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Chapter One

The glass façade of the South Bank office shimmered in the mid-morning light, the Thames glinting just beyond. From her desk, Rebecca Owing could see the city skyline reflected in the windows opposite, all steel and glass rising into the pale London sky. The building, with its landscaped garden and smooth, automated doors, was modern and flawless. Inside, however, Rebecca sat quietly at her desk, her fingers resting lightly on the keyboard, her thoughts far from the neat lines of legal text before her.

She shifted in her chair, brushing a strand of dark hair behind her ear. At twenty-two, she still felt out of place in this world of sharp suits and crisp voices. Her hazel eyes, too wide and too soft, flicked toward the office door at the end of the corridor — the door of Jonathan Hayward, senior partner, her employer, and the man who held her contract.

The thought of that document, written by her own hand, signed in her own neat script, made her stomach twist. It sat locked away in Hayward’s desk drawer, binding her more securely than any chain. Every word had been chosen carefully, granting him authority over her body, her pleasure, her pain. The memory sent a faint heat to her cheeks.

The sound of footsteps broke her reverie. Jennifer Robinson, composed as ever, glided past, her heels silent on the carpet. She gave Rebecca a brief nod before disappearing into Hayward’s office, closing the door softly behind her. Rebecca envied Jennifer’s effortless confidence, her polished beauty, the way she belonged so naturally in this clean, controlled world.

Rebecca bent back over her screen, trying to focus. But she couldn’t ignore the unease in her chest, nor the subtle awareness of Frank Harlan hovering too close in the next row of desks. She sensed his eyes on her even before he shuffled across the carpet, his tired face creased into something like a smile.

“You look busy,” he muttered, leaning too far over her desk. His fingers brushed the back of her chair, lingering.

Rebecca kept her eyes fixed on the document. “Just finishing this file.”

Frank gave a low chuckle, his belly pressing against the desk edge. “You work too hard.”

Before Rebecca could respond, a voice cut sharply across the office.

“Miss Owing.”

It was Hayward. Deep, steady, impossible to ignore.

Rebecca froze, her heart quickening. Slowly, she looked up. The door to his office stood open, his tall figure framed in the glass and steel light of the city beyond. His blue eyes were fixed directly on her.

“Bring your notebook,” he said simply.

Rebecca rose, smoothing her skirt with trembling hands. Harlan, still next her took this opportunity to paw her round ass before she turned to walk away. Around her, the office carried on, the clatter of keyboards, the shuffle of papers, but for her, everything else fell away. Each step toward his door felt heavier than the last, her pulse loud in her ears.

As she entered his office, the door clicked shut behind her, muting the outside world. The room was sleek and orderly, the floor-to-ceiling windows opening to a view of the river below. Hayward stood by his desk, his posture straight, his expression unreadable.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the chair opposite.

Rebecca obeyed, lowering herself into the leather seat, her notebook clutched tightly in her lap. She dared a glance at him — at the sharp lines of his suit, the silver in his hair, the piercing intelligence of his gaze.

He didn’t smile. He didn’t need to.

“You’ve done well,” he said at last, his voice low, deliberate. “But you know as well as I do, contracts aren’t just about words. They require enforcement.”

Rebecca swallowed, her breath catching. She knew what was coming. And as always, part of her dreaded it… and part of her couldn’t help but want it.

As Rebecca sat in Hayward’s office, notebook resting in her lap, she kept her eyes lowered, afraid to meet his piercing gaze too long. The memory of her contract loomed heavy, the words she herself had typed binding her in ways no law could undo.

“You’ve done well,” Hayward said evenly, “but you need reminders of your place.”

Rebecca nodded faintly, her cheeks hot. She didn’t ask what he meant. She never asked.

Hayward studied her a moment longer, then added, “You enjoyed the attention from the young office boy, Jaden?”

Her stomach turned. Of course she’d remembered him, how could she not. The memory burning as vividly as if it had been yesterday. She had already been given to two important clients, her body sprawled across Hayward’s desk while Jennifer Robinson stood nearby, impassive and watchful. When the door opened and Jaden stepped inside, the young office boy with his confident smile and athletic frame, Hayward had not hesitated.

Mr. Hayward has asked if the boy would like sloppy seconds; “You can have either hole to pleasure yourself.”

Jaden had needed no second invitation. Rebecca, humiliated and already used, had been taken again under the cool gaze of both Hayward and Jennifer. What struck her most, what haunted her still, was the ease with which Jaden had handled her, the youthful strength in his movements, the certainty of his touch. For the first time, she had felt herself unravel under someone so much younger, someone she should have outranked.

By the time it was over, she had been left trembling, overwhelmed by exhaustion, her shame deepened by the knowledge that she had surrendered to him as completely as she had to Hayward’s powerful clients.

Seeing the young woman’s embarassment, rembering her humilations being used by three different men in one session of sex, Hayward; “I see you remember, I think he will make the perfect partner for you to be displayed with, his thick long black cock taking your different holes.”


Chapter Two

Hayward stood behind his desk, sharp in his dark suit, his blue eyes sweeping over her figure. “You’re needed later this morning,” he said. “A conference with two of our junior lawyers and a visiting partner. You’ll take notes.”

Rebecca nodded quietly, clutching her notebook.

His gaze lingered on her chest. “Remove it.”

Her breath caught. She unbuttoned her blouse and slipped the bra straps from her shoulders, folding the garment neatly and placing it on his desk. His lips curved faintly, though not in a smile. Now her full large breasts were nude. She could feel her nipples harden both from, the cool air-conditioned air but also from his gaze and her arousal.

“You know what comes next. Present.”

Rebecca froze for a heartbeat, then obeyed. She stripped silently — skirt, blouse, panties — until she was bare in the cool office light. The floor-to-ceiling windows caught her reflection, pale and vulnerable against the skyline of London. She wondered if anybody could see across in the other tower block short distance away. Was her nudity on show to the wider world. Her humiliation.

She lowered herself to the carpet, spreading her knees wide, arching her back, hands locked behind her head. Her breasts thrust forward, her pussy fully exposed, everything on display exactly as he had taught her.

Hayward stepped closer, circling her slowly. His hand brushed her shoulder, his voice low and measured. “Good posture. You’ve learned. For this, your punishment will be lighter than it might have been.”

Relief and humiliation tangled in her chest.

“Up,” he commanded.

She rose, and he took his seat in the leather chair, gesturing firmly. “Over my knee.”

Rebecca obeyed, stretching herself across his lap, her bare skin tingling with anticipation.  She felt utterly exposed; her bare curves lifted over his lap. His hand stroked slowly across the roundness of her backside before giving a sharp slap to the inside of her thighs, wordlessly commanding her to spread herself wider. The posture left her completely open to his gaze, her heavy breasts hanging freely beneath her as she flushed with shame.

His hand descended sharply, the sound cracking through the office. She gasped, gripping the chair leg. Again, harder, a stinging rhythm that lit fire across her flesh. Yet compared to what she had endured before, it was mercifully restrained, each strike measured. By the time he stopped, her backside throbbed, glowing with heat, but she could still breathe.

“Back to Present,” he ordered.

Her cheeks burned as she knelt again, spreading her knees wide, her chest pushed out, hands locked behind her head. The sting of his spanking made the posture ache, her skin alive with every shift.

Hayward unbuckled his belt with deliberate slowness, the metallic click loud in the silence. He drew down his zip, his arousal heavy in his hand as he stepped before her.

“Open,” he said.

Rebecca obeyed, her mouth parting as he pushed his thick hard cock between her lips. Her hands remained behind her head as commanded, her body helpless, exposed, her throat working to please him as he demanded. He held her steady, controlling her rhythm until his breathing deepened, his climax spilling across her tongue, filling her hot mouth with his spunk. She swallowed obediently, her cheeks flushed, her eyes lowered in submission. There was always too much, some spilled out around his thick cock and dribbled onto he chin.

Hayward adjusted himself, fastening his belt once more. He turned looked at the naked obedient beautiful woman still kneeling ‘Present’ posture, still her hands behind her head. He could see the dribble of his spunk on her chin, fuck, she is so beautiful, perfect, he thought. “Dress,” he commanded curtly. “Not the bra. That stays here.”

Rebecca stood, trembling as she pulled her skirt back over her sore flesh, her blouse clinging to her breasts without the support beneath. His eyes followed her every movement, lingering on the sway of her hips and the curves he had just marked with his hand. He drank in the sight of her full breasts, the flat plane of her stomach, and the heart-shaped roundness of her ass as she slowly dressed again. In front of him. When at last she fastened the buttons of her white blouse, the thin fabric did little to hide the outline of her breasts, her nipples pressing boldly against the material.

Hayward settled back into his chair, his eyes sharp and unreadable. “Now go and prepare. When you serve coffee in the meeting, you’ll feel the sting of my hand with every movement. And you’ll remember the taste of me in your mouth as you take their notes.”

Rebecca lowered her gaze. “Yes, sir.”

And with that, she left his office, every step a reminder of her submission, the morning sun glinting off the glass walls as if the whole city watched.


Chapter Three

Rebecca walked carefully back to her desk, every step a reminder of the sting still burning across her reddened backside. Her pencil skirt clung to her curves, pressing against the tender heat of her flesh, while the thin white blouse shifted lightly over her breasts, unprotected without the bra Hayward had taken from her. The taste of him lingered faintly on her lips, a constant, humiliating reminder of her obedience. She tried to steady her hands as she arranged her notebook, but she knew she was about to be called into the conference room, and with every movement, she would carry the marks of his discipline and the evidence of his use.

