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By four o'clock on Friday, Eric was feeling pretty damn good about how his week had gone. He'd pitched to one of the big-deal companies in their field, and the follow-up meeting had all but confirmed he'd be getting the deal he'd argued for.




With only an hour left at work, Eric was sitting back in his desk chair, nominally reviewing some sales' figures, but mostly planning how he was going to celebrate his big win.




"Eric…" Georgie was clutching a sheaf of papers to her chest, looking nervous. "Lisa wants to see you."




Eric raised an eyebrow. Lisa Gilman was their managing director, and half the office seemed to be convinced she breathed fire, if their trepidation to knock on her door was anything to go by. On the contrary, Eric found her incredibly sexy, always striding about in tight skirt-suits and high heels.




"What about?" he asked, but Georgie only widened her eyes at him, clearly not having dared to ask Lisa for any kind of justification. "Alright," Eric assured, getting up and straightening his tie. "I'll find out for myself."




He strode confidently to Lisa's office, knocking but not waiting for a response before he pushed the door open.




"You wanted to see me?" he asked.




"Yes," Lisa nodded, looking up from the paperwork she was doing. "Close the door behind you," she told him. Her office was certainly spacious. A corner suite with huge windows. There was glass between her office and the corridor, too, but Lisa often had it tinted dark - like now - since many of her meetings were fairly confidential.




She waited until Eric had closed the door before putting the folder she'd been working on away. "I'll be straight with you, Eric, I've called you in for a disciplinary, this morning was the third time you've been late for work," she told him, Lisa's tone was ever so professional.




The words, and Lisa's professional tone, probably shouldn't have gone straight to Eric's cock, but they did, and for a moment his mouth was too dry to form any kind of response. "I see." Eric couldn't deny that he had been late, though frankly a couple of minutes here and there seemed pretty trivial in comparison with what he'd achieved for the company.




"What will this disciplinary consist of?" he asked, meeting Lisa's steady gaze. He wasn't going to be like the rest of the office, like Georgie, too scared to question Lisa's authority.




The attitude seemed to impress Lisa if the way she raised her eyebrow at Eric was anything to go by. "What do you think might be an appropriate punishment for such behaviour?" Lisa asked, the slightest pink at the tip of her tongue darting over her lips.




Eric's lips quirked into the beginnings of a smile. He was quite sure it wasn't company policy to offer employees the chance to discuss what they felt would be appropriate punishment, so Lisa asking gave him licence to be creative.




"You could bend me over your desk and spank me for every minute I was late," he suggested, the smile blossoming into a smirk. It was the kind of suggestion that could have been a joke, unless Lisa wanted to take him seriously.




There was a moment's pause in her movement, a stillness that almost implied that perhaps this was more of an HR issue than a joke, but then, Lisa's tongue made a reappearance, this time slower as she ran it over her lower lip. Looking down at the file and then back up at Eric, Lisa gave a small hum.




"According to my records that's thirty two minutes," she commented, but it hardly sounded like she wasn't considering his suggestion. "My hand might get tired."




The idea of being spanked thirty two times was enough to make Eric's cock thicken, though he made no move to draw attention to it. Instead, he tipped his head to one side, as if he were giving Lisa's words due consideration.




"You wouldn't have to use your hand," he offered, before breaking into another grin. "I'm sure you could improvise something." There were plenty of books and files around the office, and Eric's knees almost went weak at the prospect of being spanked with any of them.




Lisa’s gaze slid across the room as if she really was considering exactly what she might use instead of her hand. Slowly, she got up from her chair, a finger sliding over the folder on her desk before she walked over to her book case. Similarly, Lisa slid her finger over the spines of books there, her eyes remaining on Eric as she walked. When Lisa finally reached the door of her office, she locked it.




"Get on your knees," Lisa told Eric, her voice sharp, but also very focused, like she knew exactly what she wanted and what she had planned.




Eric did his best to drop elegantly to his knees, spurred on by the weight of Lisa's gaze on him. He wanted her to see that he could be good, that he would do exactly as she ordered, because he wanted to. His cock was fully hard, aching behind the tight lines of his suit pants.




