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Spanking the Plaything: Strict BDSM Fun


Chapter One

All men are in need of a wife—some more than others. But when I first met Mr. Sebastian Greene across his desk regarding a curious, if not completely strange, job opportunity, he didn’t strike me as someone who needed a woman at all. At thirty-five and as the head of a major corporation, he had more money to his name than anyone could spend in a lifetime. He lacked nothing. Anything he could ever want was at the tip of his fingers. So what use did he have for me that a personal secretary couldn’t do just as well?

That was the ever-present question on my mind when he first said he meant to spank me, as part of the terms of our agreement.

“I—excuse me?” I asked, blushing, awkwardly playing with my hair, if only to keep my hands busy with something, anything. I didn’t have much of a poker face to speak of: from the moment the word ‘discipline’ left his lips, it was clear what an effect he could have on me.

Exactly as he intended, I supposed.

“Spanking. You heard me correctly, Christina.” Mr. Greene—Sebastian—said with a hint of a smirk, leaning back in his chair as the afternoon sunlight streamed in through the open window blinds and transformed his smooth, tan skin into the color and texture of gold. He was a handsome man and he knew it; something told me even then, although I didn't know what, that he had a habit of using his sex appeal to his advantage. “This won't be a simple dinner party—that much is certainly obvious by now. To put it bluntly, I need a woman who knows how to take direction and accepts correction when it's needed most. It won’t be an easy job, but it’ll only be for a day and it’ll pay well, if you must know. I have no doubt you'll be satisfied with the added digits in your bank account the morning after.”

So he’s a cocky one, too, I thought, the first of many correct suspicions I had of him. I said nothing at first and adjusted myself in my seat instead, smoothing out my pencil skirt, double checking my reflection in my compact—I had the mind to keep him waiting, especially now, before I signed under the dotted line and made him my superior. I wouldn't have the chance to flagrantly question his authority again, I thought.

At least, not without risking a spanking.

“Do you usually hire strange women to accompany you at—what was your wording again?—‘dinner parties’?” I asked with an innocent smile, a bit more accusatory than I wished. I chewed on my lower lip and changed course. “I have to admit, I didn't take this offer seriously when I first heard about it. It's not every day that you hear from a friend of a friend that a certain playboy millionaire has certain ‘inclinations.’”

Sebastian cracked a smile and leaned back in his chair, clasping his hands in his lap, completely unfazed. “I’m aware of my reputation, Christina,” he said simply, even curtly. “This is not the first time I’ve searched for a partner like this. But I’m also aware you wouldn’t have set foot in this office if the idea hadn’t intrigued you—and not just the money.”

“That’s definitely a way of putting it, an ‘idea’,” I said. What the idea exactly was I only had the faintest clue. All I knew was that Sebastian Greene needed a woman as a plus one for an evening, possibly a couple evenings, preferably a plus one that could pretend to be his wife. The fact that it would be for a play party, or at least a party where a certain amount of exhibitionism was permitted, I gleaned very quickly. There was hardly a need for such secrecy if all he needed was a date for any old dinner party. No. What he had in mind, what he craved deep down within himself, was kinky.

He was lucky that I liked kinky.

“How about you stop beating around the bush and tell me what you want from me, then?” I said, irresistibly biting my lip, tucking a lock of hair behind my ear, feeling my heart race faster and faster the more I challenged him. I knew well enough that I wasn’t anything special to him. A man with so much power and money like Sebastian probably had a line of young women waiting in a line outside his door at all hours of the day. I wasn't in any position to bargain with him if I wanted this job, and yet, I felt like I had to. I had to catch his attention.

In a way, even then I desired his approval.

Sebastian smiled, baring white, pearly teeth. “A woman who knows what she’s worth,” he mused.

I smiled back, even as my cheeks turned hot to the touch. “This is a negotiation, isn't it?”

“In a sense. Then let’s get to it, then: I want a woman I can control. Completely.”

“You’ve said as much already,” I said, starting to feel annoyed with him. I rolled my eyes. “Go on.”

Sebastian straightened himself, staring deep into my eyes, as if stripping off my clothes and tossing them to the floor, one by one, happy to leave me bare. “It’ll be for an event I regularly host at a villa I own down by the shore. It’s not explicitly a play party, but because I’m the sole organizer, I'm simply allowed to do whatever I want. You'll be expected to do whatever I ask of you while we're together, up to and including sexual acts. If you don't do what you're told, you give me the right to punish you however I see fit. Of course, you also give me the right to punish you for no reason at all.”

“Punish me by way of spanking, you mean,” I said, increasingly perceptive.

Sebastian nodded. “Among other things. Whips. Canes. The possibilities are truly endless.”

“Maybe. But I don't see how pretending to be your wife plays any part of this,” I noted, crossing my legs, blushing again when his gaze momentarily drops down to peek up my skirt. His eyes were invasive just as much as his words were demanding.

I had to admit: I could only wonder what the rest of him was like.

“Most of the attendees are married men and close business associates,” Sebastian explained. “They've been pestering me to settle down for years now. Normally I would just ignore them, but for business it's good to maintain appearances. Rumors frustrate me, and it's better that I play the part of a married man, even if I do greatly enjoy the bachelor life. Besides, I doubt I'd be able to find a woman that both desires what I'm looking for and wants to settle down. You understand.”

Maybe you just haven't been looking hard enough, I thought.

“Wouldn’t it just spread rumors if I showed up in your arm looking like none of your past partners, whoever they are?” I said instead. “This hardly sounds like a well thought out plan.”

“You’ll be expected to wear a mask for the duration of the evening,” Sebastian said with a hint of a smile. “And to not speak unless spoken to first. You’ll let me do the talking for you.”

“Because what you say goes,” I added, my breathing quickening.

“Yes,” he said simply. “Good girl. You’re learning.”

“I should’ve expected nothing less,” I said, my heartbeat so loud now that I could hear it drum inside my ears. It was one thing to suspect him to be a megalomaniac, but to hear the confession so casually from him… “You don’t want a partner, not really. What you’re looking for is a toy. An obedient little plaything.”