She carried her notebook into the large conference room, where the floor-to-ceiling windows looked down on the Thames. Already seated were an older junior partner, flipping through a file, and opposite him Daniel Marks and Ethan Clarke, both leaning back in their chairs. Their confident eyes turned immediately toward Rebecca as she entered. Flushing, she slid into the empty chair at the side of the table, the tender sting of her freshly spanked bottom flaring as the tight skirt stretched beneath her. Her sheer white blouse clung to her without the protection of a bra, the darkness of her nipples faintly visible beneath, and she could feel Daniel’s gaze, then Ethan’s, lingering longer than they should. They knew. They could see what she was — dressed like this, she wasn’t a paralegal at all, only Hayward’s plaything, paraded for their eyes.

The door opened, and Jonathan Hayward entered, his presence as commanding as ever. He took his place at the head of the table, surveying them all before speaking. “Ah, Miss Owing. Be ready to keep record.”

When Hayward asked her to serve coffee, she rose and walked carefully to the sideboard, every step making her hyper-aware of her swaying hips and the soft fabric stretched over her curves. The silence in the room told her the men were watching. She could feel it like a heat against her skin.

As she bent slightly to place a cup in front of Hayward, his hand moved casually, deliberately, to squeeze the fullness of her ass. His voice, smooth but edged with amusement, broke the silence:

“Gentlemen,” he said without hesitation, “you see what discipline achieves. A figure like this must be maintained and appreciated.”

Rebecca froze, her face hot, her pen trembling in her hand. She didn’t dare look up. She heard the faint chuckle of Daniel, the low hum of Ethan’s voice, but she couldn’t bring herself to meet their eyes.

“Carry on, Miss Owing,” Hayward said firmly, dismissing her hesitation as though nothing had happened.

Rebecca sat down again, her cheeks burning, her pen scratching across the page as if nothing was amiss. But she knew, from the silence, from the stolen glances, from the hungry weight of their eyes, that something had changed.

The conference would continue, but she understood Hayward’s lesson: she was no longer invisible.

Each word spoken around the polished table blurred into background noise as Rebecca kept her head bowed, pretending to concentrate on her notes. She could feel the sting of her spanking each time she shifted in her chair, the tight skirt pressing against her tender flesh. Her blouse clung to her breasts, every breath reminding her of the absence of her bra, and she knew the men’s eyes had noticed.

Daniel leaned back casually in his chair, speaking confidently about figures in a contract, though his gaze flickered far too often toward her chest. Ethan, quieter but no less intent, studied her with a subtle intensity that made her skin prickle. Both men were young, successful, handsome — and she could feel their attention wrapping around her like a net.

When Hayward asked for more coffee, she rose on shaky legs, the scrape of her chair loud in the silence. Walking to the sideboard, she was painfully aware of how the skirt hugged her backside, the sore flesh beneath burning at each step. Pouring the coffee, her hands trembled slightly, the liquid threatening to spill as she balanced the tray.

As Rebecca leaned forward to place the cup in front of him, Hayward’s hand rose, cupping her breast firmly through the thin blouse. “Full breasts like these,” he remarked smoothly, “are a sight to enjoy.”

Her breath caught, heat rushing to her face. She stood frozen, her hands trembling as she steadied the tray.

“Take off your blouse, slut,” Hayward said evenly, as though giving the simplest instruction. “You can let any of us here have a feel, if they choose.”

Rebecca’s pulse thundered in her ears. Slowly, she set down the tray, unfastened each button with shaking fingers, and slipped the blouse from her shoulders. The cool air of the conference room brushed against her bare skin, her breasts exposed to every gaze at the table.

“Carry on,” Hayward said.

She lifted the tray again and moved around the table, serving coffee while each man took his opportunity. Daniel’s hand lingered, warm and deliberate against her softness. The older partner gave a perfunctory squeeze, his expression unreadable.

Then Ethan reached up, his green eyes locked on hers as his fingers closed around her nipple. He rolled it slowly between his thumb and forefinger, then gave a gentle twist and pull. Rebecca gasped, her lips parting before she could stop herself.

The sharp pull of his fingers sent a jolt through her, and to her horror she felt her body respond. Heat spread low in her belly, and she knew she was already slick with arousal, her shame feeding the very ache she longed to hide.

A low chuckle rumbled from Hayward. “Well done,” he said approvingly, his voice rich with satisfaction.

Rebecca’s cheeks burned as she withdrew, the tray shaking faintly in her hands. She felt the heat of every stare, every touch, every humiliation etched deeper into her skin.

The older partner gave a low chuckle, while Daniel smirked openly. Ethan said nothing, though his green eyes followed her every movement as she withdrew her hand and returned to her chair, her face hot with humiliation.

Beneath the table, she shifted in her chair, and the movement only reminded her of how wet she had become. The humiliation of sitting bare-breasted before them burned her cheeks, yet the shame twisted with a heat between her thighs she could not deny.

Rebecca bent back over her notebook, pen moving stiffly across the page though she could barely concentrate. She felt the sting of Hayward’s hand both on her body and in her mind, the reminder that she was his to show, his to use, his to humiliate at will: his to give.

For the rest of the meeting, she wrote as though every word mattered, though the meeting all she could feel was the weight of their stares and the ache of her sore flesh beneath her skirt, the heat and wetness at her core.


Chapter Four

As the meeting drew to a close and the men gathered their papers, Rebecca kept her eyes down, her breasts still bare, her cheeks flushed. Only then did she dare to shift in her chair, and the dampness between her thighs betrayed her. The sting of her spanking and the weight of their stares had left her aching with a wet, shameful arousal she could not hide from herself.

As the meeting began to wind down, Hayward’s voice cut across the scrape of chairs.

“Rebecca. Come here.”

Her heart thudded as she stepped to the head of the table, blouse still off, her large breasts swaying with each step, notebook clutched against her.

“Raise your skirt,” he commanded.

Her hands shook as she obeyed, lifting the fabric slowly to reveal the tiniest scrap of lace stretched across her hips. Hayward’s eyes narrowed with satisfaction.

“Bend over,” he said, tapping the polished surface of the conference table.

Rebecca’s cheeks burned as she leaned forward, the cool wood against her palms, her ass high, her shame complete. A sharp slap to her thighs made her flinch, and she understood — she spread herself, trembling. Her large, full breasts pressed against the hard surface of the table, the firm wood flattening her soft flesh as she held her position, the humiliating contrast making her burn even hotter with shame. Even wetter.

Hayward’s fingers traced deliberately over the thin fabric, pulling it to one side, he slid a thick finger into her little wet sex hole. Rebecca’s breath caught, her whole body jolting at his touch. A slick heat betrayed her, impossible to deny.

He withdrew, holding his fingers aloft for the room to see. “Look,” he said, his voice smooth, almost amused. “Even humiliated like this, she can’t help herself. She’s wet from being on display for you.”

A ripple of silence followed, heavy and suffocating, before Hayward leaned back and gestured toward the door. “Gentlemen, as you leave, you may check for yourselves just how wet my little slut is.”

Rebecca’s pulse hammered, shame burning through her as she remained bent over, skirt raised, waiting for what would come.

One by one, as the conference broke, each man paused before leaving. Daniel was the first, his smirk widening as he slid his hand between her thighs, his finger pressing deliberately into her slickness. “Soaked,” he murmured with a laugh, withdrawing and licking the taste from his fingertip before strolling out.

Ethan lingered longer, his green eyes sharp as he pushed a finger inside her with slow precision, as though testing her discipline. He said nothing, but the faint curl of his mouth as he withdrew made her stomach twist with humiliation.

The older partner followed, his touch brisk and businesslike, almost clinical, as he checked her wetness for himself before leaving without a word.

Last came Hayward, his presence close and commanding. His fingers sank firmly into her, deeper than the others, before he raised them to show the room. “My slut gets wetter the more she’s shamed,” he said smoothly, before letting her skirt fall back into place.

The door clicked softly as the others left, their footsteps fading down the corridor. Rebecca stayed bent over the polished table, her blouse still discarded, her breasts pressed firmly against the wood, her skirt bunched high around her waist. She didn’t dare move.

Behind her came the sound she knew so well: the metallic rasp of a belt unbuckled, the slow slide of a zip. Her breath caught.

Hayward’s presence loomed close, his hand pressing against the small of her back, pinning her into position. Then she felt him, hard, deliberate, as he entered her from behind. A gasp tore from her lips, her hands clenching into fists against the table. She felt her thick cock stretch and fill her.

His rhythm was steady, controlled, each movement a reminder that she was his to take, his to use. The sting from her earlier spanking mingled with the heat of his possession, each thrust driving her deeper into surrender. Shame and arousal twisted together until her body betrayed her, trembling violently as release flooded through her. She bit down on her lip to muffle her cry, her face hot against the wood, the orgasm intense from the humiliation.

Hayward did not falter. He drove into her with unwavering authority until at last his pace broke, a low growl escaping him as he came hard, holding himself deep inside her. He gripped her hips tightly, pumping his spunk deep inside of her, his control absolute even in the moment of his surrender.

For a long moment there was only the sound of their breathing, harsh and uneven, still having a firm grip of Rebecca’s full round hips, he pulled her ass cheeks wide apart, getting the delicious view of his fat if softening cock stretching out her little pussy. Then he slowly pulled his cock out with a loud squelching plop and watched as his spunk streamed out of the gaping little hole and ran down her thighs.

Hayward then adjusted his clothes with calm precision, while Rebecca remained prostrate, trembling, her skin damp with sweat and her body still quivering from her climax and still fully on show.