Passing a tongue over his lower lip, Eric could feel his heart knocking against his ribs. This certainly hadn't been what he'd expected, but not a single part of him regretted it. "How soundproof is your office?" he asked, because if Lisa was really going to spank him, Eric doubted his ability to be very quiet about it.




"Completely," Lisa answered, somehow managing to make just that one word sound full of promise. She walked back about as slowly as she’d walked to the door, her fingers returning to drag over the books on her shelf but her eyes stayed focused on Eric. "So you can be as loud as you'd like to be," she added, clearly understanding what he'd meant.




Picking up one of the books, Lisa tapped her nails against it. "And I intend to make you want to be quite loud," she informed Eric, before smirking slightly. "Take your shirt off," she instructed.




"Yes, boss," Eric quipped, but he didn't even pretend the words didn't send a shudder of arousal through him. The idea of being spanked, while the rest of the office carried on oblivious, made him feel far too warm, and he was very glad of the instruction to take some of his clothes off.




He moved slowly, taking care over loosening his tie and the buttons of his cuffs. He could feel Lisa still watching him, and he looked up boldly as he unbuttoned his shirt, curious to see whether she liked what she saw.




The way Lisa's eyes turned darker with lust implied that she definitely appreciated Eric's muscles. Once his shirt was off, Lisa moved in closer, running one perfectly manicured nail over his back, just hard enough to leave a light scratch.




"Put your hands on the desk, fingers only," Lisa instructed. She waited for Eric to do so before walking back around and sliding one drawer open. After a very short rummage, Lisa pulled out a long, plastic ruler.




Keeping his fingers on the desk, Eric knelt up, catching a glimpse of the ruler and drawing in a quick breath. A book or a file would've spread the impact out over a larger area. Thirty-two blows with the thin ruler was most likely going to hurt.




Eric could feel a prickle of sweat gather along his spine, but he had no intention of backing out now, not when he was about to find out just how much Lisa might enjoy a little disciplinary action.




"Ready?" he asked, in case there was anything else she wanted before she began.




Lisa gave a soft laugh in response. "Are you?" She asked but before Eric had a chance to respond, the ruler landed sharply against Eric's fingers. The surprised sound of pain he gave in response was met by a moan from Lisa, like she took pleasure from the pain he was experiencing. The second blow against Eric's fingers was less surprising even if no less painful.




"Stand up, hands against the desk and legs spread," Lisa said, licking her lips. Whatever her plan included, it didn't seem like it'd be thirty-two of the same sort of blows.




Eric didn't bother to bite back a moan. He wanted Lisa to hear him, to know how much it turned him on to realise she'd clearly done this before. He trusted her word that the office was soundproofed, but - if it wasn't - the idea that people might hear him only made Eric hotter.




He got slowly to his feet, bending over so he could put his palms flat against the desk, letting his head hang loose between his shoulder blades. His ribs expanded with every breath, and he gasped as the ruler came down again.




"Should I be counting?" he asked, aiming to sound lightly amused, and flushing at how needy he sounded instead.




"If you'd like, I don't plan to lose count." As she answered, Lisa brought the ruler down against Eric's lower back. The hit was much lighter, showing that she was well aware of how sharp the pain from the ruler could be.




Setting the ruler down, Lisa reached to brush a hand over Eric's bare back, before she pressed her chest against it. From behind Eric, Lisa's hands slid around his body, hands teasing over his stomach muscles. Moving lower, Lisa's fingers stroked over Eric's belt buckle as she pushed her hips forward, grinding against his ass.




It was easy to trust Lisa, and any thought of counting was immediately rushed out of Eric's mind by the feeling of her body pressed against his back. His skin felt so sensitive already that he could count the buttons on her blouse as her breasts pushed them against him.




It took an effort of will not to spin around and pull Lisa's hips against him properly, but Eric was quite sure that would only add to his punishment. Instead, he pushed his ass back, letting Lisa grind against it and moaning quietly. "Enjoying yourself?" he asked, genuinely curious about the answer, and about whether Lisa would tell him.




"I'm beginning to," Lisa hummed, her fingers teasing over the skin just above Eric's belt. She did then move to undo it, taking time as she opened it, sliding the belt out slowly, before moving onto the buttons. Once all the fastenings were open, Lisa slid the material down. She pulled his boxers down, too, letting the clothes pool around Eric's ankles.