Again, Sebastian cracked a smile, leaning back in his chair, kicking his feet up. “Is that so wrong?”

I took a deep breath and exhaled, feeling goosebumps over my thighs, along my arms. “I suppose not,” I said. We both knew well enough that I wouldn't have sat down in front of his desk if I thought otherwise. Indeed, we both knew that if I objected to any of his words, I would’ve already been running out the door. This agreement wasn't for the lighthearted. Every second that I stayed put, it was like a confession.

So why not just confess out loud?

“Yes,” I said. I didn't even realize what was slipping past my lips at first until the word graced my ears.

“Yes?” Even Sebastian seemed surprised by my boldness.

I took another long breath, carefully choosing what I was about to say next. “As in ‘yes’, I’ll do it. For the amount already talked about? I'll do everything you say.”

“You do know this is an interview, correct?” Sebastian pointed out, again with that undeserved cockiness that made him both attractive and obnoxious all at once. “I have three other applications to go through today alone.”

“And you’ll end up picking me,” I said. “Let’s not waste both of our time. I’m what you want.”

I almost couldn't believe what I was saying, the sudden confidence brewing inside me and the absolute insanity to let it escape freely, but there was something about Sebastian, even if I didn't know exactly what, that compelled me to chase him. True, he was a millionaire and there was something exciting about winning the affection of a man such as him, but it was more than that. It was like what he said: it wasn't just the money. What Mr. Sebastian Greene was offering me was something I could never find anywhere else.

An evening as his toy.

“Is that so?” Sebastian said, shooting me a playful glance. “Prove it for me, then. Crawl on the floor on your hands and knees, right now.”

Apparently it was his turn now to surprise me—and mine to repeat myself. “Excuse me?”

“The door is right there if such a simple task is too much for you,” Sebastian said, gesturing at the door. Beyond it was an entire office floor full of his employees, and even though the windows were blinded, his office didn't exactly offer much in the way of privacy. The door wasn't even locked. His secretary could come in at any moment.

“You can’t seriously expect me to act like a dog for you,” I said, fidgeting in my seat. I could feel a bead of sweat form at my temple and drip down my cheek. It was one thing for him to demand to spank me for his own pleasure, but did he truly presume he could humiliate me as well? What was next on the agenda? Have me leave his office naked?

I stood up. For a long moment it felt as if I was watching my own body move, rather than directly controlling it. Slowly, with my eyes locked on his, I slipped off my high heels and left them on the seat, then lowered myself to my knees. It was awkward at first, and tremendously uncomfortable on the hard tile floor, but after a deep breath I began to crawl along his desk without too much effort. On my hands and knees I went to him until I directly faced his belt buckle. When I craned my neck and looked up, I found him smiling proudly, leaning back in his chair.

This much was sure: none of the other candidates would crawl on their hands and knees for this job. Only me.

“Do you really think that'll be enough to impress me?” Sebastian asked. An obviously cocky thing to say. Even his own voice betrayed that it was a lie.

Still on the ground, I said, “Maybe, but I suspect you'll command me to do something that will. What do you want me to do next?”

“It's quite presumptuous of you to think there is something next.” Again, a lie. “Stand up. Take off your clothes. Right here facing me.”

I rose to my bare feet and worked to slip off my pencil skirt and blouse, leaving each article of clothing on his desk beside us. My hands shook nervously as I unveiled more skin, my nipples hardening until they were like glass. For a small moment I wondered what he planned to have me wear at the villa. Considering he would have complete control over me as per the terms of our agreement, he had the option of dressing me in anything—and nothing as well. What was my preference? I couldn't decide, not that it mattered. No matter what, it was his choice, and his choice alone.

I waited there patiently with my arms at my sides for his viewing pleasure when I finished. I tried to contain the heaviness of my breathing. I was glad I made the point to shave before the interview.

“You really will do anything I ask of you, won't you?” Sebastian said, his gaze wandering all over me.

“Yes,” I said breathlessly. It was impossible to hide my emotions on the matter. I felt just as naked mentally as I did physically.

“That’ll certainly make things difficult,” Sebastian said, musing to himself again. “How am I supposed to punish you if you already do exactly what you’re told?”

“I’m sure you’ll find a way around that,” I said with a roll of the eyes.

“It’ll be fun to try. Turn around. Put your hands on my desk and bend over.”

I turned around, all but shoving my ass in his face as I parted my legs and leaned against the surface of his desk. A cool shiver ran up the length of my spine as I waited in position, waited as Sebastian rose from his chair and stood behind me. For the first time I felt his warm breath kiss my naked skin, turning it into goose flesh, caressing my body without putting hand on me yet at all. A long second passed, then another. If his plan was to torment me, it was certainly working. For what felt like a lifetime, I stood there in that vulnerable position without him lifting a finger.

I turned and looked out the tiny slit through the window blinds overlooking the rest of Sebastian’s office. The walls were thick, but not so insulated that I couldn’t hear the low murmur of dozens of conversations happening at once, the click-clacking of keyboards and computer mice, and muffled footfalls. With all that in mind… was he seriously going to try spanking me here?

“Take the paperwork. Sign it,” Sebastian commanded.

I shot a glance at him, my heart slamming against my chest. I could feel him trailing his index finger across my ass cheek, a featherlight caress, just enough to make me shiver. “Like this? Under duress?”

Sebastian chuckled, bringing his hand down further, gliding his fingertips over the wet heat radiating between my inner thighs. “Under duress? No. Not at all,” he said. There was no lie this time. “You could've left at any time. The fact that you haven't speaks wonders.”

“Maybe I was just curious about where this was going to go,” I said, feeling my palms start to slip off the desk from built-up sweat. My pale skin shone in the light of the setting sun. It was hard not to feel exposed… A part of me wondered if employees from the neighboring buildings could see me.

Of course, at Sebastian’s villa, there was no doubt everyone would see me. As many people as he could get into a single room.