“Good slut,” he said softly, his hand brushing her sore flesh once more. “Now put yourself back together. There will be more to come. But don’t clean up, I want you back at your desk feeling my spunk oozing out of you for the rest of the afternoon.”


Chapter Five

Rebecca dressed again in silence, her blouse clinging to her still-bare breasts, her skirt tight across the heat of her freshly spanked backside. Hayward watched her without a word, his expression calm, as though the events of the past hour had been nothing more than business.

When she reached for her chair, he stopped her with a single command. “Your panties stay on.”

She froze, confused. He stepped closer, his voice low, smooth, merciless. “You’ll wear them for the rest of the day. Every moment at your desk, every time you walk the corridor, every time you bend for a file — you’ll feel what I’ve left in you. And when you leave this office tonight, I’ll inspect you to see if you’ve obeyed.”

Rebecca’s stomach tightened, her cheeks flushing. She smoothed her skirt back into place, the damp fabric clinging to her in a way that made her want to squirm. She could already feel the heat between her thighs, the humiliating wetness soaking through the delicate lace.

The rest of the office carried on as usual — the hum of keyboards, the shuffle of papers, the ring of phones. No one knew, no one guessed, but Rebecca walked through it all with the constant reminder beneath her clothes. Each step, each shift in her chair at her desk, pressed the sticky dampness against her. Every time she reached for a file or bent slightly forward, she was certain that someone would smell her shame, see it somehow, know what she carried.

By mid-afternoon, the secret was unbearable. Her panties clung to her, heavy and damp, each movement rubbing her raw with memory. And yet, beneath the humiliation, her body betrayed her — the shame made her ache all the more.

She typed steadily, answered phones, and met colleagues’ eyes as though nothing was wrong, all while knowing she was soaked, marked, claimed.

The summons came at last, Hayward’s voice carrying from his office. Rebecca stepped inside, her heart hammering, the scent of paper and polished wood mixing with the faint, shameful musk that clung to her all day. Jennifer was already there, seated gracefully in one of the visitor chairs, her legs crossed, her expression composed and faintly amused.

“Lift your skirt,” Hayward said.

Rebecca obeyed, trembling as she raised the fabric to reveal the skimpy lace beneath — the once-delicate black now darkened, clinging damply to her. She could smell it herself, the soiled reminder of how he had used her that morning, her own arousal mingled with the evidence of his climax, carried against her skin for hours.

Hayward rose from behind his desk and came to stand over her. His hand slid into her hair, gripping hard, tilting her face up toward him. With his other hand, he pressed against the sodden fabric of her panties, his fingers finding the mess and pressing it cruelly into her.

“You’ve worn them all day,” he murmured, his deep voice curling around her shame. “Soaked through with me. Every step you took, every time you sat at your desk — you carried my filth. Didn’t you?”

Rebecca whimpered, unable to answer. His grip in her hair tightened, pulling her head back sharply.

“Answer me.”

“Yes, sir,” she gasped.

Hayward’s fingers pressed harder, sliding the lace aside just long enough to push between her folds, to show how wet and sticky she had become. He withdrew them slowly, deliberately, then held his glistening fingers aloft. “Look at her,” he said to Jennifer. “All day she’s kept my seed in her. And still she’s dripping for me.”

Jennifer’s eyes flicked coolly over Rebecca’s exposed body, her lips curving into the faintest of smiles. “She’s obedient,” she said softly, her tone edged with mockery. “And messy. Very messy.”

Rebecca closed her eyes in shame, her cheeks blazing as Hayward finally released her hair, the humiliation of the inspection seared into her body and mind.

Hayward places his fingers to her lips, “Clean,” And she does, much as she would clean his cock, she licks and slurps thee mess for his fingers.

Hayward’s grip loosened, his fingers sliding from her hair. He stepped back; his eyes still fixed on her.

“Take them off,” he ordered.

Rebecca’s breath caught. Her hands trembled as she hooked her thumbs under the lace, peeling the sodden fabric down her thighs. The dampness clung to her skin, making the act slower, more degrading. She stepped carefully out of them, holding the ruined panties in her hand, the smell unmistakable in the quiet room.

“Give them to Jennifer,” Hayward said calmly.

Her stomach twisted. She turned, cheeks blazing, and extended the crumpled lace toward the elegant woman who sat poised and immaculate. Jennifer accepted them between two fingers, her expression cool but her smile unmistakably amused. She gave the fabric a faint, disdainful shake before laying it neatly across her lap, as though it were evidence in some trial.

“Well,” Jennifer said softly, her voice cutting through Rebecca’s humiliation. “She really has done as you asked. Though I must say…” Her eyes flicked over Rebecca’s nakedness where her skirt had ridden high. “…it’s difficult to tell whether her obedience is discipline or desire.”

Hayward’s hand returned briefly to Rebecca’s bare hip, his fingers pressing into her flesh possessively. “It makes no difference,” he said. “Either way, she is mine to command.”

Rebecca stood trembling, naked beneath her skirt, her shame complete, the knowledge of what she had just given up to Jennifer burning hotter than the sting of any spanking.

There was a sudden knock at the office door. Before Rebecca could lower her skirt or even step away, Hayward called out, “Enter.”

The door opened, and Jaden stepped in, carrying a stack of files. His easy smile faltered slightly as his eyes fell on the scene before him: Rebecca flushed, her skirt still raised, her panties surrendered on Jennifer’s lap.

Hayward’s lips curved faintly. “Perfect timing.”

Rebecca’s heart lurched.

Hayward gestured to the floor in front of his desk. “Now. Present.”

Her hands shook, but she obeyed, stripping out of her blouse and skirt until she was bare. She lowered herself onto the carpet, spreading her knees wide, arching her back, her hands locked behind her head. Her breasts jutted forward, her sex exposed to the cool office air, to Hayward’s gaze, to Jennifer’s watchful eyes — and now, to Jaden’s.

Hayward looked to the young man, his tone calm, authoritative. “She is yours to use again, if you wish. But take note — she is already already full of my spunk from earlier today.”

Jaden’s chest rose with a steady breath, his confident eyes narrowing as he stepped closer. His athletic frame loomed above Rebecca, who remained trembling, humiliated, spread wide before him.

Jennifer crossed her legs neatly, her expression unreadable, though her sharp eyes missed nothing. Hayward settled back in his chair, a glint of amusement in his gaze.

“Go on,” he said simply.

Rebecca felt her whole body flush, caught between dread and a terrible heat she couldn’t fight. She knew what was about to happen — and she knew she had no choice but to endure it.

Jaden hesitated only a moment before setting the files down on the corner of the desk. His eyes, bright and youthful, lingered hungrily on Rebecca’s exposed body.

“Go on,” Hayward repeated, his tone sharp but calm, as though authorising a transaction.

Rebecca’s breath came shallow and quick. She knelt in Present, her chest thrust forward, thighs spread wide, every inch of her body offered up for the young man’s inspection. She could feel the damp ache between her legs, humiliatingly undeniable, the heat of arousal mixing with the sting of her earlier punishment.

Jaden lowered himself before her, his strong hands sliding over her thighs, his touch certain and possessive. Rebecca closed her eyes, a whimper catching in her throat as his confidence overwhelmed her. He had no hesitation, no doubt — he knew exactly what to do with her.

Jennifer’s gaze was steady, cool, the faintest smile tugging at her lips as she watched. Hayward leaned back in his chair, eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

“She’s well-trained,” Hayward remarked, his voice low. “See how she yields, even in her shame.”

Without hesitation, Jaden stripped out of his clothes, every movement confident, almost casual, as though he had nothing to hide. His body was lean and athletic, muscles cut and defined from regular training, his chest broad and arms powerful. When at last he stood bare before them, his arousal was impossible to ignore; thick, hard, jutting proudly from his slim hips. Rebecca’s breath caught, her cheeks flaming, while Hayward’s eyes gleamed with quiet approval. Even Jennifer, composed as ever, allowed the faintest flicker of surprise and appreciation to touch her expression.

Jaden stretched out on the carpet, his muscular frame bare, his confidence radiating as he lay back, arms folded behind his head as though daring her. “Slut, mount me,” he told her.

Rebecca’s whole body flushed with heat as she straddled him, the weight of every gaze burning into her. Slowly, she lowered herself down, gasping as she felt him press up into her, thicker and deeper than any she had known before. Her hands gripped at his chest for balance, her breasts swaying and jiggling freely with each movement as she began to ride him. Shame and arousal twisted together until she could no longer tell them apart, every rise and fall of her hips putting her body on open display for all in the room.

Hayward’s eyes never left her face. “That’s it,” he murmured, almost to himself. “Let them see how wet you are, how eager your body becomes when you’re displayed.”

The rhythm built, steady and insistent, each movement forcing Rebecca further into surrender. She tried to stifle her cries, but they slipped free, breathless gasps echoing in the office. The sting of her spanked flesh as she bounced on the young man’s thick hard black cock, her breasts heavy and bare, her shame blazing hotter than ever — and still her body betrayed her.

Her climax came sudden and overwhelming, tearing through her in helpless waves. She sobbed softly as her muscles clenched, her thighs trembling, her submission laid bare for all of them to see.

There was a knock at the door, sharp and untimely. Hayward’s calm voice called, “Enter,” and to Rebecca’s horror, Frank Harlan shuffled in, his eyes widening at the sight before him. Hayward did not pause or look away. “Stand there, Frank. Watch closely,” he said evenly. Rebecca’s stomach lurched, of all people, this was the one she found most repulsive and now he was free to stare at her, naked and trembling, while Jaden’s long, thick black cock drove into her, her humiliation and helpless arousal laid bare for him to witness.

