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A Glimpse Inside


H
ow—why…?
 Coherent thoughts eluded her. Speech and protests were impossible. But why would she even want to? Nathan’s tongue felt so good and she was so
 wet. Pleasure coursed through her, washing away her resistance.


“S-sir…!” she squealed, toes curling as an orgasm drew near, faster than any she’d ever experienced.



He pulled back at just the last second. “That was fast. I knew you were enjoying it, but I didn’t realize you liked the spanking
 that
 much.”



“I…” Ana groaned, twisting her hips, seeking his tongue. “Don’t—please…”



“Please what?” Instead of his tongue, his fingers traced the lips of her sex and then circled her clit. “Tell me.”



She hardly processed his words. With her orgasm so near, she whimpered, mindless and moaning, wriggling as her clit sought his touch. If only she could reach it and do something about the haze of lust fogging her brain. Then she could answer him and unravel the knot of emotions deep in her belly.



Nathan growled and smacked her ass, his palm reigniting the stripes already covering it. “Answer me!”



“Please!” She squeezed her eyes shut, grimacing and writhing as his fingers kept teasing, rubbing all around her clit without ever quite reaching it. “I-I need…more.” Need pulsed through her, hot and urgent. “
Please
, sir!”



He smacked her ass with one hand, fingers of the other never leaving her now dripping pussy. “More
 what
?”



The pressure inside her rose like a river and she was the dam, crumbling under its force. Whatever restraint still held within her broke.


Read on for the full story!


Office Discipline


Chapter One


H
igh heels clicking on the pavement, Ana Davis ran as fast as she dared. Up the street, past surprised pedestrians, she hustled through the office building’s revolving front door and dashed into an elevator just moments before its doors could slam shut. With a triumphant grin, she pushed the button for floor fifteen, ignoring the wide-eyed elderly man gawking at her. His eyes swept over her messy blonde hair, flushed cheeks, and disheveled attire, a disapproving expression forming on his face. This was far from the professional appearance most coming here would present.


But she didn’t care. Simply making it to the elevator before it could leave her down in the lobby was a win. The first of the whole hellish morning.



Unfortunately, it was also likely to be the last.



It was ten past eight on a Friday, which meant she was late for work.
 Again
.



Perhaps at a different company, this would be a meaningless trifle, not even worth mentioning. To hear her friends tell it, they showed up whenever they wanted and worked in offices dominated by a culture where people came and went as they pleased. But it was different here, as her supervisor kept pointing out.



“Nathan Anders runs a tight ship, and it’s my job to keep everyone firing on all cylinders,” Sandra, her supervisor, would say while tapping a pen on her desk. “Do you know what happens when you show up late? Customer satisfaction falls while we’re left spinning our wheels!”



That was the speech Sandra delivered the first time it happened. The second time was much the same, only she got a formal reprimand, too. She didn’t even want to know what would happen this time.



It wasn’t fair!



She may have deserved it the first two times, sure. Punctuality had never been Ana’s strong-suit and it stood to reason that there would be growing pains in her first job out of college. But this time she’d honestly tried her best. How could she have known her car would crap out, Uber take ten minutes to arrive, or traffic suck so much?



Even skipping the usual coffee she always got, here she was, still ten minutes late. And somehow she doubted Sandra would care for her explanation. The woman wasn’t the type to let things slide or grant leniency, no matter the circumstances.



The elevator gave a chime and the older man stepped aside so she could pass and enter her office’s lobby. No one occupied the reception desk. Breathing a silent thanks, she darted past.



Her desk was only a short walk from the door and she hurried to it with all the speed and discretion she could muster. She wasn’t exactly sneaky, not with dozens of people working around her, but she kept an eye out for Sandra and scurried to her spot. Perhaps, if she was very lucky, the supervisor hadn’t noticed her absence. As long as she got to her seat she could pretend that she’d always been there, perhaps in the bathroom or grabbing something from the supply closet.



A few people nodded to her along the way but nothing out of the ordinary happened. She reached her desk without trouble and plopped down, heaving a relieved sigh.



She hung her jacket on the back of the chair and got straight to work, following the same routine she had for months. First emails then callbacks, all while fielding any new calls that came her way. It wasn’t hard work, just mind-numbingly boring.



A quarter of an hour passed before Ana risked peeking her head out for a quick sweep of the office. There was no sign of Sandra storming over. Somehow, she’d lucked out.



That called for a celebration. With a spring in her step, she hopped from her seat and headed for the breakroom. It wasn’t as good as Starbucks but she needed her coffee and the machine here wasn’t
 too
 bad.



“Hey, Ana,” her friend Ronald—Ron for short, as he preferred—said when she entered the room. “Just filled it up. You’ll have to wait for the water if you’re here for coffee.”



“No problem, thanks,” she said with a smile before turning to the tall mirror that hung on the door. Her hair was a mess, more than she’d even realized. When she saw how bad traffic was, she’d stopped her Uber while still two blocks away and ran the rest of the way. Cursing her lack of a brush, she used her fingers to reassemble her hair into something approximating a professional appearance.



“Rough morning, huh?”



She snorted. “You don’t know the half of it, Ron.”



The man nodded in understanding. Having worked at the company for several years, he knew better than most what it was like.



“Say…” She turned to him, abandoning her hair as a lost cause. “Sandra wasn’t looking for me earlier by any chance, was she?”



“You mean she didn’t call you in yet? She
 was
 looking for you earlier. The minute the clock struck eight, she was already out for blood over you not being in your seat.”



Shit.
 Ana cringed but nodded. “Damn it. Thanks for the heads up, Ron. No chance she got distracted and forgot about me, is there?”



“They’ll engineer flying pigs before that happens.”



“Yeah… Figures.” With a grimace, she waited for the water to boil, then grabbed a mug and tapped a few buttons to get the machine to dispense her coffee. “Wish me luck,” she said, heading for the door.



“Good luck…” He shook his head. “Word of advice, apologizing profusely tends to help.”



With a snort, Ana left and returned to her seat. She was a little past apologies now. If just that was enough, Sandra wouldn’t have been spitting mad the last time it happened.



She took a sip of her coffee and cursed. It was scalding hot, just like always. And not nearly what she wanted anymore. If only she had some whiskey to spruce it up…



But there was no whiskey and no use putting off the inevitable. It was time to face the music.



With a resigned sigh, she stood from her seat and headed for Sandra’s office. The door was already open so she headed in with only a quick knock.



“Good morning, you wanted to—” She froze mid-step.



Sandra sat at her desk. With long, black hair, impeccable makeup, a curvy figure, and natural elegance, she looked like an actress straight off a Hollywood runway. True to that image, she could be a real bitch, too. But today, a look of even greater annoyance than her usual scowl painted her otherwise beautiful features.



The reason was obvious. Sandra wasn’t alone.



Seated across from her was a man dressed in a gray suit and crisp white shirt. Almost bald, his hair was trimmed down to a quarter of an inch. He had a tan, healthy complexion and sharp, friendly eyes that peered at her with curiosity as he turned to face her. Something about him tickled the back of her mind…



“Oh!” Her eyes widened as memory sparked. He was none other than Nathan Anders himself, the owner and president of the whole company. That would explain Sandra’s annoyance. This was one meeting she wanted no part of. “I, um—I’m so sorry. I didn’t realize you were in a meeting so I’ll come back later—”



“Nonsense,” Nathan exclaimed in a smooth, deep voice. “I just dropped in for a chat, nothing important. Say your piece.”



Ana squirmed where she stood and glanced helplessly from Nathan to Sandra. Her supervisor’s mouth pressed into a thin line as she glared.



“I, um, heard you were looking for me, regarding my…” she trailed off and hung her head, too embarrassed to finish with the boss of the whole company watching.



“Regarding what?” Nathan looked from her to Sandra. “What has this young lady done?”



“She’s late for the third time”—Nathan opened his mouth but Sandra pressed on—“this week.”



His mouth closed. Tension built in his jaw as he swung back around to look at Ana. “That’s a significant discipline problem. What is your name?”



“Ana…Davis.”



“Do you take this job seriously, Ms. Davis?”



“I do! I absolutely do!” She looked at him, desperate, pleading with her eyes so he might understand. Maybe appealing to the big boss himself, instead of her hardass supervisor, could be her salvation. She batted her eyelashes, hoping he’d see reason. “I tried my best, I really did. But today my car broke down and wouldn’t even start and I had to call for a ride just to get here and the—”



“So it’s not your fault, is what you’re trying to say—right?”



She nodded, hands clenched at her sides.



“Isn’t that just a convenient excuse?” He arched an eyebrow, then turned to the supervisor. “Sandra, did I let excuses like that slide when you were just starting out here?”



“No, sir, you didn’t. In fact…” She smirked. “You would discipline me for far less.”



“I did, didn’t I? Discipline has grown lax around here if she thinks this behavior will fly.”



“I already gave her a formal warning. Since she hasn’t learned a thing, I can let her go if that’s what you’d like.”



Ana gasped. Fired. Just like that. She’d known she was in for it, but she hadn’t thought it would be this severe. Her nails dug into her palms. “Please! Anything but that. I—I can’t lose this job.”



Nathan looked her up and down in an appraising manner, long fingers tapping on his thigh as he thought. “Are you committed to remaining employed here? To working—and I mean really working—for your place?”



She nodded vehemently.



“All right—but on a probationary level only.” He turned to Sandra. “If you have no objections?”



“Not at all, sir.” Sandra smiled, looking smug as she turned to Ana. “As long as you understand you still need to be disciplined for the infraction.”



“I…” She hesitated only a moment before nodding. No matter what punishment they saw fit, it was better than the alternative. She couldn’t afford to lose this job. No matter what. “I understand.”



Nathan and Sandra smiled and exchanged a glance.



“How do you want to handle this?” the brunette supervisor asked.



“Personally and after work. We don’t want to disrupt the others. Bring her to my office after everyone clears out. And Sandra…” His voice dropped as his hand curled into a fist. “You’re staying, too. I think it’ll do you good to have a little reminder, as well.”



Sandra blanched. Her already pale face turned a shade paler before pink crept into her cheeks.



What was that all about? Just what sort of reprimand was in store for her that it drew such a reaction…? No matter how hard she thought, Ana could think of nothing. And yet she couldn’t help feeling that it would be more than a scolding. A strange sense of trepidation and dread grew inside her.



Nathan smiled and stood from his seat, buttoning the top button of his suit jacket. “It was a pleasure meeting you, Ms. Davis. Too bad it was under these circumstances, but no matter. We’ll get better acquainted soon and I am sure you will rise to be a valuable member of the team. Until this evening, ladies.”



With a curt nod, he walked out, leaving her alone with Sandra. The woman’s demure attitude evaporated in a flash. “Well? What are you still doing here—back to work!”



Ana squeaked and hurried out of the room. God… What had she gotten herself into?



Chapter Two


O
nce the clock struck five, people began filing out in a steady stream. One of the last to leave, Ron stopped by her desk.


“Want to hit a happy hour somewhere?” he asked. “I could use a drink after the day I’ve had.”



“That makes two of us.” She sighed, fighting the urge to put her head down on the table and just go to sleep. It had been
 that
 kind of day. “But I’m sorry, I have to pass. I still need to meet Sandra…”



“Say no more.” He flashed a quick smile. “Some other time.”



