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Reader Advisory: This story is for mature
audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, a sexy
alpha male boss and his young secretary, spanking, discipline,
rough sex, dominance and submissiveness. All characters are 18 or
older.




Laurie's new boss is
painfully handsome, and try as she might, she just can't keep her
mind focused on her work when he's around. Worst of all, he's
starting to notice the effect he has, and toying with his blushing
assistant is quickly becoming his favorite game.



He loves how embarrassed she gets when he jokes that she needs a
spanking, but she never thought he'd really go through with
it. 


He's going to show her how wrong she
is, and how good being wrong can feel ...









Preview

 


My blush renewed tenfold and my eyes darted up to
his own deep, probing eyes. There was something in them ... hunger
or desire for something. "Do I need - a spanking?" I repeated.

He put a hand to my chin and raised my face to look
at him. My eyes rose shyly and gazed into his handsome face. I had
never been so close to him. Every breath was that familiar,
intoxicating scent. I was trembling a little against his touch. I
had lost track of where his stern sense of discipline ended and
where his simple desire to have his hands on my body began. Both
were clear and unhidden on that face that had so often dominated my
thoughts.

"I - I guess so," I breathed quietly.

"You guess so, sir."

"Yes, sir."

He pointed behind himself towards the desk. "Well, I
wouldn't want to think I've been going easy on you."

"No, sir," I agreed almost inaudibly.

He stepped aside and I moved to the desk on
trembling legs, unsure if I was embarrassed or afraid or helplessly
turned on. The answer was undeniably all three at once. I could
feel the heat in my body. A little dribble of wetness escaped my
hot folds and seeped into the fabric of my panties.

I put my hands out to feel the smooth, cold surface
of the desk and shuffled my feet back a little to bend over. But it
seemed he was serious, and had no interest in my faltering
half-measures. He put a strong hand on my hip and pushed me back
and out until I was bent far over at the waist, my ass thrust out
and my head between my arms. My breath felt high and tight in my
chest as I stared down at the floor.
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Spanking the Secretary

 


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

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

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

"Yes, Mr. Lawson?" I asked.

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

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

"Good morning, sir."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I won't let it happen again."

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

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

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

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

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I am not!" I protested.

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

I turned bright pink.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 


As things turned out, I got the answer to my
question in the worst possible way.

Mr. Lawson had asked me to print out some reference
materials for a meeting he had scheduled the following afternoon.
They were long lists of numbers and projections and earnings
reports that I couldn't make head or tail of, so I printed it all
out off the company's servers and threw it together into a folder
without really going through and personally looking it over. A few
minutes before I called the limo up from the garage, I brought the
pages into his office so he could review them once before
leaving.

He took the folder from me and I paused by the
doorway to make sure there wasn't anything else he needed. At first
it seemed like the numbers weren't what he had been expected,
because his mouth opened a little in surprise, and he glanced down
the page with a suddenly interested look on his face.

"Laurie," he said.

"Yes, sir?" I asked, a little curious about what was
so unexpected about the numbers.

"You gave me a bit more information than I had asked
for."

I cocked my head in confusion. "Didn't you want the
full report?"

He gestured me over and held out the folder.

When my eyes had begun to process what he was
pointing at, I froze. Somehow I had managed to print out my entire
computer screen, instead of just the pdf document I had open. At
the top of the page, the titles of the browser windows open on my
computer screen were plainly visible, and a hot rush of
mortification and adrenaline flooded through my body.

My face burned a bright crimson and as I read each
little page title the color deepened a little further. My mouth
opened in horror as my eyes traced across the top of the page:
"Turned on by spanking," "Spanking stories," "Boss spanking,"
"Horny spanking."

"That's -" I started to say, but no words would
come.

Slowly, reluctantly, my eyes rose to look him in the
face.

"I'm guessing that was an accident," he said
mildly.

"Mr. Lawson," I started, "I don't -"

He cut me off with a gesture. "This is something to
be dealt with." He pointed to the door. "Go reschedule my meeting
and come back."