Jaden did not stop until his own release followed, his groan filling the room as he spilled into her, gripping her hips tightly. Rebecca’s body sagged, trembling, her forehead resting against the young man’s muscular chest.

For a moment, silence hung heavy. Then Hayward’s voice cut through, calm and final.

“Good. Very good. You’ve served us both well today.”

Jennifer uncrossed her legs and rose smoothly, adjusting her skirt with composure. “She’s quite the asset,” she said lightly.

Flushing deeply, she lifted herself from Jaden, feeling him slip wetly free, before moving into the familiar posture — knees spread wide, back arched, hands locked behind her head. The evidence of what had just been done to her trickled down between her thighs, leaving her utterly exposed to their gaze. There was an obvious sneer form Harlan.

Rebecca remained kneeling, flushed and exhausted, her body slick with sweat and shame. She dared not move until Hayward permitted it.

“Stay as you are,” Hayward said. “You’ll remember this posture. Every time you kneel like this, you’ll think of how you were taken here, in front of us all.”

Rebecca closed her eyes, her cheeks wet with tears, her body still quivering with aftershocks of unwanted pleasure. Her humiliation was complete, and yet beneath it burned a terrible truth: she had never felt more helplessly aroused.

Jennifer’s eyes lingered on Rebecca’s exposed body, her tone cool and measured. “So messy,” she murmured, the faintest smile tugging at her lips. “She wears her use for everyone to see.”



The evening rush pressed thick and heavy on the Underground, the carriage packed tight with commuters. Rebecca clung to the rail, her skirt tugged low over her bare thighs, her blouse still clinging faintly to her skin. She had no panties, Hayward had taken them, and she could feel the slow, humiliating trickle of the men’s use slipping down between her legs, dampening the insides of her thighs until they felt slick.

She kept her eyes fixed on the floor, her cheeks burning as strangers pressed against her on either side. A man in a suit leaned close, a woman’s shoulder brushed hers, the warmth of so many bodies crowding around her. She couldn’t help but wonder if they could smell it; the undeniable scent of sex, the evidence of her submission that clung to her skin, her hair, her clothes. The pungent smell of spunk!

Every sway of the train rubbed her skirt against her sore backside, still stinging from Hayward’s hand. Each jolt reminded her of her nakedness beneath the fabric, of the wetness she carried, of the shameful arousal that refused to fade. She bit her lip hard, praying no one would look too closely, praying no one would know.

And yet, deep down, part of her feared, and longed, that someone already did.


Chapter Six

Steam curled around the bathroom mirror as Rebecca stepped out of the shower, drops of water glistening on her skin. She paused, catching sight of her reflection — the soft curve of her waist, the swell of her hips, the full, heavy weight of her breasts. At twenty-two she was breathtaking, her beauty undeniable, yet she could barely look at herself now without remembering how many had already seen her like this.

She thought of Hayward’s cold blue eyes watching her in Present. She thought of the two clients he had given her to, the way they had used her across his desk. She thought of Jaden, young and confident, stretching out beneath her while she rode him as Hayward, Harlan and Jennifer looked on. The shame of it flushed her cheeks, but worse was the truth that her body still remembered the pleasure.

Turning from the mirror, she laid out her clothes on the bed. The text from Hayward the night before had been clear, precise, leaving her no choice. A tiny, skimpy black thong — sheer, more suggestion than fabric. A tight pencil skirt, cut to her mid-thigh, designed to cling to the curve of her backside. A sheer black bra, delicate and revealing, meant to show through the white blouse that waited beside it. A cropped black suit jacket to frame it all. And, at the foot of the bed, the four-inch black heels that Hayward had insisted upon.

Rebecca sat on the edge of the bed, towelling her hair, staring at the little pile of clothes that would transform her into exactly what Hayward wanted her to be. Every detail was chosen not for her comfort, but for her display. She could already feel her heart quickening as she imagined stepping into the crowded office dressed like this, every man’s gaze lingering, every woman’s eyes sharp with judgment.

Yet she obeyed. She had to obey; she had signed the contract.

The Underground was already heaving when Rebecca stepped aboard, clutching the rail as the train jolted forward. She felt the stares almost immediately — men glancing up from their phones, their eyes lingering far longer than courtesy allowed. Her white blouse left nothing to the imagination; the sheer black bra beneath was clearly visible, the shape of her breasts and the outline of her nipples pressing against the thin fabric. Below, the tight pencil skirt clung to her hips and thighs, every sway of her body exaggerated in the crowded carriage.

Rebecca lowered her gaze, cheeks burning, but she couldn’t escape the sensation of being watched. She shifted slightly, and the skirt stretched tighter across her backside, the sting of Hayward’s discipline from the day before still faintly alive in her flesh. She wondered if any of them could tell, if they could sense the humiliating story her body carried.

When the train pulled into her stop, she stepped out into the morning rush, heels clicking on the pavement as she crossed toward the office. The pencil skirt rode close against her curves, each movement of her hips setting her full, round ass into motion. She could feel eyes following her, trailing down her long, shapely legs, drinking in the rhythm of her walk. Every step toward the glass façade of the South Bank office was another reminder of what Hayward had chosen for her: she was meant to be looked at, meant to be displayed, meant to draw desire whether she wanted it or not.

By the time she reached the landscaped garden outside the building, Rebecca’s heart was racing. She knew Daniel Marks and Ethan Clarke would see her soon, and Hayward had dressed her for exactly that.

Rebecca settled quietly at her desk, smoothing her skirt as she opened her notebook. She could feel Jennifer’s eyes on her from across the office — calm, composed, faintly amused. The older woman’s gaze lingered just long enough to let Rebecca know that she saw everything: the sheer blouse, the visible bra, the skirt clinging to her curves. Jennifer said nothing, only returned to her typing with a knowing little smile.

It wasn’t long before Hayward’s voice cut across the quiet. “Miss Owing. My office.”

Rebecca rose at once, her heart tightening. She stepped inside, closing the door softly behind her. Hayward leaned back in his chair, his sharp blue eyes sweeping over her.

“Have you followed my instructions?”

“Yes, sir,” she whispered.

“Show me.”

Her hands trembled as she lifted her skirt slowly, revealing the tiny black thong stretched across her hips. The sheer scrap of lace offered no modesty at all, the damp fabric clinging to her as she stood before him. Her little shaved pussy fully visible through the sheer material.

“Turn,” he said.

Rebecca obeyed, pivoting slowly so he could take in every angle. The tightness of the thong framed the soft curve of her sex at the front, then disappeared between the full cheeks of her backside, leaving her heart-shaped ass almost completely bare. She could feel his eyes on her as she moved, burning with approval.

There was a knock at the door.

Rebecca froze, still standing with her skirt raised high around her waist, her panties on show.

“Enter,” Hayward said calmly.

The door opened, and Frank Harlan stepped in, clutching a folder. His tired face lit with unpleasant surprise as his small eyes landed on Rebecca, half-naked and exposed, her curves displayed shamelessly before him.

“Well,” he muttered, his mouth twisting into a grin. “Didn’t mean to interrupt.”

Rebecca’s cheeks burned, her whole body trembling as she realised there would be no escape from the humiliation.

Hayward made no move to let her lower her skirt. Instead, he gestured smoothly toward the chair opposite his desk. “Come in, Frank. What is it you need?”

Harlan shuffled forward, his folder tucked under one arm, his gaze fixed squarely on Rebecca’s exposed form. His small eyes roved shamelessly over the soft curve of her bare backside, lingering as though he’d been granted a private show.

“I’ve got the draft from the Wilcox case,” he said, his voice rough. He set the folder down on the desk, though his head never turned from her. “Needs your signature before it goes upstairs.”

“Mm.” Hayward leaned back, skimming through the papers with unhurried precision, every inch the composed senior partner. He asked a few clipped questions about dates and clauses, his tone calm and businesslike, as though nothing unusual was happening. All the while, Rebecca stood motionless, skirt bunched at her waist, her thong cutting between her cheeks, her face burning with humiliation.

Harlan answered dutifully, though his words faltered more than once. His gaze never lifted from her, his expression greedy, heavy with desire.

At last, Hayward scrawled his signature across the final page and closed the folder. “That will do, Frank. Leave it with me.”

Harlan gave a nod, his eyes sliding one last time over Rebecca’s rounded curves before he turned reluctantly toward the door. “Of course,” he muttered. “Thank you.”

The door closed, and silence fell again. Hayward set the folder aside, adjusting his cuffs as if the interruption had been nothing at all. Only then did he glance briefly at Rebecca, still trembling in place.

“Straighten yourself,” he said coolly. “Get back to work.”

Her hands fumbled as she tugged her skirt down, smoothing the fabric back over her thighs. She turned quickly for the door, desperate to escape.

“Miss Owing.”

She froze, glancing back.

“There will be another conference at two this afternoon,” Hayward said, his voice even. “Marks and Clarke will be present. Be prepared.”

Rebecca swallowed hard, her heart pounding as she stepped back into the corridor, the weight of what awaited her pressing down on every nerve.



Rebecca sat stiffly at her desk, her notebook open, though the words on the page blurred into nothing. Her hands hovered over the keyboard, but her mind refused to focus. Every time she shifted in her chair, she felt the ghost of her earlier humiliation — the memory of standing in Hayward’s office, skirt raised, her thong on display while Frank Harlan’s hungry eyes devoured her.