She nodded and he headed out while she returned to work. There were a few new emails to answer and while she normally would have left them for the following day, it only made sense to power through now, as she waited for Sandra anyway.



Unfortunately, her brain struggled to comply. Burned out from the long day, it just wanted rest. The stress of her looming disciplinary meeting didn’t help, either.



A few unproductive minutes passed before the last stragglers left.



Footsteps approached and moments later Sandra came into view. “Are you ready? Follow me.”



In silence, Ana followed her supervisor to Nathan’s office. She’d never seen it before. It was a huge room furnished with a large glass desk, small couch in the corner, and two padded leather chairs. The room seemed far bigger than its meager furnishings warranted. It could swallow two of Sandra’s offices, to say nothing of Ana’s own little cubicle.



Nathan sat at his desk, fingers clacking away at a keyboard as he concentrated on the triple monitors arrayed in the desk’s corner. On the other side, neat stacks of paperwork waited for his approval.



“Good, you’re both here,” he said without looking up. “I’m just about wrapped up, so wait there.”



“Yes, sir,” Sandra said.



The supervisor stood with her hands folded before her, oddly meek compared to her usual attitude. Nervous, Ana tried to emulate her, hoping that this wouldn’t take long. She was eager to get home and eat a tub of ice cream to forget all about the times she was yelled at today. Customer service—or “client relations” as they called it here—
sucked
.



Nathan tapped a few more keys before looking up from his computer with a small smile. “Sandra—is that how I taught you to wait?”



The woman gasped. She looked like a deer caught in the headlights. “A-are you sure, sir?”



“Did I stutter?”



Face pale, Sandra sank to her knees on the floor. Legs parted, head bowed, she placed her hands palm up on her thighs and didn’t move.



Ana stared, so bewildered she didn’t even realize her mouth was literally hanging open until Nathan chuckled.



“Surprising, isn’t it? Sandra used to be an unruly, undisciplined brat, you see, much as you are now. Until I taught her how to be better.”



Mouth dry, Ana kept staring, still lost for words. The image before her was too incongruous for her mind to process.



Nathan walked around his desk and sat on the edge across from her, arms folded across his chest. His suit jacket was off and shirt sleeves rolled up, revealing muscular forearms.



“You said you’re committed to working here, Ms. Davis. That you would do what it takes to earn your place. Is that still true?”



If he’d asked that two minutes ago, she would have immediately answered with a resounding “yes.” But now… From the corner of her eye, she watched the still kneeling Sandra. It didn’t take a genius to realize something more than regular workplace discipline was going on here, and that she’d be roped into it if she stayed.



But she needed the job. The pay wasn’t much but few places would hire someone with her lack of experience, and the ones that would were hardly better than this. But perhaps even more importantly… Sandra looked content. Instead of the typical, bitchy expression she wore, she looked
 happy
.



That thought refused to leave Ana’s mind. It made her heart clench just thinking about it. Why did she look that way? And if Sandra could feel so at ease, perhaps she could, too…



Ana nodded, squashing down her fears. “It’s true.”



“Good. Only here, we show respect for those in positions of authority over us. You say, ‘It’s true,
 sir
.’”



“It… It’s true, sir.”



“Better.” Nathan smiled. “Sandra, why don’t you tell our little guest how I punish bad behavior.”



“You beat it out, sir.” Sandra looked up, cheeks flushed and eyes bright—not with dread but
 excitement
. “He spanks girls when they misbehave. With his hand for a small or first infraction, his belt if it is more severe, or a—”



“That’s enough,” Nathan interrupted. “We don’t want to spoil the surprise. Imagination is a powerful tool. Some things are better left unsaid.”



Sandra nodded and resumed her position while Ana stared, mind reeling and heart hammering. What they were saying… It was unprecedented. Possibly even illegal. Why would anyone—Sandra especially—agree to such a thing? And
 why
 did she look so delighted by the prospect?



The room grew stifling hot as she squirmed and waited with bated breath for Nathan to speak. For someone to say anything to make sense of the topsy-turvy world she’d fallen into.



Nathan cleared his throat. “I can see you’re processing. That’s quite alright. I wasn’t planning to start with you, anyway. Sandra?”



“Yes, sir?”



“You were supposed to manage the day to day affairs of the office. To keep everything running smoothly. While Ms. Davis is responsible for her actions, you bear some responsibility, too.”



Rather than protest or seek to explain herself, Sandra nodded. “I’m sorry, sir. It… It’s harder than I thought it would be. Than I think I was ready for.”



“There are growing pains to all transitions.” Nathan smiled and moved from his desk, then patted the spot he just left. “But I know you’ll do better. Now stand and come over here. I will punish you for your part in this.”



Sandra rose smoothly, elegant and poised as though she’d done it a thousand times. Which perhaps she had, Ana realized. She’d worked here for years, after all. Been with the company since the very beginning, from what she understood of the office gossip. Was this how it had always been between the two of them? She shuddered at the thought but couldn’t bear look away as Sandra walked to the table and bent over it, lifting her skirt as she did to bare a perfectly shaped, pale rear, covered by a flimsy black thong.



“I’ve missed this sight,” Nathan said.



“I missed being here.”



Nathan approached and laid his hand on Sandra’s rear. The touch was delicate, familiar as a lover’s caress. Sandra seemed to at once melt and push back against it, yearning for more.



Without warning, Nathan pulled back his hand and landed a sharp blow on her ass. The woman kicked her foot and let out a pained groan. “One, sir.”



“You remember your training! Wonderful. Don’t lose count now. And you”—he glanced sternly at Ana—“pay attention.”



Mute, she nodded, heart beating fast.



Nathan returned his focus to Sandra. His hand pulled back and smacked her once, twice, then more in a never-ending succession. Some blows came hard and fast, others slow, as though he had to ponder where to land the strike.



Sandra’s voice remained even for the first few dozen smacks. But as the blows kept coming she began to squirm more, wriggling her ass back and forth. She lowered her face to the table and stretched her arms out ahead of her, laying them flat on the glass and kept counting, even as her voice grew muffled with tears.



Each new blow reverberated through the room, drawing pained whimpers and sniffles from Sandra and ever faster breathing from Ana. She couldn’t tear her eyes away from the sight. Her face felt flushed, her chest tight like something invisible held her in a vise.



Was Nathan going to do the same thing to her? She couldn’t imagine withstanding such pain, let alone keeping count through it all. No one had ever spanked her—not even as a child. The very idea was ludicrous. Laughable. Not at all possible.



The thought of Nathan bending her over and administering a spanking was—



Ana’s heart skipped a beat as Sandra let out a shriek. The sound cut right through her, causing warmth to bloom deep inside her. Ana squeezed her thighs together, clamping down on the feeling before it could form. It was impossible.



“That one sounded like it really hurt, didn’t it?” Nathan rubbed Sandra’s ass, soothing the pain.



The woman let out a pleasured sigh. “It did, thank you, sir.”



“How many was that?”



“Fifty-five.”



“Good girl.” Nathan tapped her rear and she straightened, smoothing her skirt. “Try to remember this and work smarter, not harder. So we don’t repeat the same mistakes.”



“Yes, sir,” she nodded, face flushed and eyes bright, filled with unshed tears and devotion for her beloved boss.



It was a stirring, chilling sight. One that left Ana more confused than ever before, struggling to make sense of it all.



But before she could ponder the nature of their relationship any further, Nathan turned and fixed her with a cold glare.



“It’s your turn.”



Chapter Three


A
 tremor coursed through Ana’s body as her heart skipped a beat. Her turn
. It wasn’t a question. Not even a statement. It was a command.


“Th-that… I don’t—I can’t—”



“You can. You will.” Nathan paused. “If you still want to work here, that is.”



“I…” She swallowed, hands balling into fists at her sides. “This is blackmail.”



Sandra’s eyes flashed. “How dare you—”



“Quiet.” Nathan held up a finger and the supervisor went silent as though he hit the mute button on a remote. “There is no blackmail here. Blackmail would be if you had performed your job and I extorted you to do something for me in exchange for keeping it. But that’s not the case here, is it, Ms. Davis? You received a reprimand and by all rights should be fired. All I’m offering is a favor. A way out from the mess
 you
 created. It’s your choice whether to accept or leave. The door’s right there.”



He held her gaze, expression stern and indifferent. Whether she stayed or left, to him it was just another day and another number. There would be a replacement for her lined up within the week—if not the day.



But she couldn’t let that happen. She
 needed
 this job. Even if it meant being spanked. Even if it meant bending over and letting Nathan Anders turn her butt as red as he had Sandra’s. The pain and humiliation were worth it if it meant keeping her job.



With gritted teeth, Ana stepped forward, ignoring the fluttering in her tummy and the hot, sticky sensation further below. This was for her job, nothing more.



Sandra stepped aside and Ana took her place by the table. She ran a hand over the tabletop, the glass cool under her palm. Nervous, she turned to Nathan.



“I just… Bend over?”



He chuckled. “First, address me as ‘sir.’ Second… What is it you think is happening here?”



She stared at him, uncomprehending. What was the point of asking such a question? “You’re going to spank me. Sir.”



“Oh yes, but
 why
?”



“Because it’s a punishment… sir.”



“For?”



“For…” she trailed off and blushed, embarrassed as a scolded child. “For being late.”



“Not just late, as I hear it.”



Sandra chimed in eagerly. “Late three—”



“I told you to be quiet,” Nathan interrupted. “Let her speak for herself. It’s important for the process.” He turned expectant eyes toward Ana. “Well?”



She hung her head. “I was late three times…” A glance up showed his expression unchanged, awaiting more. Embarrassment filled her. “…in one week, sir.”



“Exactly so. And for that, you need to be punished. This isn’t for my amusement, despite what you might be thinking. It’s for your benefit. Because I will
 not
 tolerate more excuses.”



A flick of his wrist sent Sandra scurrying over to a cabinet behind his desk. She opened the bottom drawer and pulled out a long, thin rod, a little over a foot in length. She gave it a swing and it sliced through the air with a menacing swish.



Nathan smiled and stretched out his hand, nodding appreciatively when she placed it there. “This is a cane. A small one. Perfect for beginners.”



It didn’t look perfect. The way it sliced the air was too terrifying for that. Ana could hardly imagine what such a thing would feel like on her flesh and fidgeted, fear coursing through her.



“Take off your pants.”



Ana squirmed but nodded. She’d expected as much. Unlike Sandra’s sexy outfit, she always wore pants and a blouse up to her neck, with a cardigan to ward off the chill. That conservative attire worked against her now, as she couldn’t simply flip up her skirt as Sandra had done. She had to strip, baring herself while Nathan and Sandra watched her like hawks.



Their eyes pierced her no matter how she tried to ignore them. Ana looked away and unbuttoned her pants, then shimmied them past her hips so they crumpled to the floor. Exposed before an audience, rear and thighs on display with only tiny boyshorts for protection, she shivered. Goosebumps broke out over her skin even as fire churned deep inside her.



“It’s okay to feel embarrassed,” Nathan said. He reached for her and Ana flinched, but all he did was grasp her shoulder and guide her to bend over the table. “Sandra was much like you to start. Other girls I’ve trained, too. You’ll learn.”