“Let me show you,” Sebastian said, groping my ass before suddenly pulling his hand away. “So you don’t have to guess.”

He spanked me then, hard and fast, shoving his desk an inch forward as a loud thunderclap sounded in my ears. A jolt of pain shook my thighs, made my aching pussy twitch in agony. Before I had a chance to brace myself, another spank graced my ass, then another, and another… Within seconds my head was empty and all I could think about was the dull pain radiating from my ass cheeks.

I grabbed a pen off the desk—somehow it hadn't fallen over the edge from the commotion—and hastily scribbled my name underneath the dotted line as Sebastian rested his hand. It was hardly legible, my signature, but with that, it was done. I was officially his from now on. His submissive. His plaything. His.

“Good girl,” he said proudly.

Then he spanked me again, hard, so much harder that it made my mouth hang open. With the contract signed he had no reason to hold back and all the reason to test my resolve. With another several swings of his palm, he punished my sensitive ass cheeks aggressively, mercilessly, until all I could feel was a dull burning sensation radiating throughout my entire body. I wanted to moan, to whimper, to say something, anything, but I was so overwhelmed that even thinking coherent thoughts proved to be an impossible task. Tears quickly began to stream down my face and ruin my makeup. My pussy ached something fierce and made it even more difficult to focus. Sebastian didn't know it, but I had never been spanked before. It was simply not something I ever had in mind with a sexual partner; most of the men I dated were softies in comparison. Nerdy, quirky types who couldn’t hurt a fly even if their own life depended on it.

Mr. Sebastian Greene couldn’t have been more different. He got off on punishing me, and he was more than happy to admit it, to embrace it.

He spanked me many times that day. So many, many times that I quickly lost count. When he was done with me, my ass was bright pink and splotched with purple bruises, and my face was coated in tears. Even my pussy had been spanked: he had commanded me to spin around and sit at the edge of his desk with my leg spread eagle, just so he could punish that, too. If his idea was to leave a strong first impression on me, I couldn't deny that it had worked. It worked so well I was left dizzy.

“Go,” Sebastian said, smacking my behind one final time. It was a light slap compared to what he had done before, but still it had the consequence of making me jump out of my skin. “I have work to do now. You’ll see me later, Christina.”

“I—yes, sir,” I said obediently. “Yes.”

I blushed as I adjusted my pencil skirt and walked on wobbly knees through the building to the elevator. The walls to his office, Sebastian told me, had been made soundproof months ago, but still I had to wonder if any of his employees had noticed my disheveledness. If they had, they didn't say anything. Perhaps they were already well informed of their boss’s ‘special’ interest.

In the privacy of the elevator, I let out a breath I didn't realize I was holding and leaned my head against the wall. I was completely exhausted, and my time with Mr. Sebastian Greene had only just begun…


Chapter Two

My ass was still bruised a week later, when I saw Sebastian for the second time at the entrance to his villa. Rows of tall palm trees led me to a marble fountain just before the twin glass doors leading inside. It was a beautiful piece of architecture, the villa, modern, sleek, and inviting—and exactly the kind of flagrant display of opulence I had come to expect from him. In just a handful of days he had sent me designer clothes and makeup to wear for my stay here, all of it with price tags larger than my salary.

That is, before I became Sebastian Greene’s pet, of course.

“Christina? Good, you’re here,” Sebastian said at the front steps as he caught me wandering throughout the grounds. I never had the privilege of visiting an upper class neighborhood before, so I had to admit I was curious. A year ago, before I met Sebastian, I lived off of ramen noodles and oatmeal in the luxurious comfort of my tiny studio apartment. ‘Wealth’, in my world, was being able to go out to dinner more than once a month. Sebastian's world, in comparison, was so alien that it was like I landed on another planet the moment I stepped out of my taxi. Everything just looked at and felt so rich.

And I was finally going to experience it for myself for the first time.

“Sir,” I said demurely, feeling my face grow hotter as I remembered the rules he set out for me—rules that were hard to forget after my first spanking. “I'm not late, am I?”

“Not at all.” Sebastian squeezed my hand, his invasive gaze already roaming my body—not that I expected anything less since my interview. “The first guests aren't set to arrive for another hour. You look good. You fill out that dress well.”

I blushed. I wasn't expecting a compliment. “Thank you, sir,” I said. I breathed a sigh of relief, glad that I had a moment to adjust to my new surroundings before I ended up lost in a crowd.

“Do a spin for me,” Sebastian said, crossing his arms. “Let's do your inspection now.”

I blinked. “Seriously?”

“We can of course wait if you would prefer an audience for this,” Sebastian said with a hint of a smirk, the bastard.

“I'm sure you would love nothing more, sir,” I said, relenting. Slowly, remembering vividly Sebastian's directions, I spun around, keeping my hands fixed at my sides as he stood beside me to take me in. What the exact reason was for Sebastian needing to ‘inspect’ me, of course, hadn't been revealed to me. I presumed that he got off from the power he had over me, nothing more.

“Stop,” Sebastian said when I faced away from him.

I stopped, as still as a statue.

“Lift up your dress. Let me see if you've done what you've been told.”

Are we really doing this here? I thought. I bit my lip, bunching up my dress at the sides in my hands, slowly hiking up my skirt until my bare ass was visible to him. I wasn't wearing any panties. Instead all I wore—what he so graciously ‘allowed’ me to wear—was a crystal studded butt plug. One chosen and purchased specifically by him, of course.

A light breeze went past and tickled my exposed inner thighs. A bird perched itself on the marble fountain, only to then fly up and away. Already, I felt so exposed. How was I going to maintain my composure once all the guests had arrived?

Maybe that was Sebastian’s plan, the exact opposite. If it was, it was certainly working.

“Good,” Sebastian said, his hand caressing my still sore ass cheeks. I winced slightly, clenching my teeth, but my body relaxed as I got used to his touch. Suffice it to say, he hadn't gone easy on me during the interview. By the time he was done, my ass was so purple and blotched with bruises that tears were streaming down my face, my pussy was pink and swollen with arousal. In his own words, he wanted to see just how much I could take.