Her cheeks burned at the thought. She had wanted to disappear, to melt into the carpet. And yet, beneath the shame, she could not ignore the shameful truth: the humiliating exposure had left her body flushed and restless. Even now, a faint heat simmered low in her belly.

She glanced across the office. Jennifer worked quietly at her desk, perfectly composed, as though nothing unusual had occurred. Rebecca wondered what Jennifer truly thought, watching her debased again and again under Hayward’s orders. Did she pity her? Did she admire her obedience? Or did she simply enjoy seeing her humiliated?

Rebecca bent her head, trying to bury herself in the comfort of routine tasks, but her thoughts betrayed her. Hayward’s final words echoed in her mind: another conference at two this afternoon… Marks and Clarke will be present.

Daniel Marks — tall, dark-haired, his charm so effortless it made secretaries giggle in the lift. Ethan Clarke — quieter, cleverer, his sharp green eyes cutting like glass whenever they fixed on her. Both had looked at her yesterday in the conference room, their gazes lingering too long, their attention heavy with unspoken promise.

What would Hayward demand of her this time? Yesterday, she had been stripped of her blouse, made to serve coffee bare-breasted while the men watched, Ethan daring enough to tease her nipple until she gasped. Today, would Hayward push her further? Would he give her fully to them, as he had to clients, as he had to Jaden?

Rebecca’s thighs pressed together under the desk, her body trembling as she fought to steady her breath. The very thought made her shiver with dread… and something darker. She typed aimlessly, her heart racing as the clock ticked toward two.


Chapter Seven

By the time the clock neared two, Rebecca’s pulse was hammering in her throat. She had checked her appearance three times in the restroom, smoothing her pencil skirt, adjusting the cropped jacket, buttoning and unbuttoning her blouse until she could no longer tell if the sheer bra beneath was too obvious or exactly as Hayward wanted it.

When Hayward’s door finally opened and his voice summoned her, Rebecca stepped into the conference room with trembling legs.

Daniel Marks and Ethan Clarke were already seated at the polished table. Both looked up at once. Daniel’s dark eyes slid over her body without shame, his smile faint but unmistakable. Ethan, by contrast, said nothing, but his sharp green gaze lingered, studying her with quiet intensity. Their attention made her cheeks burn, but it was Hayward’s presence at the head of the table that stole her breath entirely.

“Miss Owing,” he said smoothly, gesturing to the seat at the side. “Take your place. You’ll be taking notes for us today.”

Rebecca obeyed, lowering herself into the chair, the sting of yesterday’s spanking still a dull echo across her flesh. The pencil skirt stretched tight as she sat, her blouse pulling slightly against the swell of her breasts. She bent over her notebook, pen in hand, but the air in the room felt heavy, charged, every movement watched.

Daniel leaned back in his chair, his smile widening just enough for her to notice. “Afternoon, Miss Owing,” he said easily, his voice dripping with charm.

“Afternoon,” she whispered, eyes lowered.

Ethan’s silence was somehow worse. He simply sat; his gaze fixed on her as if peeling back every layer of fabric. She shifted under his scrutiny, the thin bra offering little cover, her nipples already hardened against the sheer material.

Hayward’s voice cut through the silence. “I expect your full attention today, Miss Owing. Sit up straight.”

Rebecca swallowed hard, obeying instantly, her back stiffening, her chest pushing forward under the weight of his command. The two young men exchanged a look, and Daniel’s smile deepened.

The meeting began, voices calm, businesslike, but Rebecca’s pen shook as she wrote, her body acutely aware of how she had been dressed, how she was being watched, and the terrible certainty that Hayward would not stop at what he had done yesterday.

The discussion around the table rolled on, contracts and clauses exchanged between the three men. Rebecca tried to keep up, her pen scratching across the page, though her hand shook with every word. She could feel Daniel’s eyes sliding over her, casual but persistent, while Ethan’s gaze was sharper, more deliberate, as though he were studying not the notes, but her.

“Coffee, Miss Owing,” Hayward said suddenly, breaking the flow of conversation.

Rebecca jumped slightly, setting down her pen. She rose on unsteady legs, crossing to the sideboard where the tray was waiting. The heels Hayward had ordered her to wear clicked softly against the polished floor, each step a reminder of his control.

She poured carefully, but her hand trembled, and the dark liquid rippled dangerously near the rim of the cup. Balancing the tray, she returned to the table, her pulse racing.

As she leaned to serve Daniel, Hayward’s voice came again, calm but cutting. “Lift your skirt, Rebecca. Higher.”

Her throat tightened. The tray shook faintly as she obeyed, one hand raising the pencil skirt inch by inch until the skimpy thong was visible, a sheer strip stretched tight across her hips.

Daniel chuckled low in his throat, his eyes locked on the view before him. “Well,” he murmured, accepting the coffee with a smile that made Rebecca’s cheeks burn.

Ethan said nothing, but his eyes darkened, his hand tightening faintly around the handle of his cup as if restraining something.

“Turn,” Hayward instructed.

Rebecca pivoted slowly, her skirt still lifted, the thin black fabric vanishing between the full curves of her luscious round ass. She felt utterly exposed, the humiliation burning hot across her skin.

“Very good,” Hayward said, his voice calm as ever. “Now, finish serving.”

Rebecca bent to serve Ethan, her breasts shifting beneath the sheer blouse, nipples visible even through the thin black lace of her bra. Ethan’s gaze lingered there, sharp and unrelenting, and when his fingers brushed hers as he took the cup, a shiver ran down her spine.

She returned to her chair, skirt lowered again, but the air in the room had changed. The easy businesslike tone of moments before had been replaced by something heavier, charged with expectation. Daniel leaned back, watching her with open hunger. Ethan leaned forward, his eyes never leaving her.

Hayward folded his hands, his gaze sweeping over them all. “Gentlemen,” he said evenly, “you see what discipline produces. And this afternoon, you will have the chance to test her obedience for yourselves.”

Rebecca’s pen slipped from her hand, clattering softly against the table. Her breath caught, her body trembling, as the words sank in.

The silence that followed Hayward’s words seemed to stretch, heavy and suffocating. Rebecca sat frozen, her cheeks blazing, her heart hammering against her ribs. She dared not look at Daniel or Ethan, but she could feel the weight of their eyes on her.

“Stand up, Miss Owing,” Hayward said at last, his voice smooth, unhurried.

Rebecca rose slowly, her legs trembling, her hands twisting nervously at her sides.

“Remove the jacket.”

She slipped it from her shoulders, folding it carefully over the back of her chair.

“The blouse.”

Her fingers fumbled at the buttons, her breath shallow. One by one, the thin white panels fell open, revealing the black lace beneath. She slid the blouse down her arms, laying it neatly beside the jacket, leaving her in the sheer bra that showed almost everything.

“Skirt.”

Her throat tightened. With shaking hands she unzipped the pencil skirt, easing it over her hips until it fell to the floor in a neat circle around her heels. Only the tiny thong and the sheer bra remained, more display than clothing.

Daniel’s eyes gleamed with amusement; Ethan’s expression remained cool but intent, his green gaze fixed on her body like a hawk on its prey.

“Off,” Hayward said simply, and Rebecca obeyed. First the bra, then the thong, until she stood completely bare before them, every inch of her flushed skin on display.

“Present.”

Rebecca sank to her knees on the carpet, spreading them wide, arching her back, her hands locked behind her head. Her breasts thrust forward, her sex open and exposed, the posture making her humiliation absolute.

Daniel let out a low whistle. “Beautiful,” he said softly, almost to himself.

Ethan leaned forward slightly, his eyes dark with hunger. He didn’t speak, but Rebecca could feel his gaze as though it were hands upon her.

Hayward’s voice broke the silence, calm and steady. “Gentlemen, she is well-trained. You may take her and test her discipline as you see fit.”

Rebecca’s heart pounded, her body trembling, as she knelt open and waiting, knowing what was about to come.

Rebecca knelt in Present, her body bare and trembling, every nerve alive with humiliation. She had been displayed before, used before — but never like this. Never surrounded, never commanded to yield to three men at once.

Hayward circled her first, his voice calm, controlled. “You’ll serve us all. You’ll learn what it means to be fully given.”

Daniel stepped closer, his eyes roaming freely over her curves, his smile crooked with satisfaction. “She’s gorgeous,” he murmured. His hand slid along her shoulder, down her side, claiming her with a confidence that made her shiver cupping one full firm breast then the other.

Ethan said nothing, but his silence was more powerful than words. His gaze pinned her, sharp and unrelenting, as though he could see straight through her shame to the secret pulse of arousal she could not hide.

Then they were upon her, guiding her. It was Daniel first, he told her to stand, then bed over the table, he kicked her legs further apart. He had his thick cock out, she felt it press at her wet little hole, then he pushed in balls deep in one hard thrust. He fucked her hard and fast, she quickly rolled into her fist orgasm, the waves rolling over her as she felt the swell of the man’s cock inside her and he flooded her with powerful spurts of spunk.

As he came down from his orgasm, still having a firm grip of Rebecca’s full round hips, he pulled her ass cheeks wide apart, getting the delicious view of his fat if softening cock stretching out her little pink pussy. Then he slowly pulled his cock out with a loud squelching plop and watched as his spunk streamed out and run down her thighs.

Still in her prostrate position, her full breasts squashed flat against the hard wood of the table, she felt Ethan take Daniel’s place, “Sloppy seconds, mate, thank you.” Then Rebecca cried out as his thick cock thrust balls deep into her sloppy wet hole. Just like his work colleague, Ethan fucked her little wet pussy hard and fast, quickly powering her to another orgasm. Ethan loving the sight of her luscious round ass and thighs shaking with her pleasure. Feeling her tight little pussy pulsing around his cock was too much and he climaxed hard and fired his spunk deep into her.