The table was tall. Sandra had bent over it gracefully, standing with her ass thrust out like an erotic model. Ana was too short for that. She had to struggle and stand on the tips of her toes just to keep her feet on the floor. The table’s hard edge bit into her skin and the cold of the glass cut right through her blouse as though it was nothing. The goosebumps grew stronger as she shivered, unable to control her body’s reactions.



Nathan set the cane down in front of her eyes. “For your first time, I’ll use my hand. But squirm around, try to dance away, try to cover your ass… And I will. Don’t make me. Keep your hands flat on the table.”



She nodded, eyes wide. A flurry of emotions churned in her tummy. Fear and anxiety and more fear, but there was that insistent heat, too. Beneath the shame of her embarrassing position and fear of the pain to come, it boiled deep inside her. A feeling she didn’t dare name. Something she would never have expected to experience here, in this place.



“Are you ready?”



She took a deep breath. No matter how she tried to steady herself, her voice quivered. “I am.”



Without warning, Nathan’s heavy hand struck her ass. Ana screamed and rose to the tips of her toes, squirming as she fought every instinct to keep from reaching back to rub her sore ass.



“I told you before,” Nathan said, in a matter-of-fact tone, “we show respect here. Address me as ‘sir,’ or don’t speak at all.”



She sniffled, grimacing in pain and humiliation, but forced her back straight and laid her palms flat on the glass table as Sandra had done. “I’m ready—sir.”



“Good girl.”



The words scarcely left Nathan’s mouth before the true spanking began. Ana gritted her teeth and took the first two smacks in silence. The third earned a little squeak and by the fifth, she struggled to keep from dancing out of reach of Nathan’s hand. He was implacable, hand raining blows on her poor bottom, covering every inch with smacks that stung her skin and burrowed deep to flood her with heat.



The stinging marks built on one another, growing stronger with each smack. Squeals turned to groans to pained whimpers that even she couldn’t recognize as her voice.



It seemed to go on for ages until suddenly it stopped. Nathan placed his hand on her ass and stroked it, the touch so soothing she pushed back against him without even thinking.



She was a wreck, lower lip trembling and eyes on the verge of tears. Her ass felt on fire, like nothing she’d experienced in her life. And not just her ass. Now that the blows were no longer falling and she had a moment to collect herself, she noted with dismay wetness growing between her legs.



“Tsk. These simply won’t do.” Nathan patted her ass before grabbing the waistband of her boyshorts and tugging them down.



“What—” she began, but a hard smack to her ass cut her short.



“‘Sir.’ You were about to forget again, judging by your tone.”



She blushed, the heat inside her growing along with the shame. “
Sir
, what are you doing?”



“Exposing you. I couldn’t deliver a proper spanking with something in the way, now could I?”



Before she could protest or muster a response, Nathan smacked her ass again. The blow didn’t
 seem
 any harder than his previous ones, but the sting was on another level. She yelped, back arching, and kicked her feet.



“See what I mean?” Nathan chuckled. “Maybe now you’ll learn a lesson that sticks.”



The spanking resumed, even harder than before. She squirmed, danced, and tried her best to wriggle away from the blows without seeming like she was actually being insubordinate. But no matter where she went, Nathan’s hand followed. It took every ounce of willpower in her body to keep from running—or at least shielding her poor, bruised ass from his onslaught.



“What do you think?” Nathan suddenly asked, voice strained with exertion as the blows just kept coming.



Ana tried to reply. She opened her mouth to speak but no words came out. Only a half-strangled cry, somewhere between whimper and moan escaped her lips. Luckily, the question turned out to be for someone other than her.



“She’s trying to get away too much,” Sandra said with a sniff.



“No more than you did, your first time.”



Another sniff. “Maybe. She turns pink easily, and those marks should set into some nice bruising. And between her legs…”



Nathan chuckled and Ana froze, forgetting all about the spanking and pain as shame burned her from within. So distracted was she, that the next blow caught her completely by surprise.



With a scream and tears in her eyes, she reached back, shielding and rubbing her poor, bruised ass. Indignant words formed on her lips but died the instant Nathan grabbed her hand in a vise-like grip.



“What did I say would happen if you couldn’t stay still?”



“But—”



His grip tightened around her wrist. “No buts.
 What did I say would happen?
”



“You’d use the cane but—”



“If you know and still act out, you must
 want
 me to use the cane, little brat.”



“No!” It was unfair! And she wasn’t a brat! Instead of letting her finish, he just kept piling on more and more punishments. “Why are you talking about my…” She blushed crimson and twisted to glare at the man responsible for her situation. “…my vagina?”



“Why?” Nathan exchanged an amused glance with Sandra before cocking an eyebrow at her. “Well, Ms. Davis—
Ana
—because you’re dripping on my floor.”



Chapter Four


A
na flushed red and hot, lost for words. It felt like steam should pour from her ears. But even that heat was nothing compared to the simmering fire she felt down below.


She’d been ignoring it. Pushed it to the furthest and darkest corner of her mind and hid it behind lock and key, where the knowledge could neither hurt nor affect her. But with his one, casual announcement, Nathan made all her efforts obsolete.



To her shame, she was wet. Dripping. And there was no hiding it from anyone, least of all herself.



“I-I’m not…” she tried anyway.



Nathan picked up the cane. “First of all, you forgot to say ‘sir.’
 Again
.”



The blow came before she could think to react. A stripe of fire bloomed on her ass, wrenching a pained shriek from her throat. She dancing, feet kicking, butt wriggling, and rubbed the sore stripe with tears in her eyes.



“Second,” Nathan grabbed her by the hair and slammed her back over the table, “you’re disobeying and squirming too much yet again.”



Off to the side, Sandra giggled but Ana didn't care. A blubbered apology spilled from her lips, feelings of shame and decorum forgotten in the face of true pain.



Nathan smiled, mollified. “And third, it isn’t good to lie. Not to me, and certainly not to yourself. You’re wet. It’s a common effect of being spanked for submissive women. Is that what you are?”



“I…” she sniffled, whimpering and shaking like a frightened animal. “I don’t know. Sir!” she added quickly, before he could smack her again.



“You’re learning.” A smile played over Nathan’s lips. “Perhaps there’s some hope for you get. Sandra, let’s make this easier on her. Hold her down, would you?”



“Yes, sir.”



The woman approached from her other side and placed her hands on Ana’s shoulders, pressing her into the table. Ana gasped and twisted her head, staring up at Nathan with her cheek flat against the cool glass. She didn’t dare struggle. Between her embarrassment and the pain, the situation had long since spun beyond her control.



“I’m going to cane you now,” Nathan explained as though speaking to a child. “It’ll hurt far more than my hand but Sandra will hold you down so you won’t earn any more punishment. Count each stroke and say thank you. Forget or lose count… And I’ll have to start over. Is that clear?”



“Y-yes…sir. Crystal.” Her mouth was dry. Palms clammy. Fear coiled inside her, and dread, and a spark of excitement that grew brighter each time Nathan spoke. His domineering, brusque tone and attitude made it hard to focus or think. A small voice in the back of her mind screamed a protest, but her body refused to comply. The hot, achy sensation between her thighs clouded her thoughts.



“Good.” Nathan tapped the cane on her rear and she flinched, making him chuckle. “The more you tense, the more it’ll hurt. Try and relax. It’s okay. Let it happen.”



Try as she might, that was easier said than done. Each tap of the cane made her flinch, body tensing to the point of trembling like a taut string. A spring pushed to the brink of breaking.



Nathan drew back his arm and she inhaled, eyes squeezing shut in anticipation of a blow. None came.



She peeked behind her.



The moment she did, the cane swung. She screamed as another stripe of fire seared into her flesh. Pain like nothing before it tore through her body. Pinned by Sandra, she flailed to no avail. On instinct, she made to shield her poor ass but stopped short with a whine when Nathan gently rapped her hand with the cane.



“I wouldn’t if I were you.”



“S-sorry…”



He rapped her on the ass, not quite hard enough to elicit a flinch but enough to get her attention. “What did I tell you to do, girl?”



She searched her mind and cringed at having disobeyed already. “One, thank you, sir!”



“Good!” Nathan smiled, pleased. “Very good.”



His pleasure warmed something inside her but she had no time to dwell on the feeling before another blow struck.



“Two, thank you, sir!”



Another strike, harder, and her scream filled the room.



“Three! Th-thank you, sir!”



Instead of continuing, Nathan rubbed her ass with his palm. The touch was cool and soothing, his hand somewhat rough on her sensitive skin.



All too soon he pulled away and the cane fell again. She let out a scream and thanked him while sniffling, and they continued in the same manner. A smack, a scream, her crying and giving the count and his hand soothing her after every few hits.



By the time she counted to twenty, her ass was ablaze, pain pulsing in time with each heartbeat. She pressed back against Nathan’s hand, moaning with pleasure at his touch. Every moment he touched her was a moment he couldn’t use to hurt her. But it was more than that. His hand felt good there, on her delicate rear. Just as it dulled the stinging heat on her skin, it stoked the separate inferno within her core. Wetness trickled down her parted thighs.



“Now, are you going to be a good girl?” Nathan asked, hand still caressing her ass.



She nodded as best she could. “Yes, sir.”



“Going to do your work?”



“Yes, sir.”



“Going to come in on time?”



“Yes, sir!”



“Not going to disappoint or disobey me again?”



She shook her head, desperate to please. To keep him from punishing her again. “No, sir… I promise.” His hand felt so good that it was difficult to keep her thoughts straight.



“That’s a good girl.” Nathan set the cane down and knelt behind her. “Good girls deserve a reward. Would you like one?”



Her mind froze as his hot breath tickled her pussy. Sandra’s weight kept her pinned, bent over and exposed. Nathan’s hands remained on her bottom, squeezing, rubbing, and caressing the battered flesh. She couldn’t move. Couldn’t think straight.



Seconds like eternities passed before she squeaked, “Yes.”



Nathan chuckled, breath teasing her pussy. A moment later his tongue touched her slit. Electricity crackled through Ana’s body and she squirmed, moaning at the sudden onset of pleasure.



Nathan’s grip shifted, hands moving from her ass to her thighs, squeezing the flesh as his tongue speared inside her. Her hands balled into fists as she moaned and panted, squirming and wriggling like an eel.



“Oh, God. Oh, God…”



How—why…?
 Coherent thoughts eluded her. Speech and protests were impossible. But why would she even want to? Nathan’s tongue felt so good and she was
 so
 wet. Pleasure coursed through her, washing away her resistance.



“S-sir…!” she squealed, toes curling as an orgasm drew near, faster than any she’d ever experienced.



He pulled back at just the last second. “That was fast. I knew you were enjoying it, but I didn’t realize you liked the spanking
 that
 much.”



“I…” Ana groaned, twisting her hips, seeking his tongue. “Don’t—please…”



“Please what?” Instead of his tongue, his fingers traced the lips of her sex and then circled her clit. “Tell me.”



She hardly processed his words. With her orgasm so near, she whimpered, mindless and moaning, wriggling as her clit sought his touch. If only she could reach it and do something about the haze of lust fogging her brain. Then she could answer him and unravel the knot of emotions deep in her belly.



Nathan growled and smacked her ass, his palm reigniting the stripes already covering it. “Answer me!”



“Please!” She squeezed her eyes shut, grimacing and writhing as his fingers kept teasing, rubbing all around her clit without ever quite reaching it. “I-I need…more.” Need pulsed through her, hot and urgent. “
Please
, sir!”