In a swift movement, Lisa pulled the belt out of its loops, running the material over Eric's leg. Her free hand softly brushed over his ass, before Lisa gave it a squeeze. "Another twenty eight to go," she told him, tone very much implying that Lisa was looking forward to this.




Eric's groan was the loudest noise he'd made yet, and he felt a hot flush of arousal spread over his chest, contrasting deliciously with the cooler air against his exposed skin. He was starting to wonder if he'd last for another twenty eight blows. His cock was already hard enough to ache, especially without his clothes to keep it constrained.




The slap of the leather against his ass wasn't exactly a surprise, but it still made Eric's breath catch in his throat. The pain was sharp, spreading instantly across his body. When Lisa delivered another blow, it seemed to blot out all other sensation, so that the only thing Eric could focus on was the lines of pain across his rear.




After those two, there was a pause, and whilst Eric couldn't see what Lisa was doing, it was almost possible to hear her watching him. She reached out to stroke a hand over the redness she'd already left against Eric's ass. "Twenty six," she muttered.




Then, the slap of the belt landed against Eric's legs and Lisa moaned at almost the same time. Her enjoyment of hurting him was evident. "Can you take more of the belt?" Lisa asked.




The leather left a profound sting, which Eric could feel even after the pause Lisa left. She was clearly able to put more force behind it than the ruler, and the flexibility of the material meant it moved with Eric's ass, curling around him to deliver the pain full across each cheek.




Nonetheless, Eric nodded. "Yes." There was something so hot about being spanked with his own belt, his trousers around his ankles. Lisa had stripped away all Eric's poise, and she hadn't even removed a stitch of her own clothing.




Eric pushed his ass out as much as he could without lifting his hands from the desk, clearly presenting himself for further punishment.




The belt once again licked across Eric's skin, this time even harder. It left a line of stinging across his ass, with the tip of the belt grazing over Eric's thigh. The next blow was higher, but also slightly lighter, as it smacked over Eric's back.




"Bend over the desk," Lisa told him, setting the belt down next to Eric, somewhere he could see easily. Then, Lisa's bare palm came down against Eric's ass, in a harsh slap, just over the marks that the belt had left. Another followed, and another before Lisa stilled again.




Open-mouthed, Eric moaned through the impact, every blow making his cock throb with how much he wanted to rub against something, anything. It wasn't until Lisa stopped that the full effect of the pain really hit him, building under his skin so that it was all Eric could do not to reach back and try to rub the sting away.




The longer Lisa made him wait, the more anticipation coiled in Eric's stomach. His ass hurt, enough to make Eric's eyes water, but the pain just seemed to set every nerve ending alight. He gripped the edge of the desk so hard his knuckles went white, spreading his legs slightly as if that might get him some measure of relief from the ache in his ass.




Lisa stroked over Eric's ass again, her hand soft in contrast to the sharpness of her slap. She then reached out for one of the files in the desk, rolling it up tightly and smacking it against her hand as if to test it. Satisfied with whatever she'd wanted it to feel like, Lisa brought it down hard against Eric's ass.




"I will take you down to fifteen and then we'll have a little break," Lisa told him, before the wrapped up file slapped Eric's ass again. The slaps were close together but each next one seemed harder, or perhaps just sharper against the already sensitive skin.




Fifteen still seemed like a long way off, and Eric nodded. The way each blow felt different seemed to keep his body sensitive, never having the time to adjust to any one sensation. "You're good," he complimented, with some of his usual swagger, though his voice sounded ragged, like he was only just holding on to it.




He knew he'd be feeling the ache in his ass for hours after Lisa was finally done with him, but he appreciated the way she drew it out. He pushed his ass back, the movement making his cock rub against the desk, making Eric bite his lip to hold back a moan.




True to her word, Lisa didn't stop. As the blows increased in force, the sounds Eric made got louder and louder. They seemed to only encourage Lisa more. She was hardly gentle but she was steady, blow after blow. Finally, when the pain seemed almost too much, Lisa stopped.




"That's fifteen left," she informed Eric, setting the folder down. "Take a step back from the desk and get on your knees." There was some shuffling behind Eric as he did so and glancing behind him, Eric just caught Lisa sliding her panties off.