And I could take quite a lot.

“You can put your dress down. It's not in my mind to give our guests a show before they've even settled inside,” Sebastian said, adjusting my skirt for me. “You’re still bruised. You haven't been too uncomfortable over the past few days, I hope.”

He said this with a hint of amusement in his voice, like he knew quite well that I've in fact been the opposite. “Let’s just say whenever I sit down now, I think of you, sir,” I say, resisting the urge to stick my tongue out at him. “May we go in now?”

He took my arm and led me up the steps leading to the door. “Gladly,” he said. “Let’s not waste any more time than we have to.”

Of course, we wouldn't want to miss out on any of the fun… I thought. No, we couldn't have that at all.

Inside, I was greeted by a beautiful, wide-open atrium, with a spiral staircase leading to the floor above. Marble tile the color of cream met my high heels, and all around me were expensive paintings hanging on the walls, statues of female nudes, even bookcases as tall as the ceiling—virtually every display of wealth possible was here, located in just this single room.

It was overwhelming. I released a breath I didn't know I was holding as I turned to face Sebastian. “No wonder you can afford me,” I said with awe. Even fully clothed, I felt naked. There was something about such an open space that made me feel vulnerable, even seen. And he hadn’t even shown me the ballroom yet. This was just the start.

“I have good taste, I know,” Sebastian said, cocky as ever. “Come with me. I'll show you to the ballroom. The staff should already have everything prepared for the evening.”

I blinked. “The staff?”

“You didn't think I would make you do everything in preparation for this, did you?” he said, grinning.

“I certainly wouldn’t have put it past you, sir.”

“Keep it up,” Sebastian said, tucking a lock of stray hair in front of my face behind my ear, “and I’ll have to spank you now to correct your behavior.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “You’ll spank me whether I’m a brat or not. You’ve already made it clear you’re at liberty to punish me whenever you feel like it. So what’s my motivation for being good?”

Sebastian's smile didn't change a bit. Something told me that he enjoyed the challenge I presented to him. “And that’s why I hired you,” he said, squeezing my hand. “Come. You’ll find your answer to that question soon.”

With that, we went hand-in-hand down a corridor leading to the ballroom. Sure enough, the space was already more or less ready for the occasion, with clean plates and silverware on the many round tables filling the ballroom. Including both the indoor and outdoor seating areas, there had to have been enough seats present for over two hundred guests at once… Not for the first time since I met Sebastian, I was glad to be able to wear a mask while on the villa’s grounds.

Speaking of which…

“Weren’t we supposed to wear masks, sir?” I asked while Sebastian exchanged some words with the cleaning and catering staff filtering in and out of the room.

Sebastian nodded. “Yes, we are. Let me take you upstairs so we can get changed.”

I blushed slightly. Going upstairs all alone with Sebastian to get changed… what could go wrong?

I followed him up a flight of stairs into what appeared to be his own personal bedroom, complete with a fireplace and stocked bookcases lighting the walls. It was surprisingly erudite and tranquil for a man such as him. Then again, it was his villa: I doubted he slept or stayed in this room much at all. I was sure he spent most of his waking hours in the office, not here.

A metal collar waited for me on the bed as I approached it. Simple, easy to conceal, but of wonderful make—I couldn’t resist picking it up so I could hold it and feel it against my skin. I already knew what it was. It was a part of the agreement all along that I had to be collared while I was with Sebastian. At all times, no matter what.

“Stay still. I’ll put it on,” Sebastian said behind me, holding onto my shoulders.

I lowered my head and parted my hair to the sides. Slowly, sweetly, he slid the metal collar around my neck and locked it shut as it rested snugly above my collarbone. It was a comfortable fit—but at the same time just restricting enough for me to be reminded of its presence. Compared to everything else I had seen at the villa, the metal collar was the most plain. It was hardly ornamented at all—except for an inscription in the metal denoting Sebastian’s name.

In other words, even more proof that I was his.

“You look good in this,” Sebastian said. “It complements your hair.”

I blushed slightly as I turned my neck to face him. Why was it that compliments could have such a strong impact on me? “Thank you, sir,” I said.

“In a couple of minutes, once we're back in the ballroom, the first of our guests should start to arrive,” Sebastian said as he stepped away, grabbing something out of the cabinet next to the bed. Our masks for the evening. “I want you to greet them all at the door and do whatever they ask of you. They aren't allowed to touch you—no, that’s my privilege—but if they ask you to fetch them something, you do it. You will be at their disposal just as much as you are to mine.”

“Yes, sir,” I said simply, starting to feel breathless.

“You aren’t allowed to touch yourself while the party is on,” Sebastian said, coming up to me to fit the mask over my face.

I blinked. In what world was I going to be playing with myself in front of all his guests? “Sir, why would I ever—“

My voice suddenly died as he placed his index finger on my lips. A cool shiver ran up the length of my spine. My nipples stiffened.“Let me finish,” he whispered sternly. His low growl of a voice was like sex for my ears.

A long, almost eternal second passed before he put his hand down, the warmth of him still faintly present on my mouth. “Yes, sir,” I said. It was like he had sucked all the air out of my lungs in an instant, all with just his finger.

“Good.” He adjusted the mask again and stood a step back, admiring how it complemented my features. “You aren’t allowed to touch yourself. Remember that. No matter what. If you do, I'll know. And I'll have to punish you for it.”

I gulped. “Yes, sir,” I said automatically. Clearly, I was well trained by now.

Sebastian gifted me a hint of a smirk. “That’s what I love to hear,” he said. “There's one last thing. Then we can go back downstairs.”

Again, Sebastian ventured to a part of the room to retrieve something—only this time, it was small cardboard box hidden underneath the bed frame, still in a translucent plastic bag. He took off the lid and tossed it aside, unpacking a pink oval-shaped object—a vibrator. A remote controlled one, judging by the packaging.

Because of course it was.

“You’ll wear this as well,” Sebastian said, lowering himself to his knees instead of directing me to hike up my skirt like before. “Like I said, you should've let me finish.”