Her mind screamed with shame, but her body betrayed her, responding helplessly. Every cry she tried to swallow broke free; every movement made her breasts sway, her hips yield, her entire body on raw display for their enjoyment. She was surrounded, used, possessed, driving her deeper into submission than she had ever known.

After the two men had finished with her little sex hole, Hayward commanded her to kneel and they watched as she eagerly took her ‘Master’s’ cock into her mouth, licking, slurping around the big head. He had been very aroused at the sight of her being used by the others and quickly reached the moment of his own climax, taking her head in his hands, he fired thick spurts of spunk down her throat.

When it was over, Rebecca collapsed to the carpet, her body slick with sweat, her skin burning with the evidence of their use. She could hardly lift her head, her hair falling across her flushed face. Hayward’s voice came, calm and final.

“You’ve pleased us all. Remember this, Rebecca. You are mine to give and I will let others take.”

Her body quivered with exhaustion, her heart racing, her shame total. And yet beneath it all, she felt the undeniable, aching truth: she had never been more aroused in her life.


Chapter Eight

Friday evening came with a sharp winter chill along the South Bank. Rebecca followed Hayward into the quiet side entrance of a private restaurant, her heels clicking nervously on the marble tiles. The maître d’ greeted them with a bow of recognition before leading them into a secluded dining room at the back; wood-panelled walls, velvet curtains drawn against the night, a long-polished table gleaming under low golden lamps. It was intimate, expensive, and discreet.

Hayward had told her the staff would arrive in half an hour. For now, it was just the two of them.

He set a garment bag on the table and unzipped it slowly. Inside was a little maid’s uniform, black with white trim, though “uniform” was far too generous a word. The skirt was so short it barely covered half of her round full ass; the sheer black thong he had given her earlier certain to be on display. The top was little more than an apron, cut so narrow it spilled open at the sides, her full breasts left exposed, heavy and impossible to conceal.

“Put it on,” Hayward said calmly.

Rebecca’s hands shook as she stripped, the cool air brushing her bare skin. She slipped into the skimpy outfit, tugging the skirt down to no avail, fastening the apron top that left her nipples straining in the open air. When she turned, she caught her reflection in the polished glass of the cabinet: she looked more like a plaything than a servant, her curves displayed shamelessly for anyone to see.

Hayward’s eyes lingered on her approvingly. “Good. You’ll serve drinks and food tonight. You’ll be attentive, polite, and obedient. And you will remain exactly as you are, no matter who’s watching.”

Rebecca swallowed hard, nodding faintly.

“They are my best staff, Rebecca,” Hayward continued, his voice low and deliberate. “Jennifer, Daniel, Ethan… Frank, of course. And three more you’ve not met properly yet. Tonight, they’ll see just how well you’ve been trained.”

The sound of footsteps in the corridor made Rebecca’s stomach twist. Hayward checked his watch, then adjusted the cuffs of his shirt as though everything were perfectly ordinary.

The door opened, and Jennifer Robinson was the first to enter. Elegant as ever in a sleek black dress, her blonde hair pinned neatly back, she carried herself with the calm confidence that always made Rebecca feel clumsy. Jennifer’s eyes swept once over Rebecca’s outfit; the skimpy skirt, the sheer thong peeking beneath, the apron top spilling away from her breasts. Her lips curved into the faintest smile as she took her seat at the long table.

Next came Daniel Marks, dark-haired and broad-shouldered, his easy grin spreading as soon as he saw her. “Well,” he murmured, his gaze dropping immediately to her chest. “This is going to be an interesting evening.”

Ethan Clarke followed, more reserved but no less intense, his sharp green eyes roaming over Rebecca without a word. His silence, as always, made her cheeks burn hotter than Daniel’s laughter.

Frank Harlan arrived next, awkward in a suit that fit poorly across his round belly. His tired face lit with something unpleasant as his eyes fixed on her exposed form, staring shamelessly until Hayward’s quiet cough reminded him to sit.

Then came the three Rebecca hadn’t yet met properly. Oliver Grant entered first, tall and commanding, his trimmed beard and smooth charm filling the room. Henry Carlisle followed, younger, sandy-haired, his smile cocky as his gaze darted over her body. Last was Victor Shah, broad-shouldered and composed, saying little as he settled into a seat with the quiet authority of someone used to watching more than speaking.

When all had arrived, Hayward gestured toward Rebecca with a flick of his hand. “Gentlemen. Jennifer. This evening, Miss Owing will attend us. As you can see, she is well-prepared.”

Rebecca’s face flamed as a murmur of approval passed around the table. She clutched the drinks tray set out for her, her hands trembling slightly.

“Serve,” Hayward commanded.

She stepped forward, the heels clicking softly against the polished floor. The short skirt rode high with every movement, her luscious round ass half-exposed, the sheer thong doing nothing to cover her, her little bald pussy clearly visible. As she leaned to pour Daniel a glass of wine, her breasts shifted beneath the skimpy apron, nipples brushing against the fabric until they slipped free of its narrow edge. Daniel chuckled low, his eyes fixed on her chest as he accepted the glass.

Moving to Ethan, she felt his hand graze hers deliberately as he took his drink, his green eyes meeting hers with such sharp intensity that she had to look away. Oliver’s smile was smooth, Henry’s gaze openly hungry, Victor’s eyes calm but unreadable. Even Jennifer’s expression carried quiet amusement, as though the whole performance were entertainment arranged solely for her.

By the time Rebecca reached Frank, her cheeks were blazing, her body trembling. He took his glass slowly, his eyes never leaving the glimpse of her thong as she bent before him.

When she returned to the head of the table, tray now empty, Hayward’s voice carried smoothly through the room.

“Good. She will continue to serve throughout the evening. And later…” His eyes flicked briefly toward Rebecca, making her knees weaken. “…she will demonstrate how discipline extends beyond the office.”

A ripple of anticipation moved around the table, and Rebecca’s heart raced. She stood bare and humiliated in her little maid’s outfit, every eye on her, knowing the night had only just begun.

The first course was brought in by the restaurant staff, but it was Rebecca who placed the plates before each guest, bending low as Hayward had instructed. Every movement exaggerated her humiliation: the skimpy skirt riding high, her thong on show, her breasts spilling at the edges of the tiny apron as she leaned over the table.

Daniel was the first to test her, his hand brushing deliberately across her thigh as she set his plate down. “Careful, Miss Owing,” he said with a smirk, “you nearly dropped it.”

Rebecca flushed, biting her lip as she moved on. Ethan’s gaze was sharper, more deliberate. When she leaned to place his glass, his hand rose and cupped her wrist, holding her still for a moment. He said nothing, but his green eyes told her he was imagining far more than the food in front of him.

Oliver Grant, smooth and urbane, gave her a smile as his fingers grazed the back of her leg. “Impressive presentation,” he murmured, and though the words might have been about the meal, his eyes told her otherwise.

Henry Carlisle was less restrained. As she bent to serve him, he slipped a hand boldly along the curve of her ass, his thumb hooking under the thin strap of her thong. Rebecca gasped softly, her knees trembling, but Hayward’s steady gaze from the head of the table kept her silent.

Victor Shah’s touch was quieter, subtler, but no less invasive — his palm settling briefly against her lower back as she leaned to serve him, steady, firm, as if testing how she would respond.

When she reached Frank, his breath caught audibly, his small eyes gleaming with hungry delight. Without hesitation, his hand closed firmly around the curve of her ass, giving it a crude squeeze that made Rebecca jolt forward with a soft gasp. She froze, her stomach twisting with disgust — of all the men, it was Harlan she found most repulsive, and now his greasy fingers were kneading her bare flesh as though he owned it. He chuckled under his breath, his grip lingering shamelessly, while Hayward merely arched an eyebrow and Jennifer gave a faint, amused laugh, sipping her wine as though the indecent grope were nothing more than part of the evening’s entertainment.

Rebecca’s body burned with humiliation, her face hot, her nipples hard poking out either side of the apron as she moved from guest to guest. By the time she returned to Hayward, her thighs were slick, her breathing unsteady.

Hayward’s calm voice cut through the low hum of conversation. “Gentlemen. Jennifer. You’ve had a taste of her service.” He let the words hang for a moment before continuing, his tone smooth, deliberate. “After the meal, she will give a demonstration. You’ll see for yourselves that her training extends far beyond pouring wine.”

A murmur of interest passed around the table, Daniel’s smirk deepening, Henry’s eyes gleaming, Ethan’s expression unreadable but intent.

Rebecca’s stomach twisted, her body trembling as she stood before them all in her indecent little uniform. She knew the meal was only the beginning.


Chapter Nine

Rebecca’s hands trembled as she lifted a tray of fresh glasses. She had managed to keep her balance through most of the meal, but the combination of nerves, the short skirt riding higher with every step, and the hungry eyes following her made her clumsy. A glass slipped, catching the edge of the tray, and though it didn’t shatter, the sound was sharp enough to draw every gaze.

Hayward’s chair scraped back slowly. The room fell into silence.

“Rebecca,” he said calmly, though his voice carried the weight of command, “across my knee.”

Her heart lurched. Heat surged into her cheeks as she set the tray down and stepped toward him, the skimpy skirt swaying around her full ass. Obediently, she lowered herself across his lap, her round backside raised, the tiny thong stretched thin over her curves.