I nodded, turned, and left the office. Everything
seemed to have slowed down, like it was all a dream. The walk to my
desk was a numb walk of disbelief and shame. I didn't know what was
going to happen next.

I managed to keep my voice level as I talked with
the receptionist on the other end of the line. Her chipper,
carefree responses felt like they were from a different reality. I
wondered numbly if she could tell by my voice what had just
happened.

We rescheduled the meeting for the following Tuesday
and I returned to the door of the office. It took a couple deep
breaths before I worked up the courage to open it, but I knew Mr.
Lawson was waiting.

"Close the door behind you," he said. He had stood
and come around to the front of his desk, where he leaned back
against it as he idly thumbed through the printed report.

I closed the door and took a small, faltering step
forward.

"I suppose we have to have a conversation of
appropriate use of company property," he said, his eyes alight. I
couldn't read his mood. Was he angry? Was he intrigued? Did he find
it funny?

"I know I shouldn't have been reading about those
things," I said softly. "I guess I just got it into my head."

He nodded. "I see. You know you shouldn't have been
doing it. You knew it was unacceptable. And you did it anyways.
That's supposed to make me feel better? That makes it alright?"

Miserably, I shook my head. I couldn't bear to keep
looking at him. I studied the carpet, waiting for the inevitable to
happen.

His shoes entered my field of view. He took several
steps towards me, until we were separated by only a few inches.

"So," he said. "Tell me."

"Tell you, sir?" I asked.

"Since you've been reading up on it so much, what do
you think? You've been a very bad girl. Do you need a
spanking?"

My blush renewed tenfold and my eyes darted up to
his own deep, probing eyes. There was something in them ... hunger
or desire for something. "Do I need - a spanking?" I repeated.

He put a hand to my chin and raised my face to look
at him. My eyes rose shyly and gazed into his handsome face. I had
never been so close to him. Every breath was that familiar,
intoxicating scent. I was trembling a little against his touch. I
had lost track of where his stern sense of discipline ended and
where his simple desire to have his hands on my body began. Both
were clear and unhidden on that face that had so often dominated my
thoughts.

"I - I guess so," I breathed quietly.

"You guess so, sir."

"Yes, sir."

He pointed behind himself towards the desk. "Well, I
wouldn't want to think I've been going easy on you."

"No, sir," I agreed almost inaudibly.

He stepped aside and I moved to the desk on
trembling legs, unsure if I was embarrassed or afraid or helplessly
turned on. The answer was undeniably all three at once. I could
feel the heat in my body. A little dribble of wetness escaped my
hot folds and seeped into the fabric of my panties.

I put my hands out to feel the smooth, cold surface
of the desk and shuffled my feet back a little to bend over. But it
seemed he was serious, and had no interest in my faltering
half-measures. He put a strong hand on my hip and pushed me back
and out until I was bent far over at the waist, my ass thrust out
and my head between my arms. My breath felt high and tight in my
chest as I stared down at the floor.

I stiffened as I felt his hand come to rest on the
small of my back, idly stroking the fabric of my dress and
occasionally moving down over the curve of my ass with casual
possessiveness. "Naughty, naughty secretary," he was murmuring to
himself. "You never really can tell. I thought you were a nice
girl, and then I find out how dirty the thoughts in your head
really are ..."

He punctuated his words with a little squeeze that
made me jump, and I caught a little laugh in his voice at my
skittishness. "Shy thing, though," he observed. "I almost couldn't
tell at all."

Without warning he gripped me by the waistband of my
skirt in one strong hand and brought the other down to land against
my stretched ass with a firmness that took my breath away. "Oh," I
moaned in surprise, swaying towards the desk before I could regain
my balance.

"Yeah, I think that's exactly what you need," he
said, the relish audible in his voice. "Count for me."

"One, sir," I reported obediently. The stinging pain
was still building long seconds after the spank, and I had to blink
water from my eyes.

His hand came down again and again I wasn't ready
for it. I sagged forward, such that he was more or less holding me
up by the waist of my skirt.