“Is your idea for the evening to torment and humiliate me, sir?” I asked, beginning to shiver as I felt his warmth caress my bare thighs. A breathy moan suddenly escaped my lips—he hadn't even turned the device on yet, and yet I felt all tense having it inside me. Having the butt plug in me was an unusual sensation, but it was certainly manageable, to the point I was close to forgetting it was in, especially as the black dress Sebastian chose for me was rather modest considering what he could've picked out for me. But now with this as well…

“My idea is to do whatever I want with you,” Sebastian said as he rose to his feet. “I spend most of my days tied up in the daily management of my businesses, do you know that? I scarcely have a moment of free time to myself. All of my waking hours are strictly scheduled and planned ahead of time by my secretary. So you can understand that right now, my one and only desire is to enjoy myself. And enjoy you. That's why you're here.”

“You get off on it,” I said, still feeling bratty and combative. “You love it, having this much power over me.”

“I do.”

My mouth hung open. I had to admit I was impressed by his raw honesty. “You mean to toy with me. That's your plan for the night. Frustrate me with the vibrator as I mingle with the guests until I'm so distracted I mess up—so you have to spank me.”

Sebastian grinned impishly at me. I had a good sense of exactly what he was planning, and we both knew it. That didn't mean it spoiled the fun for him, though.

“Among other things,” he said, coming up to me one last time, gently brushing my cheek with the back of his hand. “All the guests invited have already been informed something will happen in the ballroom. They just don’t know what. All they know is that they'll be given a show.”

“All eyes will be on me. On us,” I said, my heart beating faster by the second. Sebastian could tell easily how affected I was, how much the anticipation made my veins begin to course with adrenaline. My pussy tingled. Already I had the itch to touch myself.

“Are you ready?” Sebastian asked, taking my hand.

I nodded. I wasn't going to back out now. Not when I was collared. “Yes, sir.”


Chapter Three

I felt the vibrator for the first time an hour later, once the evening was in full force and I was lost in a sea of bodies. Sure enough, Sebastian invited virtually everyone he knew, rich older couples in expensive formal wear and designer masks. Business matters, games of golf, and so on quickly became the focus of conversation. Even without the toys in me, I felt out of my element and embarrassed introducing myself as his wife. How was I supposed to present myself as a woman coming from this kind of background without feeling like a fraud?

Sebastian, to his credit, guided me whenever I felt lost in a conversation, speaking for me when all I could do was hang my mouth open. Whether or not any of the guests actually believed I was Sebastian Greene’s doting wife was unknown to me, but I assumed that many were none the wiser. As per our agreement, I presented myself well and smiled through my mask like a good doll, nursing a glass of soda to keep my nerves from being too fried. I was overwhelmed, but not terribly so: if there was one thing I could say about my time with Sebastian, it was that I now had quite a lot of experience in being overwhelmed.

It was an admittedly pleasant feeling, like being edged with a Hitachi vibrator by a passionate lover for hours and hours. Nobody would say that edging wasn’t an overwhelming and frustrating experience—but that didn't mean it didn't feel good.

And with Sebastian, it was like I was constantly being edged. And that was before he put a vibrator in me.

“It’s a good thing you’re paying me well, sir,” I said to Sebastian part way through the evening as I held him by the crook of his elbow. I had the mind to be bratty to him, especially as it was the only way to make him blush in front of his guests. “Because if this were any other party, I would already be on my way home to binge a seven season television show with a bag of chips.”

“Is that so?” Sebastian couldn’t help but laugh. “You should be more patient. Were you expecting me to use you the moment everyone walked through the door?”

“I wouldn’t have put it past you.”

“You’ve said as much already, Christina.”

“And?” I smiled defiantly at him. “Give me a reason to say something else.”

It was a challenge that Sebastian refused to shy away from. A moment later, after I had parted from him to fill my empty stomach with food with the help of one of the passing waiters, I caught him taking out his phone. My heart skipped a beat.

I could tell exactly what he was doing.

My assumption was proven right a moment later when a quiet but still very much audible buzzing sound came from underneath my skirt. That alone made my cheeks flare up in embarrassment, but if that wasn’t enough to attract attention my way from the guests, the sudden whimper escaping my lips certainly would.

God, the bastard. I knew that this was his plan all along… but I didn’t seriously expect him to actually go through with it!

“Is that better?” Sebastian asked, smirking as he held up his smartphone in front of me. Bratty, I reached to swipe it from him, but of course he pulled away before I could get close.

“You’re going to humiliate me doing this,” I said in a half-yell, half-whisper. It was all but impossible to keep our conversation private when we were surrounded by so many people sitting at so many tables.

“No, I'm not trying to humiliate you,” Sebastian said. “But I can humiliate you if you wish.”

I bit my lip. “Try me.”

My owner didn't need to say anything more. He pulled me close and placed my back against his chest, holding me directly in front of a table seating many of his most important business associates—at least, from what I was able to gather. For a small moment I wondered if his idea was just to keep me there like a toy, an obedient doll he could pose for his own pleasure, but instead he went one step further. He scooped my breasts out of my dress and hiked my skirt all the way up to my navel, exposing me right next to all the men, leaving me bare.

I blinked, my face red hot. Sebastian left me no time to let a word pass my lips. Within seconds he was fondling me, flicking my nipples with his fingers and breathing hot air down my neck, grinding his erection against the small of my back through our clothes. He reached one hand down between my thighs and rubbed circles around my clit. He even pushed the vibrator deeper inside me. Because why wouldn’t he?

I moaned sweet nothings into his arms. I couldn't help it. All of a sudden he had gotten so handsy, so greedy… Sebastian had nearly torn my dress trying to get underneath my underwear, desperately trying to touch me like he needed air to breathe. You’re mine, I could imagine him saying against my ear, though all I heard was his rough, hot ragged breathing down my neck. He didn’t need to say something that was so obviously true.

