushing as we turn to face our guests. We’re welcomed to a round of applause. All I do—all I can hope to do—is smile and wave.

This dinner party was certainly something.

…

Unlike every other day I’ve worked for John, I don’t leave at the end of the evening. Normally I get dressed and head out just before traffic gets so bad that I can't commute back to my place in a timely manner. This time though, I stick around.

I lie in John’s bed and rest easy knowing that this will become my bed—our bed—soon. If it isn’t already our bed now.

“I’ve made you some tea,” John says late into the night, coming into the bedroom with a teacup placed on a saucer. I can’t help but giggle feeling that the roles of this dynamic have suddenly been reversed. “I figure you need it, considering all you’ve been through.”

I accept the drink graciously as I lift my head up off his pillows, tucked in comfy underneath his thick, heated blankets. I've been in John's bed plenty of times before, of course. But this is the first time I've really stayed, especially at this hour when the city outside is quiet around us. I have no intentions of leaving any time soon, not even for a shower. I love his bed.

Even if lying down like this, on my back, reminds me every time I shift my weight how much he spanked me today. I can’t help but grimace slightly, sipping the tea, as I lean my back against the headboard. I really shouldn't be sitting down anytime soon.

“Thank you,” I say, my voice still so weak that he has to read my lips to understand what I'm saying. I try and raise my voice. “Today was… well, it was so many things, wasn’t it? Fun. Interesting. Electrifying. I wouldn’t change a thing.”

John nods as he circles around the bed and sits on the other side, scooting up close to lay his arm across my shoulders. I let him tuck me in under his wing. “It certainly went above and beyond expectations. Maybe it's something we’ll do again.”

I blush at the idea. “I’ll need some time to recover first. Weeks. Months.”

“I’m sure I can wait that long.”

I crack a smile. “Are you sure you’ll be happy with your personal assistant being out of work for that long?”

“Yes.” He doesn’t miss a beat. “She’s not just my personal assistant now anymore. As far as I’m concerned, I can wait for as long as I have to.”

My smile grows until it reaches my ears, and I lie my head back and feel safe with it resting against his chest. I feel comfortable. I feel good.

This really is the best job in the world.

THE END
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A three book bundle of BDSM, spanking, domestic discipline, and CMNF stories. Three women eager to obey their dominant Masters.

Contains the previously published stories:

Spanking the Girl Next Door: A Domestic Discipline Story

After Emily's caught hosting a party at the place she's housesitting by the homeowner, Micheal decides on a bare-bottomed spanking and a lesson in domestic discipline.

Spanking the Naughty Secretary: An Office Discipline Story

John trains Christina, his disobedient secretary, right in the office with a bare-bottomed punishment.

Spanked after a Lost Bet: A Submissive Discipline Story

Co-ed Carly receives a bare bottomed spanking and a lesson in submission after she loses a bet to Marcus.
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Check Back for More!
Thank you so much for reading this story! I really hope you enjoyed it. If you did, please do consider leaving it a rating and/or a review. For independent authors like little ‘ol me, any bit of support helps!
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