"Two, sir," I gasped.

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes, sir."

"And you know I wouldn't be doing this if you didn't
bring it upon yourself."

"I know, sir."

"I want you to be a good girl for me."

I sucked in a breath as his hand came down again.
"Three, sir. Yes, sir."

"That's what you want, too, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir. I do." I gritted my teeth to keep from
calling out. "Four, sir."

"I wouldn't be much of a boss if I didn't put you in
your place when you needed it, would I?"

He spanked me again.

"No, sir," I moaned. "Five, sir."

His fingers curled around the waist of my skirt,
inadvertently catching the fabric of my panties as well and
brushing against my trembling skin. He continued to talk sternly to
me as he administered the punishment that left me both sore and
helplessly turned on.

After twenty, he released his grip and told me to
stand up. I rose, my eyes downcast, savoring the conflicting
sensations of my body and not ready to face him or know what to
make of all that was happening.

"I hope I see an improvement from all of this," he
told me. "Don't think I won't bring you in here and do this all
again if I have to."

"Yes, sir."

"Now thank me and go print me out a usable copy of
the report."

I flushed. "Thank you, sir." And I hurried from the
room, desperate to be alone where I could try to come to terms with
the way he affected me.

I printed out the report - much more carefully this
time - and retreated to the bathroom, where I stood at the sink and
engulfed my face in cold water until my heart rate started to
return to a moderate pace.

That night it took only a few desperate strokes to
bring me to the most powerful orgasm of my life. It felt as though
I had been holding it back my entire life, and every sensation and
urge poured through my paralyzed body until I was gasping and weak
... but not so weak that I couldn't bring myself there again three
more times.

The experience definitely changed the way I worked.
As difficult as it had always been to concentrate around a man as
handsome and intimidating as Mr. Lawson, fear of a repeat treatment
managed to keep those distracting thoughts contained.

He noticed the change in me, too, and remarked on it
appreciatively. And when I inevitably managed to mix up some little
detail or forget to tell him about a changed schedule, I was back
against the desk, trying to hold myself steady and count for him as
he spanked me. As he said, the change in my behavior had been much
too remarkable for him to ignore what obviously worked.

 

One or two nights a week I went home sore,
red-faced, and horny for the man who bent me over and treated me
like the bad girl I was. The humiliation and intimate contact drove
me crazy, but as much as my body responded, I didn't know if I
dared want it to go further. We both enjoyed it in our own unspoken
ways, but he seemed to sense that going farther would cross a line
from inappropriate to forbidden, and when I sometimes caught a look
in his eyes that suggested he wanted more, the expression flickered
away as he managed to bring himself under control. And of course,
nothing drove me as crazy as the thought that every time he bent me
over, there was a part of him that wanted to push me up against the
desk for a very different reason.

About a month into our new arrangement, the initial
terror of punishment had started to ebb. My heart still raced at
the thought of being ushered into his office and told to present
myself. But now it was as much a staple of my fantasies as it was
of my anxieties, and the effects were starting to show. I was
getting sloppy again. I let things slip that I probably could have
remembered if I really, really tried.

So when I found myself back in his office for the
third time in one week, it was obvious he was a bit frustrated.

"You need to be better," he admonished, his hand
coming down even harder than the last.

I gasped and curled my fingers against the desk
until the worst had passed. "Ten, sir," I moaned.

"Ten already?" he asked. "I don't feel like we get
anywhere anymore. I've toughened you up too much. Something needs
to change." He stood back, running a hand over the curve of my ass
and the back of my thigh. "Alright, my little misbehaver. Panties
off."

"What?"

"You heard me."

Obediently, I pulled my skirt up my thighs high
enough to hook my fingers into the thin cotton of my panties and
guide them down my thighs. I dropped them at my knees and they fell
to encircle my ankles, skimpy and damp.

"Now lift your skirt up."

I did as I was told, my hands trembling a little in
embarrassment at being made to reveal myself to my boss like this.
The thought of disobeying never crossed my mind, but chagrin and
humiliation made it feel like my hands were moving through
molasses.