And just like that he stopped. Sebastian pulled my skirt back down to my knees and fixed my dress, as if nothing illicit had happened at all. I drew a heavy breath and felt weak in my knees. I was no longer in any way, shape, or form presentable. A sheen of excited sweat formed all over me in the time he groped me. In my compact I looked like a mess. I couldn't maintain eye contact with the men who had excitedly watched us—watched me.

“How do you feel?” Sebastian asked impishly, holding me by the crook of my arm. The confident smile across his face was smug but well-deserved. He had won and we both knew it.

“Humiliated,” I said, my face hazy with arousal and embarrassment.

“Sounds like you should trust what I’m capable of. Especially here. Here, I can do whatever I want.”

I tucked a stray lock of hair behind my ear and sighed, exhausted. “I should’ve never underestimated you, sir.”

Sebastian cracked a smile. “No, you shouldn’t. Now, say thank you to the guests.”

I blinked. He couldn’t seriously mean…

He had. With a light smack against my rear, Sebastian nudged me forward, all but presenting me in front of the table of men who were the closest to us. Immediately, I froze solid as my brain lost its track of thought. What was I supposed to say? Did Sebastian really expect that I say thank you to a couple of voyeurs, cordial as they might’ve been? What was there to thank for?

“I—thank you, gentlemen,” I said, my voice cracking as I bowed my head. I quickly lost my words after that. I was so stunned that it was like I was floating in mid-air, experiencing an out-of-body moment. To their credit the men just laughed politely and said that they were welcome. They quite enjoyed the show.

“You really are a bastard,” I said to Sebastian a moment later, once we were far, far away from the men in question. One perk of being in a massive party was that it was trivial to lose yourself in the crowd. It didn’t take much maneuvering to create distance.

“I'll take that as a compliment,” Sebastian said. “You can be as defiant and unruly as you wish, Christina, but I know you enjoyed it. You have an exhibitionist streak. Why not accept that and embrace it?”

I bit my lip. “That may be true…” I said. I certainly wouldn't have signed our contract if I hadn't, of course. “But you definitely know how to prevent any old stuffy party from becoming a bore.”

“The moment this villa, or I, for that matter, become a ‘bore’ to you, Christina, I give you the right to rip up our contract and walk out on me without a second of hesitation. If this is ever boring, then I'm simply not doing my job right.”

I grinned weakly. “That’s the most humble thing you’ve said since we’ve met, sir.”

Sebastian smiled back. “I'm full of surprises.”

The party continued on. For a small time I was able to mingle with the other guests as if nothing had happened. Surely that was all that Mr. Sebastian Greene thought to do with me, the rough fondling, that the vibrator he had hidden underneath my skirt was just a way to fluster me before the night began, and that was all. Of course that was just hopeful thinking. I don't know why I expected anything else at all. I was being paid to attend this event, after all, and Sebastian wasn't the kind of man to not get his money’s worth.

The vibrator started buzzing intensely, and in an instant my knees buckled, a shiver for a split second paralyzing my whole body. I tried not to make a sound as I searched for Sebastian in the crowd—surely he had to be around someplace, because I knew he was just as much of a voyeur as his guests—but even as I spun around I couldn't find him. I bit my lip and tentatively rubbed my thighs together.

Fuck, I thought. Fuck, that feels so good…

I spotted him finally when the vibrator suddenly shut off, leaving me more frustrated than relieved. Was his goal to tease me endlessly tonight? It had to be. The smile on his face when I found him was just as pleased as ever.

What are you doing? I said soundlessly across the sea of bodies. The commotion was far too loud for my voice to carry very far. He could read my lips well enough.

His smile didn't budge. Instead Sebastian held up his smartphone and showed me the screen. I was too far to make out anything on it, but I didn’t need to guess what app he had up.

The app that had full reign over the remote controlled vibrator inside me.

I swore I wanted to show him the finger just then, but he was quick to counteract any attempt at brattiness I might've had in mind. Again my knees buckled, and I gritted my teeth to stop myself from making a sound. It didn't work. He must've had the vibrator at its highest setting, because the buzzing was so intense that sweat began to drip down my temple, made me wetter and wetter until I was in a daze.

I tried to remain presentable, tried to remain prim and proper—as if that were still possible after being exposed to numerous men—but even standing upright with correct posture came to be an impossible task. A waiter maneuvered past me and I blushed as we locked eyes. Fuck, I was such a mess.

And then, finally, I gasped.

I thought that I could control myself for longer, but I couldn't. The more and more Sebastian played with the app on his phone, changing the intensity of the vibrator seemingly at random, the more sweat beaded my face and my thighs stuck together. I began to pant and whimper sweet nothings under my breath as I awkwardly tried to hold conversations with his guests. Trying to speak coherently with the constant pleasure washing over me was impossible. Before long I was absent-mindedly rubbing my skirt, just to keep my hands busy, just to be able to touch myself without touching myself.

I was so close. Fuck, he had it on such a high setting now that I was close to orgasming without him hardly lifting a finger. With every passing second my heart slammed harder and harder against my chest. I couldn't contain myself. Not anymore.

I risked sneaking a hand underneath my skirt when I checked to see if Sebastian wasn’t looking. I had seated myself at one of the round tables, if only because I couldn’t remain standing without arousing attention. I figured it was inconspicuous enough if I acted quickly. If I just touched myself a little bit, I'd get it out of my system so I could focus… He wouldn’t really punish me just for a brief pet… would he?

I looked around me, holding my breath as I made sure nobody was paying attention to me. I scooted my chair closer to the table, hiding my lap underneath it. Anticipation paralyzed me and left me sweating. I felt that all the eyes in the room were on me, even as the evening was in full force and hundreds of conversations were happening at once.

Slowly, yet impatiently, I snuck a hand underneath my skirt, right as the vibrator teased my pussy at its absolute highest setting. I should’ve known then to pull away, should’ve guessed Sebastian would be eyeing me whenever he changed the setting on the app, but by that point I was so lightheaded from arousal that I no longer had control over what my hands were doing.

I just had to touch myself.