He smacked her ass with one hand, fingers of the other never leaving her now dripping pussy. “More
 what
?”



The pressure inside her rose like a river and she was the dam, crumbling under its force. Whatever restraint still held within her broke.



“Make me cum! Please, please, please—”



“You want to? That badly?” Nathan stood and leaned over the table until his mouth hovered an inch from her ear. His voice was a growl, feral and full of dark promise. “What will you do for it?”



“Anything,” she gasped, breathless, the word leaving her lips before she could think it over.



With a smile, Nathan moved back. One of his fingers plunged deep into her soaked slit, parting the folds and spreading her tight channel as it sank to the knuckle. “So tight…”



Ana moaned and bucked against his hand. The pressure of Sandra’s weight vanished as the woman moved away, controlled by some silent command from Nathan. The man grabbed Ana by the hair, finger still buried deep inside, and dragged her head back.



“You said ‘anything,’ didn’t you?”



Nathan’s words and tone sent tremors coursing through her. Ana’s cunt clenched tight around his finger, clit throbbing as fire coursed through her veins.



“Yess,” she hissed, not a shred of doubt left in her mind.



“That’s a good girl.” A second finger pushed in beside the first and she panted, sweat beading her skin. “With proper training, you’ll do very well here.”



She nodded and whimpered, thrusting against his hand. Good as this was, it still wasn’t enough. She needed more. “Need…you…”



“Go on,” he rumbled in her ear, fingers curling inside her, seeking her most sensitive spots. “Say it.”



Ana shuddered, gasping for breath as the world spun around her. “Need you… in me.”



“Mmm. That’s my girl. Time for your reward.”



Chapter Five


B
ent over and trembling, Ana listened to the sound of rustling clothes as Nathan stripped down.


The absence of his touch gave her a moment of clarity amid the emotional storm raging inside her. Did she want this? Did she truly mean to give herself to this handsome, dominant, blatantly sadistic man—right in his office and only a hundred feet away from where she worked every day?



If someone had asked her this question yesterday, she would have been aghast at the mere suggestion. But now… The answer was yes. Hell yes. Abso-
fucking
-lutely yes. She didn’t even care that Sandra was watching.



Seconds ticked by. Anticipation built inside her until Nathan grabbed her by the hips and dragged her back, pressing his hard shaft against her. The contact sent tingles rushing through her, flooding her core with heat.



Her breath caught and she ground back on his length, moaning as she soaked it with her juices.



“You begged for it, so you earned your reward,” Nathan growled in her ear. “But what if I could make it even better?”



“H-how?” She licked her lips, still pushing against him, desperate to take his thickness inside her. It had been so long since she last had sex. “Sir…?”



“Sandra—over here, on your knees,” Nathan commanded. The woman obeyed instantly. She knelt where he pointed and looked up, rapt. “Help Ana here feel good. Let’s make this something to remember.”



Ana flushed. She opened her mouth to protest—she’d never been with a woman before or even considered it an option!—but before she could act, Sandra’s tongue found her clit. Ana froze solid as pleasure coursed through her, blowing away all concerns. She’d needed more and here it was, delivered with expert precision in the form of a tongue, gliding over her clit as it flicked back and forth.



“Oh God,” she moaned, writhing. It was as though Sandra anticipated her every move, every desire, applying pressure right where she needed it most.



“Good, isn’t she?” Nathan chuckled and smacked her ass before pressing the head of his cock to her pussy. The tip pushed inside, parting her lips. “She’s well trained. This is our treat. Positive reinforcement so you know it isn’t just punishments that await you. There are rewards, too, if you prove your worth. If you can be a good girl.”



The words washed over her, scarcely registering in the face of all the sensations she felt. Nathan’s shaft stretched her, filling her inch by delicious inch. All the while, Sandra’s tongue worked her throbbing clit.



Tremors began in her tummy, spreading out from her core and gathering strength. She cried out, twisting, struggling to draw breath. The orgasm was so close, so near, just a hair’s breadth away.



With a grunt, Nathan tightened his grip on her hips and drove his cock deep inside her, until his hips slammed on her already bruised ass.



She screamed out, pain and lust mixing together, but cut off with a strangled moan as Sandra’s tongue flicked her clit. Pleasure, long building inside her burst free. The floodgates opened and Ana screamed, spasming and shaking as she came, consumed by their twin assault. Pleasure like none she’d imagined or felt coursed through her, suffusing her body, arcing through her on electric currents. She shook like a leaf, every muscle contracting as one as the orgasm ripped through her.



It was so much. Too much. Thought and breath fled. She couldn’t even stay upright and collapsed to the desk, arms unable to support her weight. Only Nathan’s hands on her hips and Sandra’s around her thighs kept her standing.



Oblivious to her struggle—or perhaps simply unfazed by it—Sandra teased her clit more, milking the orgasm. Tremors shot through her as her pussy convulsed.



She whimpered and moaned, sensitive and reeling from the powerful orgasm, and tried to wriggle away. But it was no good. Trapped between the pair, there was no escape from Sandra’s ceaseless attention or the rough strokes of Nathan’s cock, pounding her from behind.



As though sensing her thoughts, Nathan grabbed a fistful of her hair and growled. “Take it like a good girl. This is your reward. You’ll take it and we’ll make you cum until you can’t speak. Can’t even remember your name. Can only mewl and whine and cum on my cock.”



She gasped and bit her lip, powerless and turned on beyond all imagining as he punctuated each sentence with a hard thrust. Pleasure and pain flooded her system in a bewildering mix, tearing her apart, pushing her to heights she never imagined she’d scale.



His words weren’t bluster. She could tell by his tone that Nathan Anders was not a man who made idle threats. He said what he meant, meant what he said, and she knew… Knew deep down inside that he would make good on all of his promises, no matter that she’d never orgasmed more than once in a row before. Between him and Sandra, she knew they could do it.



A hard smack on her ass pulled her mind back to the present. To the cock stretching and filling her cunt. Nathan spanked her while fucking her, using her like a cheap slut in a rough porno movie.



No one had ever fucked her this way. None of her exes had dared—not that she’d ever felt so inclined, either. But now, she couldn’t stop moaning. Lewd whimpers and whines escaped her lips with each thrust as she ground back against him, seeking more, dripping all over his cock.



While they fucked, Sandra kept working her magic on Ana’s clit. The woman sucked on the nub, driving her wild with desire. A fresh gush of wetness flooded her cunt. True to his words, she felt a second orgasm brewing inside her already.



“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she whined, struggling and shaking. Sensations flooded her mind. Her pussy was achy and sore in the most delicious of ways. Sweat beaded her skin and she felt flushed and fevered, wild and wanton in ways she couldn’t describe.



Nathan chuckled and smacked her ass again, even harder, and dug his fingers into the delicate flesh. “I can feel you tightening up on me. How hot and wet you are. How much you’re loving this. You don’t want me to stop, do you?”



She shook her head, moaning like crazy. Stopping was the last thing she wanted.



“And Sandra? You want her to stop?”



The woman pulled away, leaving Ana’s clit sore and wanting. She whined in protest, head tossing, body quivering. She’d never been with a woman. It had been easy to put that out of her mind as the pleasure coursed through her, but of course, Nathan wouldn’t let things stay simple. Of course, he’d wring every confession he could from her lips.



“Please…” she whimpered, the tremors rising as she flushed with humiliation. “Please—Sandra… more.”



“What was that, slut?” Nathan grabbed her by the hair and lifted her head off the desk. “Say it louder. Tell us what you want.”



Embarrassed but dripping with need, she let out a sob. “P-please… Sandra,
 please
 suck my clit. Please…”



A tinkling laugh came from below in response to her plea. The sound pierced her, sending a hot wave of shame flooding her system. A moment later Sandra’s mouth was on her again and she screamed in delight, the shame heightening her arousal until a mini-orgasm tore through her.



Behind her, Nathan chuckled, then grunted as he redoubled his efforts. Fingers dug into her flesh and he pounded her, balls slapping her cunt on each stroke.



Pressure built inside her, pleasure and pain melding as the lines between everything blurred. She drew shuddering, gasping breaths, body taut and quivering, mind a whirlpool of lust.



“Go…ahead,” Nathan grunted. He lifted her off the table and grabbed her throat in a strong hand. “Cum for me. Give me that orgasm.”



His fingers tightened, cutting off the flow of air to her lungs. Darkness threatened the corners of her vision. But pleasure bloomed throughout her body, too, exploding out from her core. She screamed—the sound strangled and hoarse, her voice no longer up to the challenge—as a second orgasm barreled through her, somehow even stronger than the first.



Her cunt clenched. Body spasmed. Every muscle tensed and quivered all at the same time as her eyes rolled to the back of her head.



Nathan groaned. His cock twitched, growing thicker and hotter inside her. A steel rod that churned through her depths, stretching her as she never had been before. With a moan he slammed in one last time and exploded inside her, shooting spurts of hot cum deep in her cunt.



Through it all, Sandra’s tongue stroked her clit, making her orgasm go on and on as she bucked and spasmed around Nathan’s length.



It went on forever, until Nathan’s hand withdrew from her throat. Like a puppet whose strings had been cut, she collapsed to the desk, limp and trembling. Completely wrung dry, with legs shaking too much to support her own weight.



Nathan slipped from her pussy and guided her to a seat, setting her down surprisingly gently for such a rough man. He brushes a stray hair from her face and caressed her cheek.



“You did well. Good girl.”



“Thank you…” she murmured, exhausted beyond words. Everything swam in her vision, and she realized with a start there were tears in her eyes. She wiped them off and smiled at him, then at Sandra.



The woman still knelt in her spot, face smeared and sticky with juices. Watching Ana, she sensuously licked her lips.



Nathan chuckled. “Thank you, Sandra, too. You’ve been a
 very
 big help. You earned a reward, too.”



“Thank you, sir!” Her eyes brimmed with pride and barely contained glee.



Even in her exhausted state, curiosity bubbled inside Ana. She wondered what Sandra’s reward would be. Sex and orgasms, too? Would Nathan want
 her
 to return the favor by eating out Sandra…?



Somehow, the thought didn’t frighten her anymore. Instead, she felt a tingle of excitement at the prospect.



Epilogue


B
efore Ana could ask, Nathan glanced at his watch and gave an exasperated sigh.


“This late already…?” He shook his head. “Ladies, let’s clean up and get going. Ms. Davis—
Ana
—you have some choices to make now that you’ve seen this much. About just what sort of employee you’d like to be. What your role in the company will become.” He paused, sharp eyes looking her up and down. “But there’s no need to decide now. It can wait till next week. Give your mind a chance to relax and recover, so I may have your unbiased answer. I wouldn’t want you to accuse me of ‘blackmailing’ you again.”



“I wouldn’t!” she blushed, her own words coming back to mind. It had only been an hour ago, yet somehow during that short time, her world had turned upside-down. She was different. Changed by the experience. And, somehow, happier for it. “But I will think about it…sir.”



“Wonderful.” Nathan’s eyes stayed on her, mouth partly open as though about to say something more. Instead, he flashed a mysterious smile and turned away to help Sandra to her feet.