I felt the cool air of the room flowing over my
heated groin and the exposed wetness of my folds. I panted slightly
and screwed my eyes shut.

I felt his fingers feeling my ass in preparation of
a far more intimate punishment than any he'd given me before. I
buried my face in the arm I still had stretched out towards the
desk and waited.

When the his hand came down, the smack was sharp and
the pain immediate. I gasped and clenched my teeth against it,
trying not to stumble forward.

"Eleven, sir," I managed to say.

"I think we weren't really getting anywhere with the
first ten," he mused. "Better to start over.

I let out a small little moan. "Yes, sir. That's
one, then, sir."

By the time we were back at ten, my ass was burning
with protest. It was both numb and extraordinarily sensitive at the
same time.

"How does that feel?" he asked.

"It hurts, sir," I moaned.

I felt his fingers kneading into my bruised flesh,
and breath caught in my mouth as his hand ventured in, along the
insides of my thighs, and across my groin. I felt a finger nestle
between my hot, slick lips, and another involuntary moan escaped
from my mouth.

"My, my," he breathed behind me. "Do you always get
so wet during our little sessions?"

My hidden face burned in the humiliation he was very
deliberately inflicting on me. "I suppose so, sir," I answered.

He took in a long breath. "You make it very hard for
a man to concentrate on his work when you're around, you know
that?" He drew the finger bag, tugging lightly across my clit and I
let out another faint moan. "All I wanted was a well-behaved
secretary, and this is what you do to me."

He pushed his other hand up under the back of my
blouse, running it over my skin. I stayed still, unsure of what he
wanted. His finger was toying around the entrance of my pussy. It
was impossible to think about anything else. God, did he know how
torturous this was?

"Why don't we put things out in the open for once,"
he breathed. "You want me to fuck you. You've wanted it for a very
long time."

"Yes!" I gasped. "God, sir, I want you so badly.
Fuck me, sir."

"Fuck you please."

"Please, fuck me, sir," I repeated, almost laughing
in exasperation at the way he was toying with me.

The hand on my back pushed down and forward, and I
sprawled forward onto the desk. I heard the sound of his zipper and
felt a hot, throbbing shape pressing against my sore ass cheek as
he moved to push up behind me. He guided himself between my legs
and rubbed the length of his thick cock between my thighs.

I pushed my hips back against him, grinding in
impotent need. I had never wanted anything inside me so badly. And
when I got it, when he positioned his broad head against my opening
and pushed in, the feeling was indescribable.

"Fuck yes!" I gasped, clenching my hands against the
desk as my whole body trembled and softened against the feeling of
hot fullness.

He groaned in satisfaction behind me. "Fuck you're
tight," he breathed. "You have an incredible little pussy."

I ground back against him, urging him deeper into me
until I felt the base of his groin against me. He was huge. I
couldn't believe he fit, or that he could feel so impossibly good.
I'd never been this wet in my life, and it was a good thing.

He started to thrust. He started slow and powerful,
hitting the perfect spot every time. I coiled around him. My body
squeezed gratefully at his penetrating cock. His hand on my
shoulder held me in place as he pushed into me again and again,
faster and harder as his desire took over.

He reached a hard, aggressive rhythm and I came
powerfully, helplessly overwhelmed by the driving ecstasy of his
penetration. It filled me with buzzing pleasure. It tingled in
every limb. My ears felt hot, and my toes curled so tight it felt
like I'd never be able to walk again.

He grunted in pleasure as he felt me tightening
around him. "You feel incredible when you come," he breathed. "I've
wanted to make you come so fucking bad."

After a moment he pulled himself out and took a step
back. I lay panting, still coming to grips with what had just
happened, when his hand came and flipped me over onto my back. With
fast, urgent fingers he pulled my blouse open and unclasped my bra.
My tits breathed out, naked and sensitive. He pressed his palms
into them as he moved forward between my legs and pushed his cock
into me once again.