I let out a quiet whimper as I held my head down and touched myself, pleasure twitching my thighs, my perception of the world around me shrinking to just the sight of my lap and my quivering thighs. My clit was so sensitive and testy that the moment my fingertips made contact with it, I shivered all over. If the vibrator had kept going I would've came within seconds, but then suddenly it stopped.

I blinked, confused. Because for the past fifteen minutes Sebastian had never turned it off completely at all. I wiped the sweat off my face and lifted my head to find him in the crowd. There he was, of course, just a few steps away from me, a satisfied smile across his face that told me all I needed to know. I had lost. He had won.

“Sir, I—“ I said, stumbling over my words, so pent up and frustrated that my voice came out cracking like falling glass hitting the floor. I couldn’t think of an excuse even if I tried—my head was empty. Not that Sebastian would’ve accepted any of them, of course.

Oh, no. He had me exactly where he wanted me.

“What were the rules I gave you?” he said. He lifted me onto my feet, leaning me against the edge of the table as he naturally attracted attention to himself. The moment he appeared next to me, it seemed to shift curious glances our way. He was the host, after all. “What did I tell you?”

My face was burning with embarrassment. I could handle Sebastian well enough alone in private, but here with an entire audience about to spectate us… “I—I wasn’t trying to do anything, sir. I was just—“

My voice died as Sebastian gripped my chin, craning my neck up and making me look straight at him, into his stern, demanding eyes. There was a hint of playfulness in his smile—he knew exactly what he was doing, and, more importantly, what he was about to do.

“Stand up. Place your hands on the table,” he said. His eyes, for a split second, wandered to the metal collar fastened around my neck—as if I could’ve possibly forgotten it.

I did what I was told, my breathing hot and heavy as I placed my hands down and parted my legs wide, arching my back. It was one thing for him to grab onto me and strip me bare, but to now do it myself, to pose myself in this way… My pussy ached something fierce and it was frustrating that I couldn’t place a hand between my legs now.

Sebastian lifted my skirt up, hiked it until the hem rested on the small of my back, revealing my still bruised ass cheeks, though the coloring had faded in the time since my interview. I looked down and stared blankly at the surface of the glass table. God, it was embarrassing to look anywhere but the floor.

Spank!

My mouth shot wide open, all the air ejected from my lungs as the clap of my ass cheeks sounded throughout the entire room, as loud as if one of the waiters had dropped and shattered a glass bottle on the floor. Heads turned. Cutlery clattered onto tablecloth. In the span of a small second, all the attention in the room was focused on us.

Focused on me.

Before I could take in all the attention, Sebastian spanked me again, harder, somehow with even more strength than when he punished me in his office during our interview. Pain radiated up my waist and shot into my core, leaving me shaking and out of breath, barely able to do anything more than stay perfectly still like Sebastian had commanded. With every spank, the dull, sweet pain left me whimpering and wobbly in the knees, let sweat drip down my body and make me a mess of my makeup. Tears began to stream down my face. And my pussy—fuck, it felt like it was on fire.

Of course the bastard turned on the vibrator again when he rested his hand a moment later. “I told you not to touch yourself, Christina,” Sebastian said, flexing his fingers. “I told you what I planned to do if you disobeyed.”

“I—I know, sir,” I said, so dizzy I could hardly speak coherently. A part of me wanted to rub myself so badly, even with both of my hands placed on the table, that I was perfectly fine with the possibility of slipping onto the floor. As long as I had a chance to cum. As long as I could just fucking cum.

“Do you? I don't think you do,” Sebastian said, laughing, gently massaging my ass cheeks just to see how my body shivered when his hands are on me.

“It’s hard to be obedient when you keep messing with that thing,” I said through my teeth.

“Oh, this?” He reached between my thighs. “I haven't even tried putting it on its highest setting yet. Maybe I should, considering you want to touch yourself so badly?”

I bit my lip. “I—I just want to cum, sir.”

“Oh?”

“Yes…” I didn’t know what else to say. Did he expect me to start begging? To plead for permission to get to cum, after everything I’d been through since I first arrived at his villa?

Was that really a question after everything I came to expect from Sebastian at this point?

“Yes,” I said again, louder this time, looking him in the eyes as he readied his hand for another round of spanking. “Yes, I—I want to cum. Please?”

“No.”

Spank! Spank! SPANK!

My mouth hung open. The table shoved an inch forward with every swing. One, two, three, four, five… I quickly lost track of how many times he struck my ass, and I doubted that Sebastian tried to remember the number, either. I lowered my head and rested it on the surface of the table, so overwhelmed that I couldn’t hold myself up anymore, not unless I wanted him to catch me before I slipped. My legs felt as if they had turned into pool noodles. My ass burned so intensely that, combined with the vibrator incessantly buzzing between my thighs, I was so close to orgasm. So, so close.

Sebastian stopped spanking me again, granting me another moment to rest. He reached around my waist and greedily groped my tits through my dress. Even when he had to gift me respite, he couldn’t quite keep his hands off of me. “Keep begging. I love to tell you no. Have I ever told you that?”

I laughed. “I'm sure you have at one point. I wouldn't put it past you.”

“I'm not hearing any begging. I'm going to keep spanking you until you do.”

“I thought you were spanking me because I wanted to cum. Now you want me to?” I asked, noticing the big hole in his logic. Not that any consistent reason was ever something Sebastian wanted or needed, of course. I didn't need to be reminded that the contract stipulated that he could spank me for no reason at all.

“Yes,” he said simply, lifting up his hand. “I do.”

My heart skipped a beat. Rushing through my words, I said whatever I could, begging shamelessly for permission to cum as Sebastian spanked me harder and the vibrator buzzed louder and stronger. He used one arm wrapped around my core to keep myself upright, holding me up even as I squirmed in place. At a certain point my words were so unintelligible that they came out as whimpers, sweet moans that echoed in the ballroom. The commotion had resumed after the first couple of spankings, but still I could feel everyone watching me, watching Sebastian punish his bad girl.