Once he was on his knees in front of the desk again, Lisa moved in front of him, sitting down on the desk. She pulled her skirt up enough for Eric to see her pussy once she parted her legs. "I'll take a blow off for every time you make me come," she told him. "You don't have to, you're welcome to just have another fifteen," Lisa added, before smirking at Eric, like she knew that he would hardly refuse.




Eric's ass was so sore he couldn't quite bring himself to rest it on his heels, meaning he had to hold himself up. The strain in his muscles was slight, but Eric knew it would increase, and found that just as hot as the ache where Lisa's blows had landed.




"You hardly have to bribe me," he said, looking up at Lisa, enjoying the sight of her above him, still almost fully dressed, looking every bit the proper business woman - at least, from the waist up.




Running his hands up her thighs, Eric leaned forward, tongue darting out to lap at Lisa's exposed pussy. Finding her wet already, he moaned, loving both the taste of her and the proof that she'd been as turned on as he was. He wasted no time, circling his tongue around her clit, flicking experimentally to see what she responded to.




And Lisa did respond, her breath hitching before she gave a loud moan. With her hands gripping the edge of the desk, Lisa pushed forward, so she could rock her hips more against Eric’s mouth. Leaning back slightly, Lisa’s moans got louder as Eric’s tongue pressed harder against her clit.




"Oh yes, just like that," she cried in pleasure. Letting go of the desk with one hand, Lisa moved it to Eric’s hair, tugging quite hard as she seemed to try to pull him even closer. "Yes, yes, yes," she chanted, rocking more and more. "Fuck, I'm so close!"




Eric pressed his tongue even harder against Lisa's clit, trying to do more of what she'd liked. Hearing her moans surround him, Eric wanted nothing more than to make Lisa come. Not because he necessarily wanted to reduce his punishment, but for the pure pleasure of knowing he'd been responsible for her losing control.




His hand moved from Lisa's thigh, fingers brushing lightly against her pussy, more teasing than satisfying. Lisa hadn't said he could use his hands, but she hadn't said he couldn't, and Eric was curious to see whether she'd impose any limits.




Lisa rocked against Eric's mouth, her fingers tightening in his hair. "You can use your fingers," she told him almost as if reading his mind. Then again, the sounds that Lisa was making were a clear indication that she was very much enjoying herself.




When Eric did slide a finger inside her, the sound Lisa gave was so loud that briefly he had to wonder if the sound proofing would be sound proofed enough. With his tongue still against her clit, it didn't take long for Eric to make Lisa come and she did so with another loud cry, muscles tightening around Eric's fingers.




Since Lisa's challenge had been for every time Eric could make her come, Eric didn't pull away. He did slow, licking more teasingly against her pussy in case she was sensitive immediately after orgasm. He thrust his finger into her slowly, rubbing against as much of her pussy as he could manage.




Eric's thighs were starting to ache from holding his weight, but it was easy to ignore,  especially when Lisa kept making such fantastic sounds for Eric to listen to instead.




"Add another finger," Lisa encouraged, showing how much she was happy to have another orgasm if Eric could bring it. She leaned back, parting her lips even wider. The sounds falling from Lisa's lips demonstrated how much she was enjoying Eric's mouth and fingers.




Rocking her hips, Lisa tugged on Eric's hair again. "Faster," she instructed. When Eric obliged, Lisa moaned louder, and her second orgasm wasn't far off.




"Fuuuuck, yesss," Lisa cried and her muscles tightened again, before she relaxed, licking her lips.




"That's enough, for now," she said pushing Eric's head back.




Eric pouted briefly, before lifting his hand to his mouth to suck Lisa's taste off his fingers. When he'd finished, he looked up, tongue darting out to wet his lips at how hot Lisa still looked.




"I'm so fucking hard," he said, his tone pitched to make it sound almost conversational, rather than a complaint. He was very eager for Lisa to at some point do something about it, but Eric was almost enjoying how desperate his body felt. If Lisa wanted to keep him waiting, Eric was sure she'd give him plenty of other sensations to focus on.




Lisa looked down, tongue darting over her lips as she took in the sight of Eric's hard cock. "So you are," she agreed pushing herself off the table. Rather than saying anything else, Lisa took a step to the side.