Hayward’s hand tugged sharply, sliding the thong down and off in one smooth motion. He tucked it into his pocket with a faint smile. “You won’t have this for the rest of the evening.”

Laughter rippled around the table, low and knowing. Rebecca closed her eyes, mortified.

Then the spanking began. Hayward’s hand cracked against her bare flesh, hard and unrelenting. With each sharp slap her audience could see the firm curve of her round ass ripple under the impact, the movement almost hypnotic in its rhythm. Daniel gave a low murmur of appreciation, while Henry chuckled softly, both clearly enjoying the spectacle. From her place at the table, Jennifer sipped her wine with perfect composure, a faint, knowing smile curving her lips as though Rebecca’s punishment were an elegant performance arranged for her amusement. The sting built quickly, spreading fire across both cheeks, each strike sharper than the last. Rebecca gasped, then whimpered, her fingers curling against the carpet as her ass grew hotter, redder, the pain mounting. He did not stop, the steady rhythm punctuated only by her soft cries. By the time he relented, her round cheeks were flushed deep crimson, the first faint bruises beginning to bloom.

Tears pricked her eyes. A small sob escaped her lips.

Hayward’s hand paused, then slid lower, pressing firmly between her thighs. Rebecca stiffened, a shudder running through her body as his fingers found undeniable proof of her arousal. Slowly, deliberately, he raised his hand, holding it up for all to see, his fingers glistening.

“Look,” he said, his voice calm, almost amused. “Even punished, she can’t help herself. Discipline excites her.”

A low murmur of laughter and approval went around the table. Rebecca’s body burned with shame, her breasts spilling against his lap, her ass throbbing, her sex slick and exposed.

“Up,” Hayward ordered at last.

Rebecca rose unsteadily, tugging the tiny skirt of her maid’s uniform back into place, though it did nothing now to cover her. Her bare pussy glistened faintly under the soft light, her crimson backside displayed with every step she took. The ripple of quiet laughter that followed her around the table only deepened her shame. Tray in hand, she moved carefully from guest to guest, her body aching, her cheeks burning, but her thighs trembling too, slick with a heat she could not deny.

The diners no longer bothered to disguise their interest. Daniel’s hand slid brazenly across the curve of her hip as she set down his plate, his fingers lingering in a slow caress. Ethan’s touch was subtler but more intense, his palm resting firmly against her thigh, sliding higher than it should before withdrawing. Henry grinned as he reached behind her, squeezing her freshly spanked cheek as she bent to serve him, his thumb brushing over the faint bruises that were already rising. Rebecca gasped softly at the sting, her body betraying her as her knees weakened beneath her.

Even Frank, clumsy and overeager, allowed his hand to grope openly at her as she passed, his eyes gleaming with the thrill of her helplessness. Oliver and Victor were more restrained, their touches briefer, but no less invasive — each claiming his turn as though her body were part of the meal itself. Jennifer, elegant and composed, watched it all with that same faint smile, her wine glass raised delicately in her hand. Rebecca carried on, humiliated beyond words, yet every stroke, every squeeze, every lingering touch only stoked the heat between her thighs until she trembled with the terrible truth: she was more aroused than ever.


Chapter Ten

When the final course had been cleared, the low hum of conversation faded into anticipation. Hayward set down his glass and gestured for silence.

“Clear the centre of the table,” he instructed.

Chairs scraped back as Oliver and Henry moved quickly to shift plates, glasses, and cutlery aside, leaving the polished wood bare beneath the glow of the lamps. Rebecca’s heart raced, her hands trembling as she clutched her tray, already knowing what was coming.

Hayward turned his gaze on her, calm and merciless. “Present.”

Her breath caught. She set down the tray, fingers shaking, and began to undress. First the skimpy apron-top slipped from her shoulders, then the tiny skirt that had done nothing to protect her modesty. She stood naked before them, skin flushed, breasts heavy, thighs glistening faintly with her shameful arousal. Slowly, she lowered herself to the carpet, spreading her knees wide, arching her back, her hands locked behind her head, her body fully, helplessly on display.

A murmur rippled around the table. Daniel let out a low whistle. Henry chuckled softly. Even Oliver’s smooth composure faltered as his eyes swept hungrily over her. Jennifer simply sipped her wine, her lips curving into the faintest of smiles.

Hayward’s voice cut through the murmurs, sharp and commanding. “Not on the floor, slut. On the table.”

Rebecca froze, her cheeks blazing, before forcing herself to rise. Her heels clicked against the wood as she climbed onto the cleared surface, the long table groaning faintly beneath her weight. She moved into Present once more, but this time she was surrounded, their eyes level with her spread thighs, her breasts thrust forward, every detail of her shame exposed beneath the golden light.

The air in the private dining room grew charged, every guest leaning forward slightly as Rebecca knelt in Present on the cleared table. Her back arched, her breasts thrust forward, her thighs spread wide — every inch of her on display beneath the golden lamplight.

Hayward rose slowly from his chair, his voice smooth and deliberate. “A demonstration is most effective when the lesson is clear. Tonight, you’ll see not only obedience but adaptability. And for that, I’ve invited someone who knows her well.”

The door opened, and Jaden stepped inside. The young man’s confident stride carried him across the room, his athletic build immediately drawing murmurs of approval from the men at the table. Dark-skinned, broad-chested, his posture radiated energy and strength.

“Strip,” Hayward commanded.

Without hesitation, Jaden pulled off his shirt, revealing a sculpted torso, lean muscle cut into every line of his body. His belt clinked, trousers sliding to the floor, until he stood naked before them all — his youth and virility undeniable. A ripple of appreciation went round the table; and as ever, Jennifer enjoyed the view of this very attractive, very well-endowed young man, his thick cock growing quickly to stand erect and proud. .

“Gentlemen,” Hayward said, his hand gesturing to Rebecca, “you understand now why I find this so rewarding. To watch a young man like Jaden, take what belongs to me — it is, in its own way, exquisite.”

Rebecca’s heart pounded, her face burning, but her body betrayed her. The heat between her thighs grew unbearable, slickness already glistening despite her shame.

Hayward’s voice cut across the silence. “Use her, Jaden. However, you wish. She is yours for as long as you need.”

The words landed like a blow. Jaden’s eyes gleamed with sudden power, and he stepped forward, placing a strong hand on Rebecca’s jaw. “On me,” he said simply, lowering himself into the chair Hayward had vacated.

Rebecca obeyed, lowering her mouth to him, her body trembling as the entire table watched. Gasps and murmurs rose as her lips parted, as her head moved in obedient rhythm, her breasts swaying freely with every movement. Daniel chuckled low, Henry muttered something under his breath, while Oliver and Victor leaned forward with sharp interest. Jennifer’s smile deepened, her eyes fixed coolly on the sight.

Jaden guided her, confident and commanding, her mouth, lips tongue, licking, slurping all over his cock, wrapping around the big bulbous head, until Hayward’s voice intervened again. “Enough. Now take her.”

He stood, lifted Rebecca by her hips, and positioned her astride him on the table itself. Rebecca gasped as he entered her, her back arching, her breasts bouncing with every movement as Jaden drove her harder, faster, the sound of her submission echoing in the silent room. The guests murmured their appreciation openly, watching the display like a show arranged for their pleasure. Those that sat behind the rutting pair, had the amazing view of Jaden’s thick black cock stretching wide her little pink pussy, even her little rear hole winking at them.

And when Hayward told him to finish her completely, Jaden obeyed, taking a firm grip of her thighs, he pumped up harder into her, her breasts bouncing lewdly for the audience, eventually her body shaking as she had an intense orgasm with all watching. Jaden then sat up, pushing her back, keeping his thick long cock buried in her, he moved her onto her back on the table, taking a shapely thigh in each hand, lifting them high and stretching them wide. Lifting her ass away from the hard surface, he then started slamming into her sloppy wet pussy with loud squelching noises until at last his climax came hard and final, Rebecca trembling, broken, her body shuddering with a mixture of humiliation, exhaustion, and shameful pleasure.


Chapter Eleven

The room was thick with heat and anticipation by the time Jaden released her. Rebecca sagged forward, her breasts heaving, her thighs trembling, the evidence of his climax still slick on her skin. She tried to steady herself, but before she could draw breath, Hayward’s voice came again.

“Up. Stay in Present.”

She obeyed, her knees spread wide on the polished table, her hands locked behind her head, her body flushed and exposed. The guests leaned in, their eyes drinking her in — and then Hayward gestured smoothly to the others.

“She’s ready for you. All of you. Take her as you please. She is here to serve.”

The words fell like a command on the entire room.

Daniel was the first to move, his easy charm gone, replaced with hungry urgency. He took her quickly, laughing under his breath as she gasped at the pace he set. Ethan followed, slower, more deliberate, his green eyes fixed on her face as though studying every flicker of shame and pleasure that crossed it. Oliver was smooth and measured, his voice low with compliments that only deepened her humiliation. Henry was bold and rougher, eager to prove himself before the others, his grip firm, his chuckle boyish as he used her. Oliver and Henry had chosen to stretch out her little anal chute and fill her bowels with their cum.

Victor’s silence was perhaps the most unnerving. When at last he stepped forward, he said nothing at all, only pressed her down firmly, holding her steady while he used her with the same calm precision with which he handled balance sheets and contracts.

Rebecca collapsed forward, her body trembling, her skin slick and marked, both her holes leaking the use of the others. Before she could sink down entirely, Hayward’s voice cut through, smooth and merciless.

“Present.”