The woman murmured thanks, then gasped in pleased surprise as he pulled her in for a deep, sensuous kiss. His naked body pressed seamlessly against her clothed one, locked in an embrace that made them look like two puzzle pieces perfectly suited for one another.



Ana gawked at the display, face turning red.



When they pulled apart, Nathan smacked his lips as though he’d just had something tasty. Arm around Sandra’s waist, he turned his gaze back to Ana. “Delicious.”



Her blush deepened, drawing laughs from Nathan and Sandra.



“I think your employment will become much more enjoyable if you accept what’s in store,” he said. “That’s something I can almost guarantee.”



Ana nodded, face still hot, pulse rapid.



Nathan smirked. “Come Monday morning, come to my office and we’ll decide what comes next. And don’t worry—if you choose it, you can always go on working as you did before.”



“Yes, sir. I will.”



“Good. And remember—don’t be late.”



Ana giggled and nodded. For a change, she was looking forward to Monday already.



Office Relations


Chapter One


N
ervous and shaky, Ana Davis stepped out of the elevator and into her office’s lobby, clutching a cup of hot coffee tight in her hand. She headed past the deserted front desk and entered the main office space. Empty cubicles stood all around her, most of the lights off. At seven in the morning—a full hour before the workday began—it was to be expected. Normally, Ana wouldn’t have arrived early, either. Hell, normally she couldn’t even make it on time
.


But today, she couldn’t afford to wait. She needed to see her boss, Nathan Anders,
 now
. Before anyone else showed up and she lost her only chance.



That singular thought drove her to come in early, braving sleep deprivation and the morning rush hour to do so. Or, at least, it would have if she’d been sleeping. But after what happened with Nathan and her supervisor, Sandra, the previous week, sleep had proven an elusive quarry for her over the weekend. Thoughts of everything the pair did to her occupied her mind at all hours of the day, driving her mad with a plethora of feelings she hardly dared name.



Embarrassment. Shame. Humiliation.
 Desire
.



She clenched her fist and tried to ignore that last one, despite the insistent pressure brewing inside her. It didn’t matter how good it had felt. Or that she had the orgasm of a lifetime at the hands of her boss, right in his office.



Not just your boss
, a voice in the back of her mind reminded her.
 And not just from his hands.



She shuddered, remembering every touch, every smack, every image seared into her retinas.



The intense pleasure she’d felt had been visceral and world-shaking, that she hadn’t recovered all weekend. The whole time she rested at home, her mind kept playing back the events, over and over, trying to piece together and decipher just how she felt and what she wanted to do.



But no matter what that was, she knew what she
 needed
 to do—and that was much more important. None of the rest mattered. Not one bit. And that was precisely what she intended to tell Nathan Anders.



She marched straight to his office, high heels clicking on the hard floor. Her skirt swished with each step. Nostrils flared. Yes, she would give him a piece of her mind and put the whole thing behind her. No way in hell would she accept his “offer” to explore further after-hours activities.



The door to his office was open and she proceeded inside without knocking. “You said to come to see you when I got in, so here I—”



She cut off as Nathan looked up from his computer with an admonishing glare. He held up a finger to his lips and shushed her, then pointed at the cell phone trapped in the crook of his neck, between shoulder and ear.



“Bob, you’re not hearing me,” he said into the phone. “I
 need
 that meeting, and it’ll be well worth your time if you can arrange it. I have major new projects in the works, tell them that. This is their one chance to get in on the ground floor.”



Ana fidgeted and glanced about the room. Everything was just as she remembered from the previous week. Two plush leather chairs stood before Nathan’s huge, glass table. A small sofa and coffee table were in a corner, with a potted plant nearby. The office was sparse and minimalistic—and utterly spotless.



Her gaze settled on Nathan himself. In his forties, he had brown hair cut down to a short buzz and stern, rugged features. Despite his age, he was in amazing shape, lean and toned. With his suit jacket hanging on the back of his chair and his shirt sleeves rolled up, she had a good view of his forearms bulging and flexing as he argued with whoever it was on the phone.



The longer she waited, the more aimless and deflated she felt. Burdened with a heavy bag and still wearing her jacket, she was hot and uncomfortable in no time at all. Perhaps she should have dropped off her things before coming over. But doing so would have signaled a willingness to talk for longer than she ever intended…



She chewed her lip, bravado and determination shrinking further as her thoughts descended into chaos and Nathan’s conversation grew heated.



As she listened to him argue with whoever was on the phone, she couldn’t help admiring her boss. The way his jaw tensed when he listened, how his fingers drummed on the desk… Everything reminded her of the previous Friday and the incredible, debasing, sinfully pleasurable things he’d made her feel. The way his controlling, dominant attitude had filled her with fright… and frightful need.



More minutes passed before Nathan hung up. He set his phone down with more force than necessary and fixed her with a glare. “I invited you to seek me out in the morning—not interrupt my calls.”



She blanched, confidence fizzling out. “I’m sorry—I didn’t know you were—”



“It’s fine.” Sighing, he rubbed the bridge of his nose. “I’m just frustrated. Hanging up a cell phone isn’t nearly as satisfying as something you can slam back into place.”



Ana nodded, unsure how else to respond. Whatever business Nathan engaged in was far beyond her expertise.



“In any case,” Nathan continued, leaning back in his seat, “it’s Monday morning and here you are, as instructed. Even earlier than I expected. Did you think about what I said?”



“I… Yes, I did.” Ana took a deep breath to steady her nerves. “I’m afraid I have to de—”



“All I said before is that you’d enjoy what I have in store for you. I stand by my words. I also promised you a choice. That you could choose your own role here at the company. To keep doing what you were doing—or move on to something better.” He paused and leaned in, eyes intent on her face. “Are you sure you
 really
 want to turn me down without even hearing the offer?”



Her mouth opened and closed. Color crept to her cheeks. Now that she was back in this room, she remembered things she’d tried hard to forget. That before she wound herself into a ball of stress over the weekend, she’d actually felt
 excited
 by the prospect of Nathan’s offer, and the possibilities it contained.



“What’s the offer?” she asked after a long pause.



Nathan chuckled. “Good girl. And it’s simple, really. Either you continue doing the work you do now… Or, I double your pay and you become my
 personal
 assistant and secretary.”



Ana stared at him, her eyes wide.
 Double?
 She licked her lips. “Wh-what would I have to do?”



“Be obedient. That’s all I require in exchange.”



The way he said it sent a shiver down Ana’s spine. “What does that mean?”



“It’s the same deal I made with Sandra years ago, and you can see she’s doing well now. You wouldn’t be just any old employee—you’d be my submissive. My toy. My
 sex slave
.” His eyes bored into her, burning like coals. “And in exchange, you’ll have a guaranteed place in the company. Financial rewards. And pleasures beyond anything you’ve imagined or will ever experience on your own. All you have to do is say yes.”



The force of his words roiled Ana’s tummy. Dark images conjured in her mind’s eye. Pictures of all the various ways he might use her and the things they would do. She squirmed in place, scared and confused and helplessly trapped.



He knew it, too. “It’s normal to fear the unknown—but it’s normal to be attracted to it, too. You already know what you want. Why deny yourself? All that’s left is to reach out and grab it. And if you truly dislike it… I can always rollback your role.”



Their eyes locked together and she could not look away. The assurance she could change her mind later comforted her, but it wasn’t what convinced her. Instead, it was the intensity she saw in his face, the dark promise… It stirred something in her.



Biting her lip, she nodded. “Okay.”



Chapter Two


“‘O
kay?’” A smirk played over Nathan’s lips. “That won’t do. I want to hear the words.”


Flustered, Ana wrung her hands. “I…” She shuffled from foot to foot, embarrassed, shy, and angry at Nathan for putting her in this position. For making her confront and confess what she craved. “I will submit to you.”



“Will you, now?” He arched an eyebrow. “But you don’t sound enthused—and I want to make sure you have no regrets. I don’t want lawsuits or recriminations—or for you to feel like I twisted your arm. If there’s one thing I hate, it’s someone playing pretend. So I’ll ask
 one more time
. Is this what you want? What you willingly
 choose
?”



Ana gulped and stared down at her feet.
 Was
 this what she wanted?



Her body responded to Nathan, there was no doubt about that. With just a word or a look, he made feelings well up inside her that she never felt for a guy before. And the extra money was undeniably nice…



But was it enough?



Were money and a budding interest in submission enough to justify whatever torment Nathan would inflict upon her?



She didn’t know. But at the same time, she knew too well that fear of the unknown would not stop her.



“I think,” she began, “I’d rather regret a bad decision than live with uncertainty.” She forced her gaze up and met Nathan’s cool eyes. “This is my choice.”



He considered her for a long moment until a smile curled his lips, warming his face. “A good answer. I couldn’t have put it better myself.”



Ana smiled, too, relieved that he seemed satisfied. A part of her had feared he intended to make her beg.



“And believe me—regret is the last thing I want you to feel,” Nathan said. “I want to open your eyes to the world of possibilities around you. To help you explore them all. Every one. And to mold you, of course. Until I make you all mine.” His eyes hardened. “Starting right now.”



“Wh-what?” Taken aback, Ana stared.



“I want your mouth,” Nathan said, as though it was the most natural thing in the world. He pushed back his chair. “Lose your jacket and bag and come kneel here.”



Mouth dry, Ana stared at her boss. He wasn’t joking. And the longer she hesitated, the darker his expression grew. Something told her she didn’t want to see him lose patience.



Quickly, she dropped her bag on the sofa and shrugged off her jacket. She wore a pale blue blouse underneath, thin enough that the contours of her bra were almost visible. Why had she chosen it? It wasn’t work appropriate. Had she hoped, somewhere deep inside, for something like this to happen without even realizing it?



Nathan coughed. “
Today
, Ana.”



With a squeak, she tossed her jacket and rushed to the door, intent on closing it.



“What are you doing?” Nathan’s voice cracked like a whip, halting her in her tracks.



“Shutting the door…?”



“Who told you to do that?”



Her jaw dropped. She stared at him with a pleading look in her eyes. “B-but people are about to come in! Your desk is all glass, they’ll be able to—”



“That means you’d better hurry, doesn’t it, girl?” His tone turned deadly soft. Heat flared in his eyes. “Remember,
 I
 decide what happens, when, and how. Not you.” His glare intensified. “That’s what submission means. Now
 come here
—or do I have to discipline you again?”



“No, sir!” The word left her lips instinctively as she recalled the pain of the spanking he gave her the previous week. Afterward, she hadn’t been able to sit comfortably for the rest of the day.



Leaving the door behind, she approached Nathan and dropped to her knees between his legs. He watched her, expectant and silent. With a blush, she undid his pants and tugged them down.



“Go on,” he ordered. “Pull it out and get straight to work—we’re on a schedule. But don’t make a mess or slobber too much. I need to stay presentable.” His lips twisted in a cruel smile. “After all, this is a workplace.”



Humiliated and blushing crimson, Ana grabbed his cock. Long and thick despite being only semi-hard, it felt warm and soft in her hands. She stroked it a few times before tentatively kissing the head. Nathan said nothing, so she kissed it again. Then again… Then more, trailing kisses down to his balls and bathing them with her tongue.



As she worked, his cock swelled in her hands, growing hotter and harder with each passing second. She wrapped one hand around it and stroked back and forth while sucking his balls.