From the new angle I felt him even deeper than
before. The touch of his hands on my breasts and nipples was
driving me crazy. I writhed a bit against him as he held me down by
the tits and fucked me.

"Je - sus - fu - cking - Christ!" I whimpered. I
felt like I was going to explode.

I could feel him getting close. I felt his body
tighten as he drove into me even harder and deeper. With a few
final thrusts he burst inside me. His spasming cock pumped hot seed
deep into my pussy, and my body responded with yet another orgasm.
My body clenched around him, ushering the liquid deeper into me,
milking every last drop from his tremendous cock.

I lay back gasping for a very long time. "Wow," was
all I could manage to say. My voice was very weak and inadequate. I
had an idiotic grin plastered to my face as I stared up at the
ceiling. I had never known it was possible to feel like this. I
still wasn't entirely convinced. It was all so surreal. It was like
I was on drugs.

I finally managed to lift myself up onto my elbows,
and was rewarded by the face of Rex Lawson. His lips met mine in a
long, perfect kiss. His lips were both firm and soft, and when he
pulled back an inch I already missed them.

"Well," he said, a smile on his face too, "I guess
if that's what it takes to motivate you."

"It is," I agreed enthusiastically.

Seeing his smile broaden was just about the best
feeling in the world. I put out a hand, slipped it between the
buttons of his shirt, and ran it over his chest. I felt the beat of
his heart and the heave of his chest as his breath slowed back to
normal.

"You've been waiting a long time for that," he
said.

"That's right," I admitted.

He considered it. "Smart girl," he said. "If I had
known it could feel that good ..." He shook his head. "Well, our
little secret, then."

"Yes, sir." I grinned.

"So, do you have some work to do?"

I made a face. "Ask my boss."

"I hear he's a bit of a hard-ass."

I shrugged a little. "That's not the only hard part
of him I like."

He laughed. "Behave, you," he said. "I can't be
disciplining you like this every single day." He kissed me again
and pressed me down against the desk with an arm to look at me with
an admiring, lustful gaze. "Well, maybe I can."
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"I'm serious, Katy, you should have seen the way
they were looking at each other. It's obvious he must have been
fooling ar -" a loud sound came from back in the house, cutting
Sandra off mid-sentence. She took the phone from her ear and glared
down the hallway. "Hold on," she said back into the phone, and
muffled the receiver against her chest. "Hey, keep it down!" she
yelled through the doorway without getting up.

There was no response, but she could hear the two
kids laughing about something.

She let out an exasperated sigh and looked up at the
high-arching egg-shell ceiling of the entrance hall.

Little words chirped tinnily from the phone and she
picked it back up. "What? Sorry about that. It's just these -" she
raised her voice with the hope of being overheard "- goddamn brats
- I'm supposed to be babysitting."

"What? What are you doing babysitting?" Katy
asked.

"I just needed a little money. It's not as bad as it
sounds. The mother's gone and the husband is away too much to know
what's going on. I seriously don't have to do anything but make
sure the house doesn't burn down."

"Oh yeah? What are you shouting at them for
then?"

Sandra forced a laugh. "Oh, they're just being loud.
I mean, I guess if your dad is CEO of a big company you can't help
but grow up a little spoiled, but seriously. They're ten and twelve
years old. They should be able to keep themselves out of trouble,
right? Is that really too much to expect?"

"Wait, their dad runs a company?"

"Oh yeah, he's like super rich and kind of intense.
But he's also pretty much gorgeous, so working for him could be
worse. Whoever his wife was must be crazy for leaving."

"Yeah? Sounds like you're about ready to take her
place." Katy's voice sounded snarky. Katy always got snarky when
she was jealous. That's one of the main reasons Sandra liked making
her jealous.

"I'm just saying," Sandra said. "Listen, I should
probably go make them go to bed. I was supposed to do it hours ago
and their dad'll be home in a few minutes. I'll catch some real
problems if they're still up when he gets in. I'll call you back in
a few minutes."

"Tuck them in extra tightly for me," Katy said in a
sing-song voice.