With a sob, she forced herself upright again into the posture: knees spread wide, back arched, hands locked behind her head. Every muscle burned, her breasts heavy and flushed, her thighs quivering with exhaustion. She felt broken, undone — and yet Hayward’s voice came again, calm and pointed.

“Frank hasn’t had his turn.”

The words froze her blood. This was the moment she had dreaded, dreamt about in her nightmares. Of all the men, it was Harlan she hated most; his small, greedy eyes, his clumsy hands, the way his stare always lingered too long. And now, in front of them all, he was to have her too.

A ripple of amusement went round the table as Harlan clambered awkwardly up onto the polished wood, his weight making it creak beneath him. Rebecca whimpered as his hand pressed down on the back of her neck, forcing her head and chest flat against the table. Her heavy breasts spilled against the cold surface; her cheek pressed hard to the wood as her bare backside arched high.

Harlan grunted with satisfaction, his eyes fixed on her exposed, used flesh. He shifted closer, one hand gripping her hip, the other sliding crudely between her thighs. He looked down at her two slick, gaping holes, his grin widening as he considered them both.

“Well, well,” he muttered, his voice thick with glee. “Which one first?”

Rebecca squeezed her eyes shut, her whole body shuddering with shame. Around her, the others laughed softly, and Hayward’s approving silence told her there would be no reprieve.

Rebecca’s breath came shallow and fast, her cheek pressed flat to the polished wood. She wanted to vanish, to disappear into the table, but there was no escape. Harlan’s hands pawed at her clumsily, greedy and unrestrained, squeezing her sore flesh as though she were nothing but meat for him to knead. She shuddered under his touch, bile rising in her throat at the sound of his wheezing chuckle.

“Filthy little slut,” he muttered, lining himself up with one of her gaping, used holes. “Look at you, wrecked already.”

The table creaked as he thrust forward, forcing himself inside her. Rebecca cried out, the shock of it ripping through her tender body, already stretched and raw from the others. The sound drew laughter from Daniel, a sharp intake of breath from Henry, and even a faint hum of amusement from Jennifer, still sipping her wine as though this final degradation were a fitting dessert.

Harlan gripped her hips, rutting into her with graceless force, his belly pressing heavily against her sore full round ass. Each clumsy thrust ground her breasts harder against the table, her nipples aching as her body rocked helplessly beneath him. Tears stung her eyes, sliding down her flushed cheeks as she sobbed quietly into the wood.

And then, to her shock and horror, her body betrayed her, a sharp climax tearing through her, her muscles clenching around the very man she despised most. The shame of it burned hotter than the pain, her cry muffled against the table as Harlan laughed breathlessly above her.

It did not last long. With a groan, Harlan climaxed inside her, his body shuddering against hers.

But the worst humiliation was the sound he made — breathless, eager little grunts that told everyone just how much he was enjoying what she could not bear. His small eyes never left her shuddering form; his greedy gaze fixed on her bare flesh rippling under his weight.

It did not last long. With a groan, Harlan climaxed inside her, his body shuddering against hers. He lingered a moment, panting, before withdrawing with a satisfied grunt.

Rebecca sagged, trembling, her hair plastered to her tear-streaked face. Her body was a ruin — marked, leaking, displayed — and now even the man she loathed most had had his turn.

At the head of the table, Hayward’s voice cut calmly through the low murmur of the others. “Present, Rebecca,” he ordered once more, ensuring that even in the aftermath of her lowest degradation, she remained obedient and on display.

All the while, Hayward stood at the head of the table, his arms folded, his expression one of cool satisfaction. Jennifer sat back with her wine, elegant and composed, her lips curved in that faint, knowing smile.

Hayward placed a hand lightly on her reddened shoulder, his voice calm, measured, as though he had just concluded a successful presentation.

“And that,” he said, “is what true obedience looks like. A slave who can be given to any man, in any number, and still serve exactly as commanded.”

Rebecca closed her eyes, her cheeks wet with tears, her body shivering with exhaustion. She had never been so thoroughly taken, so completely used, so utterly displayed. And yet beneath the shame, one truth remained: her body had answered every touch with helpless, undeniable pleasure.

Her thoughts drifted, unbidden, back to that quiet afternoon in Hayward’s office when she had first signed the contract. She had believed she was surrendering herself to him, to his discipline, his pleasure, his control. She remembered typing the words herself, her hands steady on the keys as she drafted the very clause that gave him the right to share her body with whomever he chose. At the time, it had felt abstract, even thrilling in its danger. Now the reality pressed down on her with brutal clarity. Hayward had exercised that right fully and she had just been used, one after the other, by eight men in her first gangbang, her obedience stretched to its absolute limit.


Chapter Twelve

When Hayward finally dismissed the gathering, the air was heavy with laughter and satisfaction. Rebecca, still trembling, was allowed to gather her discarded clothes. She dressed slowly, clumsy in her exhaustion, the fabric clinging to her sweat-damp skin. Her thong was gone — still in Hayward’s pocket — and though she pulled her skirt into place, the mess between her thighs could not be hidden. She looked a ruin of herself, her hair tangled, her makeup smudged, but she obeyed without a word.

The guests filed out one by one, voices fading down the corridor. Jennifer was the last to leave, her arm slipping easily through Hayward’s as though it belonged there. Together, the three of them stepped into the night air, a taxi waiting at the curb. Rebecca slid in opposite them, silent, her body aching, her mind spinning. The car moved swiftly across the river, into the city lights, and stopped outside an expensive hotel whose glowing façade marked it as far beyond anything Rebecca could have afforded.

Up in the suite, Hayward closed the door with a click. He gestured to the foot of the bed. “Strip. Present.”

Rebecca obeyed at once. She shed her blouse, her skirt, her bra, until she was naked once again, lowering herself to her knees at the foot of the bed. She spread her thighs wide, locked her hands behind her head, arched her back to thrust her breasts forward. The position was now instinctive, her shame absolute.

But what came next, she had not expected.

Hayward turned not to her, but to Jennifer. His hands moved to her waist, his voice low and intimate. The older woman smiled faintly, slipping her arms around him as they kissed. They undressed each other slowly, deliberately, shedding layers of fine fabric until Jennifer’s elegant body was revealed, pale and graceful in the lamplight.

Rebecca watched from her place on the floor, her cheeks burning, her heart aching. This was the man she had worshipped, the man she had surrendered her body and will to, and now he took another woman into his arms, not with discipline or command, but with tenderness. He laid Jennifer back on the bed, kissing her deeply, his hands moving over her body with reverence, not authority.

Their lovemaking was mutual, unhurried, filled with murmured words Rebecca could not hear. Jennifer’s soft gasps, Hayward’s low groans, the rhythm of their bodies moving together, it was entirely different from what Rebecca had known. She was not invited, not touched, not even acknowledged. She was simply the witness, kneeling obediently, forced to watch as her master gave to another what he had never given to her.

The ache inside her twisted into something sharp and unbearable. She longed for his hands, his voice, his control — but he was lost in Jennifer, and Jennifer in him. Their cries built together until, at last, they climaxed, entwined in the sheets, bodies pressed close in mutual release.

For a long moment there was silence, broken only by their breathing. Then Hayward lifted his head, his eyes finding Rebecca at the foot of the bed.

“Come here.”

Her body jolted at the command. She crawled forward on her knees, her breasts swaying, her cheeks wet with silent tears she hadn’t realised had fallen.

Hayward gestured to Jennifer, her thighs still parted, glistening in the aftermath of their shared pleasure. His voice was calm, absolute.

“Clean.”

Rebecca lowered her head, her shame complete, as she obeyed. Her mouth finding the other woman’s open, slightly gaping pussy filled with her ‘Master’s’ spunk. She found the woman’s little gaping hole with her tongue, she licked and slurped up her ‘Master’s’ mess, swallowing it all down.


Epilogue

Rebecca lay in her own bed that Sunday morning, staring at the ceiling, her body still aching from the humiliations of the past two days. She could still feel the sting of Hayward’s hand across her backside, the bruises darkening her tender flesh. She could still taste Jaden, Jennifer and her ‘Master,’ still smell the mingled scent of the men who had used her on the dining table. Most of all, she could still see, burned into her mind, Hayward in Jennifer’s arms, the tenderness he had never shown her, the lovemaking she had been forced to watch.

Her body betrayed her even now. Shame and exhaustion weighed her down, but beneath it all was a restless heat, a memory of climax after climax wrung from her by the hands, voices, and commands of men she had once thought untouchable. She had been their plaything, their outlet, their stress relief — and she had obeyed, every time.

She was no longer the shy young secretary who had first signed away her freedom. She was something else now: a submissive, a slave, a toy that belonged not only to Hayward but to everyone he chose. The realisation made her shudder with both dread and dark excitement.


A Glimpse of What’s Next

Monday would come soon enough. Rebecca knew she would walk into the gleaming South Bank offices, dressed exactly as Hayward instructed, and take her place at her desk as though she were just another paralegal. But the truth would be far from ordinary.

Hayward’s words at the dinner echoed in her head: “For the next three months, this slut is for your free use at the office.”

Daniel’s smirk, Ethan’s piercing green eyes, Frank’s greedy stare, Oliver’s smooth charm, Henry’s youthful boldness, Victor’s cold precision — she remembered every one of them, their hands, their voices, their satisfaction. And she knew they would not hesitate to claim what Hayward had promised them.

Rebecca trembled beneath her bedsheets, her thighs pressing together, shame and arousal rising in equal measure. Tomorrow, her degradation would no longer be contained to Hayward’s office or private dinners. Tomorrow, it would become part of her everyday life at the firm.

And there would be no hiding from it.
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