Nathan made an appreciative noise and she stroked faster, heat rising inside her. Last time, she had been just a plaything for him but today she could give back. She could act rather than be acted
 on
. Even if it was all, ultimately, at his command.



She licked up his dick, all the way to the tip, and took the head in her mouth. Cheeks hollowing with effort, she sucked, head bobbing as one hand massaged his balls and the other his shaft. Salty precum flooded her tongue and she sucked even harder, swallowing more of his length. She wanted to please. She also wanted to finish this before anyone arrived. The thought of being discovered in such a position mortified her.



“You’re eager,” Nathan observed. He placed a hand on her head and rested it there, neither urging nor slowing her down. “I bet you think it’s because you’re worried someone will see. After all, you only have ten—maybe fifteen—minutes before the early birds come.”



Fear twisted inside her. That was too little time! She needed to hurry, to—



“But that’s not the case, is it?”



Nathan slid a foot up her skirt, pressing his leather shoe against her mound. As though a switch had flipped, electricity crackled through her. Nerve endings came alight. Without even thinking about it, Ana moaned and ground back against him.



He chuckled. “See? The truth is, you’re just eager. A dirty, little slut, happy to finally have a task worthy of her attention.”



Ana blushed, face burning hot. But deep inside, her core blazed even hotter. Every condescending, humiliating word Nathan uttered only made her want more. And with his foot on her pussy, she could hardly think straight.



With a deep breath, she redoubled her efforts, sucking and slurping on his cock just like the slut he claimed she was. Like a whore. Which, she supposed, was actually true. First, getting fucked by her boss to avoid being fired. Now, sucking cock for a raise. The thought filled her with shame, and shame filled her with arousal. She felt her mind growing blank. All that mattered was Nathan’s cock.



She sucked harder, forcing more of his cock in her mouth. Even when she gagged, she didn’t stop.



Nathan moaned. His cock twitched, pulsing as it grew hotter on her tongue. She knew what that meant. He was close and getting closer. Just a little more and—



His desk rattled, so loud that she jumped. Nathan chuckled and picked up his vibrating phone. “It’s important, I can’t miss this call. But don’t stop—and don’t make any noise.” He clicked a button and held the phone to his ear. “Nathan Anders—did you do what I asked, Bob?”



Ana stared at him, indignant that he would ignore her so easily. A phone call over a blowjob? What kind of man was he?



Nathan fixed her with a glare. “Suck,” he mouthed.



With a huff, she nodded and wrapped her lips around him once more. If he wanted to ignore her, all she had to do was make that impossible.



Determined, she bobbed up and down, cheeks caving from the suction as she tongued the underside of his cock. Precum leaked onto her tongue as she worked, eager for a taste of his cum. Nathan’s hand on her head urged her on, forcing her down even deeper. Deep enough that she had to struggle to avoid gagging loudly.



But no matter how hard she tried, Nathan’s voice remained even. He spoke on the phone as though nothing at all was amiss, discussing details of an upcoming meeting in a satisfied tone.



Discontent, she sucked harder, swallowing his cock down her throat and forcing it deeper until tears welled in her eyes.



Nathan groaned. “Bob? Sorry, I appreciate what you did but I’m getting a call on the other line. I’ll call you back.” He tossed his phone on the table and grabbed her hair, forcing her down faster and harder, gagging her on his length. “You dirty little slut. You want my cum that badly?”



Unable to speak, gasping and drooling, Ana nodded. She looked at him with wet eyes as he fucked her face, trying to convey just how much she wanted his cum. How she ached to taste his seed on her tongue.



Nathan growled. His cock swelled and twitched. His balls tightened in her hand a second before he erupted, blasting hot cum down her throat.



Ana choked and sputtered as she struggled to swallow it all. Not that Nathan gave her a choice. His iron grip kept her in place, ensuring there was no escape. She could choke or swallow—there was no third option.



When he finished, Nathan relaxed, leaning back in his chair with a content sigh. “Well done.” His hand brushed through her hair and caressed her cheek. A rare smile warmed her heart. “Good girl.”



“Thank you,” she whispered hoarsely.



His smile widened. “And just on time, too. People should begin arriving at any minute. Do you have any makeup with you? Your face is a mess.”



“Yes, sir. Should I go…?”



“Yes. Right now, before anyone turns up. And when you’re done, come straight here. I’ll have Sandra fill you in on the details of your new position.”



Chapter Three


H
ours later, while others were preparing to return home, Ana sat at her desk, idle and bored. It was the same spot where she’d worked for the past few months, only now she had nothing to do. Nathan didn’t have a place ready for her yet, though Sandra assured them both that it would all be arranged and set up within a matter of days.


Till then, she was on standby, hanging out at her desk until Nathan called. After the morning blowjob, he’d wanted her only one other time. Around lunch, he called her to his office and had her shut the door, then stand still while he used his fingers to toy with her, bringing her to a leg-quivering orgasm. As soon as she finished, he’d ordered her out.



The memory made her angry, but it also made her crave more. She wanted to capture and hold his attention for real, not just as a passing lark. That this was exactly what he intended made her even angrier.



The cordless office phone on her desk rang, flashing Nathan’s extension. She snatched it up straight away. “Yes, sir?”



“Very good, you remembered to say it this time.” A chuckle came from the other end of the line. “I had wondered if I’d need to
 remind
 you again.”



She gulped. “No, sir, that isn’t necessary. What can I do for you?”



“Wait for me after the day ends. I have a job for you that extends beyond office hours.”



Her skin prickled. “What… sort of job, sir?”



“All in good time. Wait for me.” The line went dead.



Ana put the phone back on its base station and squirmed. A flurry of fantasies crossed her mind, each more wicked and perverse than the last. Did Nathan want to take her home and ravish her in a place with no pesky employees or calls to distract him? Or did he have something more sinister planned…? A basement sex dungeon, perhaps? Or a room where whips covered the walls, and toys she’d only seen in pictures stood at the ready for Nathan to use on his victims?



She bit her lip, the heat in her belly growing stronger. Never in her life had she considered herself a promiscuous or adventurous person. She masturbated once a day, if even that, and usually that sufficed to keep her sex drive at a content purr. But with Nathan, all that flew out the window. Despite her orgasm earlier in the day, she felt needy and downright
 wanton
, eager to explore what her boss had in mind.



Minutes passed with agonizing slowness until, at last, five o’clock chimed. People filed out, all too eager to bid farewell to their Monday blues.



Her friend Ron stopped by her desk on his way out. “Hey, Ana—glad to see you weren’t fired, after all! Did you have a good weekend?”



“Me too,” she said, forcing a smile. Given what keeping her job had required, she wasn’t sure yet whether or not she was glad. Her feelings on the matter were in flux, too volatile for even her to decipher. She wondered what Ron would think if he knew the truth. Or maybe he already suspected? As one of the company’s oldest employees, maybe he had some idea of who Nathan Anders truly was? The thought unnerved her, so she brushed it aside with conversation. “And it wasn’t bad. Not as restful as I would have liked but I can’t complain. What about you?”



“It was great!” He smiled and leaned on her desk. “But I was wondering if you want to join me and a few work friends for drinks? It’s happy hour and I know the best bar in the city.”



Drinks at a bar sounded great. Alcohol would have been just the remedy for her frazzled nerves. But she shook her head. “I’m sorry, I still have some work I need to finish up. I’m on thin ice with the boss after last week, if you know what I mean.”



“Say no more. Work comes before play, so do what you have to do. Let’s catch up some other time.”



“Soon, definitely,” Ana assured him.



Ron smiled, said bye, and left. Ana watched him until he disappeared out of sight.



Judging by his reaction—or lack of one—it seemed he didn’t know about Nathan, after all. That was comforting. It was bad enough to suffer Sandra’s knowing glances and giggles, but it would have been hell to see the same in the eyes of her friend.



Everyone except her was long gone by the time Nathan showed up ten minutes later, looking sexy in his fitted, dark navy suit. He took her by the arm with a curt order to “follow,” and led her out of the office, down the elevator, and out to a cab waiting for them by the building’s entrance.



“We’re on a tight schedule so I called ahead,” he said as he opened the door for her. She got inside and scooted over, and he hopped in after her. “What’s your address?”



Confused, she told him.



“That’s where we’re going,” Nathan told the driver. “Make it fast and there’ll be an extra tip in it for you.”



The cabbie grinned, already pulling out on the road. “You got it, man!”



“What’s this about?” Ana asked, unable to hold back any longer. “Why are we going to my place?”



“Because I need you to change into something more suitable for the elegant dinner we’ll be attending.” His lips quirked as he took in her surprised expression. “Or, that I’ll be attending, rather. You’re just there as my arm candy and bargaining chip.”



She stared as shock and horror warred inside her.
 Bargaining chip?
 “Th-that’s too short notice—why do you need me? What are you planning?”



“Do you recall what I asked you this morning? If you were certain you wanted this… You said you were. And yet here you are second-guessing and questioning me already.” Despite his words, the look of wry amusement did not fade from his eyes. “So, are you going to prove yourself a liar, or will you behave?”



Ana hesitated only a moment. He’d told her from the start that he wanted control and she agreed knowing that. In the end, whether it was in the office or here, what did it matter? Nathan called the shots. “I’ll behave.”



“Good. But say it louder, so our driver can hear you.”



Her face heated. Louder, she said, “I’ll behave!”



Nathan smirked and the cabbie wolf whistled. Ana felt like her face might burn off.



They arrived a short while later, thanks to some quick—and extremely illegal—driving, courtesy of the cabbie.



Nathan handed the man a hundred dollar bill. “Mind waiting for us here? We won’t be long—and there’ll be another tip like this for you.”



“My pleasure!” The driver grinned widely. “And feel free to take your time, you know… If you’d like.” He cast a meaningful glance at Ana.



Laughing at her embarrassment, Nathan led her outside and she let him into her home.



It was small and cramped, but at least she had recently cleaned so it did not give off a bad first impression. Ana breathed a silent thanks for that small mercy. Nathan took it all in at a glance, then had her lead him to her bedroom and closet.



“You’ll need a dress for this,” he explained. “Something elegant but alluring, sophisticated with a touch of slutty. But not whorish—I won’t stand for that. You’re part of my team and representing my brand. I won’t settle for anything that reflects poorly on me.”



“Sir… I’m not sure I have anything like that.” What a man like Nathan considered “elegant” and what passed for it for a recently graduated, entry-level employee were two very different things. “I’m sorry, but maybe Sandra or someone else would be more suitable for this?”



Nathan considered her for a long moment, arms folded across his broad chest. Then, he shook his head. “I don’t want Sandra.” His eyes fixed on her, so focused and intent it was like he only saw her. “I want
 you
.”



Ana blushed, face scalding hot. “I might have something—somewhere—after all,” she mumbled. At least, she prayed she did.



Because the thought of disappointing Nathan was unacceptable.



Chapter Four


T
he restaurant had a smoky, boozy, old-school club vibe. Shadows danced on the walls from the dim light and all the seats were soft padded leather. Soft instrumental music played in the background as servers, dressed in impeccable suits, passed between tables and delivered dishes like works of fine art.


Ana watched them with interest, mouth watering in anticipation of each new course they brought. Everything was delicious, just like its appearance implied. She couldn’t remember the last time she had such a fancy dinner and found herself—quite unexpectedly—having
 fun
.