“Just let me cum. Just let me cum, justletmecum…” I said, my heart beat drumming in my ears, my cunt and my ass aching so badly that adrenaline had filled my veins. Sebastian had shut off the vibrator again, but it might as well have remained on with how much euphoria clouded my senses. Past boyfriends had edged me before, restrained me to a bed with my legs spread and a vibrator strapped to my thigh, but that was only for an hour or two. Never like this. And never for this long.

I swore I wanted to drag my nails across Sebastian's chest when he finally stopped and rested his hand. “Yes,” he said.

I blinked. My brain was so empty that I didn't even know, at first, what he was saying yes to. What was even the last thing I said? I had no clue.

“Cum.”

I froze. After how long the party had gone on, I had stopped thinking he’d ever let me orgasm. The vibrator was turned off, and my hands were restrained behind my back by him, but even without anything stimulating me anymore, my orgasm came quickly, frustratingly. My thighs quaked with waves of pleasure as I gasped for breath, my pussy pulsing, throbbing—until I closed my eyes and let the moment pass.

It was the best orgasm of my life. And Sebastian didn’t even let me touch myself. Cruel, so, so cruel. And very much expected.

“Good girl,” Sebastian said. “You really are obedient, aren't you?”

I nodded lazily. I should’ve been testy with him, but instead I smiled and turned to look into his eyes. “Only for you, sir,” I said. “Only for you.”

I tried to stand from the table, only for my heels to slip on the floor. Sebastian grabbed onto me and helped me onto my feet, taking out a handkerchief from his back pocket to wipe the sweat off my face. “Let’s get you cleaned up,” he said sweetly. “My wife has had a long day.”

I couldn’t resist rolling my eyes at him. I had almost forgotten that that was supposed to be our cover story. All around us, the party had gone on more or less without us. If Sebastian's guests truly did think I was his wife, then it really must've been typical of him if this scene only attracted a few curious glances. “Right. Your ‘wife,’” I said with a quiet giggle. “It’s good you reminded me. We wouldn't have wanted that cover story to be compromised, right?”

Sebastian smiled as he adjusted my domino mask. “A cover story that has its uses. It’s good this has stayed on. I’m sure you enjoy your privacy just as much as I do. How do you feel?”

I looked at him. How did I feel? That was a question I could go on about for ages. “Good,” I said simply. “I feel good.”

“Just ‘good’? Not amazing? Wonderful? Like your life has completely changed for the better?”

I had half a mind to slap him. It was only fair after the dozens, if not hundreds, of spanks he had graced my ass with over the course of the evening. “Don’t push it, sir,” I said. “But, yes… It was very nice.”

Sebastian grinned. He gently brushed my cheek—the one above my neckline, not below it—holding my gaze for a small moment as his other arm wrapped tighter around my core. As possessive as always, even when he’s trying to be sweet. “That’s all I can ask for,” he said. “How about we have a quiet rest of the evening? There’s still food to enjoy, music… all sorts of things. I imagine you deserve it, after everything I’ve put you through.”

“That sounds like quite the understatement,” I said with an eye roll. “But… I do like the sound of that, sir.”

I wondered what it said about me, about us, that I kept referring to him as ‘sir’ even when I had no need to. He really had trained me well since we met. I was his, and we both knew it.

Sebastian glanced around the room. “Want to dance?” he asked, offering me his hand. The air in the ballroom slowly shifted. Jazz music began to play as the lights dimmed.

I smiled weakly at him. I was far too exhausted to be any good at dancing—I wasn’t even much of a dancer to begin with—but I took his hand anyway, allowing him to lead me onto the dance floor.

This evening, I knew, was one I was going to remember and reminisce about for a long, long time.

…

Later that night, well after the dancing and the partying and more delicious food than I could possibly eat in one evening, I awoke and rubbed my heavy eyelids, my hair matted and my skin sweaty all over, both in desperate need of a hot shower. Lazily, I dragged myself out of bed and stepped into the bathroom. Even though I had never laid my eyes on it, it was just as luxurious as the rest of the villa—and just as inviting.

I couldn’t deny that Mr. Sebastian Greene’s bedroom was like a dream. If only I could stay in it forever…

I turned on the shower head and rolled my shoulders, my body sore and exhausted all over, like I had just run a marathon and only now had a moment to slow down. I disrobed and tossed my nightgown onto the floor. I couldn’t help but notice myself in the mirror.

Fuck, he spanked me hard, didn't he? I thought as I turned and faced away from the mirror, twisting my neck so I could see for myself exactly what Sebastian’s punishment had done to me. Tentatively, slowly, I placed my palm against my cheeks and winced, gritting my teeth. My ass, even hours later, was bright red and splotched all over with purple bruises. Even the smallest amount of pressure made pain radiate up and down my body.

It was a good, pleasant feeling. A reward for doing so well for Sebastian.

The man himself followed me into the shower a moment later after I got in. His arms gently wrapped around me, holding me close as I rested the back of my head against his collarbone. Even after several days of knowing the man, I could hardly say anything definite about him. In many ways, he was filled with contradictions. He was demanding, but also patient. Cruel, but sweet. Strict, but lighthearted. How was I to know what to expect from him when he seemed to always want me on my toes?

He entered me without a word shared between us, and a quiet whimper left my lips as I spread my legs and pushed myself against him. Already I could feel his warm length throb impatiently inside me. He must've not been completely satisfied when he fucked me at the party.

What better time than to rectify that now, I thought.

“You did good,” Sebastian said between breaths as hot, steamy water dripped down our naked bodies. “You were everything I hoped for and more. I wouldn't have changed a thing.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said softly. I reached around to squeeze his hand. A smile crept up my lips. “I suppose that must make my trial period a success. As your employee, I mean. Should I expect to be yours from now on?”

Sebastian let out a chuckle. “I’d greatly prefer not to have to go through another hiring period, so yes. If you still want the job after this, of course.”

I turned my neck and kissed him. His lips tasted sweet against mine.”

“Is that a question?” I asked as he pushed himself further into me. “Yes. Oh God, yes…”

THE END
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