Sandra hung up.

"Hey, kids, it's time for bed," she called.

They didn't answer, so she pulled herself up off the
couch and went back looking for them. Sound was coming from the
basement.

"Hey!" Sandra called down the stairs. "I said it's
time for bed! Your dad'll be home any minute."

Lights shone in through the front windows, and she
looked back in chagrin. Headlights in the driveway. Mr. Green was
home early.

"Okay, seriously, get your butts up here," she
yelled in rising panic. She descended the stairs. "I am not getting
in trouble for you guys!"

She found them lying around, watching some
late-night cable show full of half-naked women. Jason and his
little brother Andrew were sprawled in front of the TV. The floor
was littered with pieces of popcorn trampled into the rug.

"Jesus Christ, look at this mess!" Sandra
barked.

They turned around. "Oh hey, Sandra," Jason said.
"Didn't realize you were here."

"Come on, up up up. Do you want your father to see
you awake at 11:30? Let's go!"

But it was too late. As she herded the two boys up
towards the front stairs, Mr. Green was already in the landing,
hanging up his coat and looking surprised at the commotion.

"Andrew, Jason," he said. "What -"

Sandra switched gears fast. "I'm sorry, Mr. Green!"
She moaned in her best distraught pretty girl voice. "They've been
awful all night. I absolutely couldn't get them to do anything."
She managed to tear up just a little.

"Boys!" Mr. Green said in dismay.

"That's not true!" they protested in unison.

"She's just been in here talking on her phone all
night!" Andrew said. "We didn't even see her until she came running
downstairs just now, screaming about how we had to get to bed."

Sandra turned on them. "You two are -"

"I saw her drinking your wine!" Jason blurted. "I
came up to go to the bathroom and she was pouring herself a glass
of it!"

Sandra froze. How had the little sneak seen that?
She tried and failed to speak.

Mr. Green surveyed the three individuals with a
regretful look on his face. "Andrew, Jason, get up to bed."

"But she -"

"Now!"

They knew when to shut up. Much quicker than Sandra
was comfortable with, she was alone with Mr. Green. He surveyed her
with grey, piercing eyes. His handsome face was unreadable.

Without saying a word, he turned and made his way
into the kitchen. He stood in the doorway, waiting for her. She
jumped to follow and slid in past him, just brushing against him at
the doorframe. She caught a breath of his scent, strong and
masculine. He closed the door behind her and made his way around
the table.

She watched him fearfully.

He took down a wine glass from the shelves above the
sink and then retrieved the open bottle of Malbec from the
refrigerator. All this he did, slowly and very deliberately,
without looking at her. Instead, he raised the bottle, noted the
level of the liquid inside, and then poured himself a glass.

He sat at the table, swirled the wine, and took a
drink from it. "It is an excellent vintage," he noted, as though
complimenting her taste.

"Mr. Green," she started to say, "I -"

He held up a hand to stop her, and she fell
silent.

His strong, smooth-shaved face gave nothing away,
and he ran a hand lightly through his medium length auburn hair. It
was obvious this was not how he had wanted to end his long day.

"Tell me," he said at last. "Are my sons telling the
truth?"

She paused, a denial hovering on her lips but she
couldn't quite seem to give it voice. It all seemed so transparent.
She struggled to find something more plausible to say to defend
herself.

"I see," he said. "You have abused my trust."

She swallowed the lump in her throat.

"I'd like to hear you say it."

She looked at him questioningly, even
pleadingly.

"Say 'It's true.'"

She tried to wet the dryness of her mouth. She had
never felt dread quite this intense before. "It's true."

"You've abused my trust."

"I've abused your trust."

He nodded in small satisfaction. "I've noticed the
orderliness of the house has gone down when I leave the boys with
you. I thought maybe you just weren't a very firm hand with them
and couldn't get them to behave. I even felt a bit bad for you. But
I suppose that was a bit misplaced, wasn't it? You just didn't
care."

She tried to swallow again. "I ..." She trailed
off.