Even the pressure of getting eyeballed by Nathan’s two dining companions could not detract from it.



The two men were Jeremy Sadbury and Henry Fischer, bigwigs from a company Nathan hoped to do business with. Jeremy was older and broad, with graying hair and a muscular frame like a bull. Henry was lanky and tall, with dark hair and piercing eyes. Both wore spotless suits and handled themselves with the air of men used to having their way. And they spoke to Nathan almost exclusively—only bothering with her long enough to ogle her like the pretty ornament she was there to be.



She didn’t mind. Their conversation was beyond her knowledge and being ignored gave her more time to enjoy the quality food. Plus, wearing the dress Nathan picked out—a slinky black number that showed off her legs and emphasized her petite frame—even Ana had to admit she looked
 good
. The only thing that bothered her was that Nathan hadn’t allowed her a bra. He also made her wear the skimpiest, sluttiest thong underneath it. Even getting that much of a concession out of him had been a challenge.



Nathan glanced at her and smirked, as though reading her thoughts. His hand squeezed her thigh. All throughout the meal he’d kept it there, a possessive reminder of who she belonged to. As if there could be any doubt. Wearing the clothes he picked, at the restaurant he brought her to, serving as his arm candy… Everything about the evening—the whole
 day
—reminded her of what she was now.



The thought made her squirm, flush with excitement. Her thong had long since soaked through.



“Your promises are very ambitious,” Jeremy said, stroking his chin. “And your reputation precedes you. I want to believe that you could pull it off. But do you have any way to guarantee the results we’re looking for?”



“First, anyone who gives you ‘guarantees’ is a liar. You know as well as I do that, in this business, there’s no such thing.” Nathan gave a nonchalant shrug. “But what I can offer you is my expertise—and a company that runs more efficiently than any you’ve seen. I wouldn’t stake my reputation on a project unless I was certain I could deliver—and I have the track record to back it up.”



“Anecdotal evidence, only,” Henry replied. Based on what Ana had gathered, he was more of the numbers guy while Jeremy was the head honcho. “Do you have the numbers and data to support it?”



“Not on me now—but how about a live demonstration, instead?” Nathan smiled. “There are some things numbers just can’t convey.”



Henry sputtered, as though the very idea was anathema to him. “Be reasonable, Nathan! This is a multi-million dollar deal we’re discussing, we’ll need more—”



“Nathan,” Jeremy cut off his associate and leaned forward, interest clear on his face, “what sort of demonstration do you have in mind?”



“It’s quite simple; I can promise the results I do because I have the best-trained employees. Ones willing to go the extra mile, put in the hard work, and grind out any problems they find. Like Ana, here, who will do
 whatever
 it takes to accomplish her tasks. Absolutely anything. I can attest to that.”



Ana’s face turned scarlet. She stared down at her plate, stomach clenched into a knot while her nipples hardened and pussy grew even wetter. “Bargaining chip,” he had called her. Throughout the night she’d hoped it was just a jest—but now she wasn’t so sure.



“Intriguing,” Jeremy said. His eyes flicked from Nathan to Ana and slid down her form, sizing her up. “But this isn’t a live demonstration, is it? Just a boast, like anyone could make.”



Nathan smiled. His eyes glittered. “How about we change venues?”



Chapter Five


H
eart beating so rapidly it practically threatened to jump out of her chest, Ana stepped into a lavish hotel suite. Nathan’s hand on the small of her back guided her to the center of the living room.


“I had this place booked just for tonight,” he whispered in her ear. “A little failsafe, in case they were stubborn and needed extra persuading.” His palm slid down to her ass, fingers digging into the flesh hard enough to make her wince. “Be a good and obedient girl for me. Disappoint me… And you know what happens.”



She nodded, biting her lip. Disappointing Nathan was a surefire way to get punished—and something told her he would be far crueler the second time around than the first.



Jeremy and Henry took up seats on the couch, their eyes fixed on her. Slightly drunk from the restaurant, Jeremy watched her with hunger burning in his eyes. Henry was the calmer of the two. He looked curious, as though she were a puzzle he was interested in unraveling.



Nathan sat in an armchair and leaned back, one ankle crossed over his knee. “Perform for us, Ana. Show our friends how much my company has to offer.”



She blinked and stared, confused and uncertain. “What—”



“Dance for us. Strip. Put on a performance to please our guests.” His eyes flashed. A dark note entered his voice. “Don’t make me repeat myself.”



She gulped and flinched, fear and arousal spiking inside her. The expressions on the men’s faces grew hungrier.



“Come on, girlie,” Jeremy said, chuckling. “Show us a good time.”



Ana chewed her lip, frightened of what she needed to do—scared even more of what would happen if she didn’t obey. Nathan fiddled with his phone and the suite’s built-in entertainment system came to life.



A smooth, sexy beat filled the room, the tune rising and falling like a pulse. She hazarded a quick glance toward Nathan and started to sway.



She’d always liked dancing. As a young girl, her parents even had her take lessons. But with three older men staring at her like a piece of meat, all that knowledge flew out the window. She felt bashful and clumsy, her movements sluggish. No matter how she writhed or twisted her hips, she didn’t feel adequate for the job. Sandra would have looked better, she knew. Poised and busty, with a figure Ana could never rival, Sandra would have wrapped both men around her little finger already.



But no. That wasn’t right. Nathan wanted
 her
 to do this. Perhaps because Sandra was busy. Perhaps because this was a test. No matter the reason, he’d chosen her. And she knew what the penalty for failure would be.



She ran her hands up her body, caressing her curves. Even through the dress, her skin tingled wherever she touched. Ana tossed her head back and squeezed her tits together before bending forward, offering them a glimpse of her cleavage. The men stared. Jeremy licked his lips and she smiled. They were right where she wanted them.



Hips moving in time with the music, she lifted the hem of her dress, exposing more of her thighs. She pulled the dress even higher and teased them all with tantalizing peeks at her thong.



Jeremy’s pants grew tented. Henry adjusted himself, gaze now full of lust rather than curiosity. And Nathan… looked proud.



The sight made her heart soar. With a smile and a blush, she peeled her dress off, lifting it over her head and baring herself to the men. She tossed it aside and basked in their stares, body heating further. Her nipples puckered. Gooseflesh covered her skin.



“You can touch, you know,” Nathan said. “In fact—you can take whatever liberties with her you wish.”



Ana gasped. Her clit throbbed from his words.



Jeremy licked his lips. “Is that so? You’re okay with this, girlie?”



She glanced at Nathan before nodding. “Yes, I am… sir.” Nathan gave a slight cough and she blushed. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Whatever liberties you like, sir.”



Jeremy chuckled and beckoned her with a crooked finger. “Let’s see what you can do then, slut. It’s been a long time since I had a woman so young… Or so beautiful.”



She knew what he wanted before he even pointed at the floor by his feet. Ana dropped to her knees and crawled the remaining distance, sliding her hands up his thighs. “How can I serve, sir?”



“Fuck… Take out my cock. Show me what that sexy little mouth can do.”



With a whimper, Ana nodded and undid his belt and fly. Jeremy lifted his hips and she tugged his pants down, baring his cock. Already hard, it jutted into the air. Her hand wrapped around it and slowly she stroked him, watching his eyes for a reaction. When he groaned, she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.



“Oh, fuck,” Jeremy groaned. He grabbed a fistful of hair and pushed her down further. “She’s good.”



Pleased with the praise, she sucked harder, cheeks hollowing as she bobbed up and down. The couch shifted as Henry slid closer, hand already gripping his rock hard erection. She moved and grabbed it, stroking him as she sucked Jeremy.



Both men sighed with pleasure. Jeremy’s hand left her hair and she switched cocks, slurping on Henry’s while she pumped Jeremy’s shaft.



“Shit,” Henry growled. He grabbed her by the hair, hips bucking off the couch as he sought to push his whole length down her throat. “Take it. Go on, take it all.”



She gagged around him, drooling all over his balls. He didn’t care. Henry forced her head down, violating her throat almost as roughly as Nathan had done.



Jeremy watched for a while, cock pulsing against her palm, before standing to move behind her. With a single yank, he tore her thong off, then lined up his cock and rubbed it along her slit.



“So wet… You said I can do anything, right?” he asked—speaking to Nathan, not her.



Nathan paused for only a second. “Her ass is off limits and you can’t cum in her. But otherwise… Yes. All yours to use as you like.”



Ana shuddered, pussy dripping. More than the cock in her mouth, more than the one nudging her folds, more than even the whole perverse situation, it turned her on how easily Nathan assumed control of her body. How extensive his grasp on her was.



With a chuckle, Jeremy grabbed hold of her hips. She tensed, drippy with anticipation, and moaned as he pushed inside. His cock split her open, forcing itself deeper, inch after inch.



Ana quivered and cried out, back arching with pleasure as he bottomed out. Henry took the opportunity to shove his cock down her throat. She gagged, choking, pleasure turning to fear as she struggled to breathe. But the men didn’t care. To them, she was only a toy. A whore already bought and paid for. One they would use until they got their full money’s worth.



Heedless of her thoughts and feelings, Jeremy gripped her tighter and started to thrust. Henry pumped her mouth up and down on his cock. Trapped between them like a pig on a spit, she was helpless, no more than a doll. Just a fucktoy with wet, aching holes designed to be plugged with their cocks.



Jeremy smacked her ass, palm leaving a stinging mark on her rear. Another one followed as he grunted and slammed deeper inside her. “Good… fucking… whore…”



“Yes, she is.” Nathan chuckled. “I trained her myself. And I’m sure you’ve noticed how wet she is. How much she enjoys it. She’s loving this even more than you.”



Laughing, Jeremy slapped her ass again. “You’re right. This slut is dripping all over my cock. I can’t remember ever having a wetter pussy than this.”



Ana would have blushed if her face wasn’t already red from exertion and choking. She would have protested, if not for the cock using her throat like a cunt. Instead, she just moaned, her core throbbing and pussy heating more with each passing second. The squelching sounds of her cunt filled the room, along with the rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh and the men’s pleasured moans.



“Fuck,” Henry growled through gritted teeth. His fingers tightened in her hair as he face fucked her even harder. “Oh fuck!”



His cock swelled a moment before the first spurt of hot cum blasted into her mouth. Ana choked, struggling to swallow as more waves flooded her mouth. She got most but some dribbled out past her lips, dripping down her chin and onto the couch.



Henry fell back, exhausted and spent. His cock slipped from her mouth. But Jeremy still wasn’t done. He grabbed a handful of hair and shoved her face to the floor. With her ass up in the air, he pounded her, strokes turning more savage the closer he got to orgasm.



A stream of whimpers and moans escaped Ana’s lips. Each thrust stretched her painfully wide. All the same, her pussy dripped. Her core melted and burned. She hovered on the edge of an orgasm, teetering right on the brink.



Jeremy released her hair and smacked her ass, hard enough that she let out a scream. He chuckled and wrapped a hand under her to play with her clit.



That was just the extra stimulation she needed. With a wail, Ana came all over his cock. She quivered and shuddered, weeping as pleasure raced through her. Spasms racked her body and her cunt convulsed, again and again, massaging Jeremy’s cock.



With a groan, he pulled out and hauled her around. Dazed from the orgasm, she barely had time to open her mouth before he exploded, covering her face with ropes of thick cum.



Ana blinked rapidly, breathing hard, face sticky and wet. Her pussy and throat ached. She felt dirty and used, like a cheap whore. And yet, deep inside, a part of her hoped Nathan was pleased. If he was, everything would be worth it.



“Clean it up,” Jeremy ordered as he squeezed the last drops from his cock. “Swallow it all.”



A shudder coursed through her. Without a word, she scooped his cum with her fingers and sucked them clean, one by one.



“Wow… Good girl.” Jeremy let out a chuckle and gave his head a shake. “That… Sure was something. Been a while since I had a negotiation like this.”



Nathan laughed. “My company aims to please.”



“Then consider this a success.”



Ana smacked her lips together, remaining on her knees as the men got their clothes. Naked, with two loads of cum in her belly and smeared cum still caked on her face, she felt like a true whore. Like a discarded toy, forgotten by the now sated men. Only Nathan’s hot eyes reminded her that she was still far from done.



“We’ll talk to our people,” Jeremy said once dressed. “Should be no trouble to push the deal through. Especially if doing business with you is always so
 satisfactory
.”



All three chuckled. Jeremy and Henry gathered the rest of their things and Nathan saw them out, speaking in hushed tones about further meetings and paperwork all the way to the door.



Once they left, he rounded on her.



Chapter Six


N
athan crossed the room with several quick strides. Ana had time to squeak before he grabbed her hair and hauled her to her feet. His other hand wrapped around her neck, squeezing hard enough to make her lightheaded.


“That was a hell of a show you put on,” he whispered in her ear. “Such a sexy and obedient toy I own… Is that what you are? Answer me.”



Unable to speak, she only nodded, eyes bulging.



Nathan smiled and loosened his grip. His lips brushed her forehead. “Good girl. You made me proud.”



“Thank you, sir,” she mumbled, gasping for breath but glowing inside from the praise.



“You made me horny, too. Too horny to wait.”



He released her throat and dragged her by the hair, out of the living room and into an expansive bedroom. With a hard shove, she went tumbling face-first onto the bed.



Leather scraped against leather as Nathan pulled his belt free. A moment later, he wrapped it around her neck and tugged on it as a leash. He slapped her cunt, drawing a cry from her lips which turned to a moan as he pushed two fingers inside.



“You’re soaked. Did you enjoy being used by those guys that much?”



She whimpered, writhing on the bed. “N-no… Well, yes. But it was because of you. Because you made me do it.” She bit her lip, moaning more as his fingers pressed on her g-spot. “I liked you watching me! Wanted to please you.”



“You did.” Nathan’s fingers plunged deeper, fingering her hard and fast.



“
Sir
!” she cried, hands clutching the bedspread.



With a chuckle, Nathan pulled his fingers free. Clothes rustled. She turned her head and watched as he stripped, mouth watering in anticipation.



“You want this?” he asked as he cast aside his pants and bared his thick, heavy cock. It thrust out from his body like a weapon—one poised to impale her.



“Yes, sir, so much.” She licked her lips, staring at it with hunger. “So
 fucking
 much.”



“Yeah?” He smacked her ass and chuckled as he rubbed his dick on her slit, soaking it with her juices. “Since you want it so bad, I won’t make you wait. I don’t want to wait tonight, anyway. It’s time I remind you who owns you.”



No such reminder was necessary. She knew the truth all too well, especially after he just pimped her out for a business deal. But she said nothing. She wanted him to reclaim her, to prove to them both that he was in charge. All day long, ever since she submitted to him this morning, she’d craved his cock.



Slowly, he pushed inside her, filling her inch by inch. Ana groaned, pussy clamping around him. Bigger than Jeremy’s, Nathan’s cock stretched her
 just
 right, straddling the line between pleasure and pain.



Nathan grabbed the makeshift leash and tugged on it, forcing her head back. The fingers of his other hand dug into her hip as he started to fuck her with slow, even strokes.



Pleasure rose inside Ana. Her skin tingled. Core throbbed. Her clit pulsed with every beat of her heart. Nathan’s cock filled and stretched her, claiming her as his own and she loved every second.



“My dirty, little slut.” He dropped the belt and spat on her asshole before pressing his thumb against her rear hole.



Ana winced and squirmed, panic rising inside her. She’d never taken anything back there before. “S-sir, please—”



“Are you mine?”



She froze. “I am.”



“Mine to use however I like?” His thumb circled her asshole, exerting soft but steady pressure that made her tingle and ache deep inside. “That’s what we agreed to, isn’t it? You give your obedience and I give you everything you’ve wanted. Pleasure. Pain. Control. Money. All the things you desired but couldn’t have on your own.”



“Yes, sir,” she whimpered, her voice scarcely a whimper.



“That’s a good girl.” Nathan leaned forward, body draping over hers, and planted a kiss on her shoulder before biting there, hard enough that she yelped. “
My
 good girl.”



She smiled, brimming with pride. When Nathan straightened and pushed his thumb against her ass again, she didn’t protest. She relaxed her muscles and accepted him inside her, taking it like the good girl she craved to be.



His finger popped past her sphincter and she groaned, hands clutching the bedspread so tight her knuckles turned white. Pain mixed with pleasure in a heady cocktail that made her head spin.



With a grunt, Nathan picked up speed, fucking her harder and faster. His thumb moved in counterpoint with each stroke, keeping her filled at all times. The combination drove her mad, whimpering and mewling as she clawed at the bed, back arching for more—offering herself for him to ravage.



Nathan chuckled. His fingers dug into her flesh. Each thrust bottomed out inside her, pushing her whole body forward as though he wanted to pound Ana into the bed.



She panted for air, chest heaving, body on fire within and without. “S-sir!”



“Don’t talk,” he said through gritted teeth. His thumb plunged deeper inside, violating her virgin hole. “Just take it. Like a good little slut.”



Ana whimpered and nodded, dropping her face to the bed. She writhed under him, humping her clit against the covers. Tingles coursed through her body in a continuous stream. Pleasure she never imagined bloomed in her core. Every movement made new nerve endings ignite deep inside her.



Nathan’s thumb pulled free and she whimpered, both relieved and missing its presence already. But all thought fled when he grabbed her hips with both hands and began to pound her in truth. Each thrust rammed deep inside her, bottoming out in her cunt. Pain set her teeth on edge. Tears welled in her eyes. And pleasure, mind-numbing and overwhelming, blossomed inside her.



A scream tore from Ana’s throat as she came, her world exploding in ecstasy. She arched, quivering, taut as a string as waves of pleasure crashed into her and coursed through her, rocking her like a ship in a storm. Her cunt spasmed wildly, milking Nathan’s cock. Groaning, breath labored, he pounded her until he exploded, too, blasting his cum deep in her cunt.



Spent, he collapsed on top of her, pinning her with his weight as she trembled.



“Fuck,” he said, right in her ear. “I really needed that.”



She smiled, knowing she’d pleased him. “I’m glad.”



Nathan rolled over, cock slipping free of her cunt. He patted her ass. “Stay there.”



Ana nodded, content to wait as he did whatever he had in mind next. She heard a door open and water turn on in the bathroom. When Nathan returned, he scooped her into his arms.



“Wh-what’s going on?” she asked in surprise.



“Nothing much.” Nathan grinned, carrying her without breaking a sweat. “Just that my toy got dirty. Some mean men used her hard. So I’ll clean her up.”



She squeaked, blushing as he lowered her into the tub. No one had treated her in this manner before. Like a prized possession to be used hard, then coddled. It felt…nice.



The warm water lapped against her skin as the tub filled and she sighed in contentment. “Thank you.”



“No need. It’s only your first day, but I used you hard. Consider this is your just reward.”



“Well, thank you anyway.”



Nathan smiled. “I’m glad you took my deal.”



“Me too, sir.”



Epilogue


S
everal months later, Ana sat at her new desk, just outside Nathan’s office, waiting for the work day to end. She and Nathan had a date—of sorts—planned. A play
 date.


Just the thought made her tingle with anticipation. While he didn’t have a home dungeon with a vast array of toys as in her fantasies, the reality was not far behind. She’d only been to his house once before and it remained the best night of her life.



Ron stopped by her desk on the way out. The man grinned. “Big plans tonight?”



“Wh-
what
?” she asked, gaping.



He laughed. “Your face—you just looked really happy about something.”



“Oh.” Her cheeks colored. “Sorry, I didn’t realize I was that obvious. Yeah, I actually have a… date.”



“Good for you!” Ron’s smile widened. “You always looked a bit down before, if you ask me. It’s good to see you like this. What’s the secret for the rest of us?”



“To getting a date?”



“No!” He laughed. “To happiness.”



Ana shrugged. “I don’t know about others… But for me, it was just a matter of finding what I was really looking for, you know?”



Before Ron could reply, her office phone rang. The speaker came to life with Nathan’s voice. “Ana, my office—
now
.”



She smiled apologetically at Ron. “Sorry, duty calls.”



“I see that! Right at the end of the day, too. The boss can be a real slave driver.”



Ana giggled as she stood. “Tell me about it.”



Ron waved goodbye and headed for the elevator. Ana watched him leave before turning to Nathan’s office, heart already aflutter as she imagined what awaited her on the door’s other side.



With a happy smile, she headed inside to find out.


The End



Thank you for reading!



I truly hope you enjoyed this story! It was a pleasure to write, and there are many more where this came from. Expect them in the coming weeks and months!



If you have the time, please consider leaving a quick review on Amazon to assist future readers and let me know what you liked, didn't like, and want to see more of.



If you'd like to be informed about future releases and upcoming projects, please
 
join my mailing list!




No spam,
 ever
, and your information will not be shared with any third-parties.
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Also By Mia Sinclair


If you enjoyed the
 Taboo Liaisons Duology
, consider checking out the following sexy, filthy tales of taboo passion, humiliation, and BDSM!
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Painful Pleasures Trilogy: BDSM Humiliation Rough Ménage.
 Complete trilogy telling the tale of the young and beautiful stripper, Marissa. Desperate for cash, she follows a shady lead that drags her on a journey deep into the world of pain, submission, and pleasures she never imagined centered around an underground club and its elite, perverse clientele.
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Her Lord & Master Trilogy: Historical Erotic BDSM Humiliation.
 Complete trilogy tale of a young woman, desperate for money to support her poor family, who discovers that the noble manor she interviews for is much more than it seems. Humiliated at every turn, she discovers the meaning of forbidden desire and submission.
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Playing Their Game: BDSM Humiliation Public Sadism.
 Eager to impress the guy she likes, young coed Ashley gets in way over her head playing a sexy game of Truth or Dare with a small group of friends. Shameful confessions and kinky dares abound as she learns just how far she’s willing to go—and how much she enjoys it.
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Paying Her Share: A Slavegirl BDSM Story.
 A sexy young woman down on her luck and behind on bills gets an offer she can't refuse from her roommate. Hand over control and become totally his, and he'll pay her share of the rent. What begins as a simple business transaction turns out to be so much more.
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Making the Cut: BDSM Humiliation Rough Ménage.
 To become a member of an exclusive sorority, a young coed must undergo a hazing far more devious than she ever imagined. The things they require are humiliating and depraved… And turn her on more than she ever imagined.

Or simply check out all Mia Sinclair’s works by visiting her Amazon Store page.
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