He politely waited for her to continue, but she had
nothing to say. Every lie seemed to wilt on her lips before that
steady, stern gaze.

"Well," he said at last, "I suppose the simplest
thing to do would be to end our arrangement right here, wouldn't
it? I hired a babysitter, not a third child to look after."

Sandra felt a hot flush rising in her cheeks. His
words stung worst of all because she knew she deserved them.

"But that's not how I've run my business and it's
not how I like to conduct my affairs." He shook his head. "I see in
you a perfectly capable young woman who simply needs guidance. You
aren't weak. You aren't stupid. You're impulsive, and you need a
strong hand to show you why hard work is worthwhile."

He took another long drink from his glass. He paused
to admire it's luster in the light of the lamp overhead, turning it
slightly in his hand as he savored it.

"So, Sandra, I'd like to help you. But of course,
it's not just up to me. Maybe you're just interested in taking
people's money for a job you have no interest in doing. You can run
away, pretend this didn't happen, admit you're just some silly
girl, and try to find someone else stupid or naive enough to pay
you to let their children run amok." He paused, watching me. "But I
think you need direction, and I think you realize you need
direction. Am I right?"

She stared at him, hanging on his every word so
helplessly that it took her a moment to realize he expected her to
speak. There was something chilling and scary about what he was
telling her, but it was also compelling. She had never experienced
this kind of interest in who she was and what she was capable of
before. Did he want to help her? Did she need his help?

"I -" she started again. "Yes."

He leaned forward. "I'm sorry, I didn't hear what
you said."

"You're right," she said louder. "I'm sorry."

"I'm right? You want to continue to work for me? And
for me to help you do so effectively and appropriately?"

She nodded, a strange combination of miserable and
masochistically excited. There was something so compelling about
the way he was talking to her that - despite everything else - she
couldn't bear the thought of walking out of here and never really
knowing what his guidance would feel like.

He nodded in satisfaction. "Good. Then stand
up."

Again she took a moment to respond, so drawn in by
his quiet, direct voice that she had to remember how to use her
legs. She scrambled to her feet, swaying slightly behind the chair
at the table.

"Come around to the end here and bend over."

Her mouth opened slightly as she realized what he
intended to do. He was going to spank her? Right now, in the
kitchen? With his kids upstairs?

Her face burned in humiliation and resentment. She
wanted to refuse, to tell him no, that she was done here and didn't
care and wanted to leave. But just like all the lies before, those
words too simply couldn't make it past her lips.

She walked over to the end of the table. The noise
of her footsteps seemed suddenly loud as it bounced back off the
hard, bare surfaces of the kitchen.

She put out her hands to the end of the wooden table
and bent over.

He stood up and came around behind her. His hand
positioned her waist, pushing her ass further outwards and her
torso down into a more humiliating posture. His touch was strong
and authoritative against her trembling stomach.

"Lift your skirt up."

Her face burned more hotly as she reached back and
lifted the hem of her skirt up to her waist, exposing her
panties.

She couldn't stifle a gasp of chagrin as she felt
his fingers hook into the waistline of the panties and pull them
down her thighs, leaving her suddenly and mortifyingly uncovered.
She stood there frozen, holding up her own skirt to expose herself
for the man about to spank her.

As she felt the cool air of the room playing across
her bare ass and pussy, she realized with a tremble that she was
wet. Not just a little wet, but very wet.

Mr. Green's hand ran lightly over the full, tight
curve of her ass. His fingertips made her skin tingle as they
passed over her, effortlessly and perhaps unintentionally
communicating how thoroughly he had come to control her, mind and
body.

"This will happen every time you are bad," he said.
"Every time you are lazy or apathetic to the job you were hired to
do. You will be spanked. I will bring you into my kitchen and you
will lift up your skirt for me and then I will punish you just like
I am about to do now. I don't care if my children hear you. They
know what happens to rule breakers in this house. Do you
understand?"

"Yes - yes, sir," she said, her voice halfway
between a whimper and a moan.

"Good. Count for me."
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