"Take off all your clothes and bend over the desk," she instructed. Whilst Lisa had stripped most of Eric's clothes, his pants and underwear were still pooled around his ankles. "Don't rub your cock on the desk," she added. "There's another thirteen minutes to get punished for, but then, I might consider rewarding you. If you take this and thank me for it."




Eric swallowed hard, incredibly turned on by the prospect of being bent naked over the desk, of having to thank Lisa for the pain he had no doubt she was about to inflict. He wasted no time, carefully stepping out of his shoes and pants, kicking them into a haphazard pile along with his tie and shirt. After a moment's pause, he stripped his socks off, too. He had a feeling Lisa was precise about wording, and when she'd said 'all' she'd meant 'all'.




Bending over the desk, Eric groaned at the ache still in his ass. He gripped hard to the other edge, spreading his legs to give him a more stable position. He twisted so he could watch Lisa over his shoulder, curious what she'd pick first. "Thank you for my disciplinary, boss," he said, feeling it wouldn't hurt to start as he meant to go on.




Lisa laughed, but there was also a degree of satisfaction in her eyes at Eric's words. She started by reaching out and running her hand over Eric's ass, pressing hard against the marks she'd left there already. Then, Lisa smacked her hand against them, giving a moan at the pained sound that Eric gave.




"I want you to say thank you every time," Lisa told Eric before slapping his ass again, obviously testing if he'd follow instructions. When he did, Lisa smiled, moving to pick up the belt again. She waited for a bit, before not particularly lightly having the belt come down across Eric's ass, no doubt leaving another sharp line of red.




Eric moaned, feeling the pain bloom where the belt had come down. His ass felt so hot, like the skin was burning up, and Eric only wanted to feel the fire more fiercely, have it consume every nerve until he couldn't tell pain from pleasure.




"Thank you," he called, his voice sounding hoarse already. The next blow startled a hiss from him, catching the sensitive skin of his inner thigh. "Thank you." There was no hope of controlling his voice, not if Lisa was going to keep hitting him so hard.




The third blow from the belt was just as hard and Lisa moaned in sync with the cry that Eric gave. It was evident that causing him pain aroused her. This time the thank you was almost breathless, and Lisa gave a small hum. Her hand returned to Eric's ass, fingers soft and gentle against the skin. "You're good at taking punishment," she praised.




The praise settled a different kind of heat under Eric's skin, and he wanted to be good, to earn more of it.




Lisa set the belt down, seemingly done with using it. There was still another nine hits to go. Picking up the ruler, Lisa dragged it slowly over Eric's thighs. Then, again with no warning, she smacked him with it, a sharp, stinging pain running through his body.




Eric's sharp gasp sounded ragged, and he lifted his head as he tried to suck enough air into his lungs. It took a moment for him to gather his wits, and the 'thank you' didn't come quickly enough. Before Eric could completely get the words out, Lisa had once again brought the ruler down against his thighs.




Feeling like his blood was whistling through his body, Eric managed, "Thank you, for both." He wasn't sure if Lisa had counted his attempt at the words, but he didn't want to risk losing out on the prospect of a reward.




The third hit with the ruler was definitely lighter, but it was also still definitely stinging. Lisa set the ruler down, next to the belt. She then followed the hit up with another bare handed spank, smacking loudly against Eric's ass. Much more softly, Lisa did run a hand over the skin, but then did also pinch it.




Picking up the rolled up file, Lisa slapped that hard against Eric's ass, waiting for the thank you, before she did it again and again until there was only one last blow left. "What shall I use last?" She asked Eric, nails scratching lightly against his back.




Eric's eyes watered, and even if he'd wanted to, there was no way to hide the tracks of tears down his cheeks. Despite the pain, or more likely because of it, Eric felt a pang of regret that it was about to be over. It was quickly replaced by a lurch of hope, that Lisa might still reward him for his good behaviour.




His mind moved slowly over all the options, trying to decide which he had liked best. It was still true that there was a special thrill to being spanked with his own belt, and not just because it had also hurt the most.




Licking his lips, Eric glanced back at Lisa. "I like the belt best," he said, honestly, "but I think you should pick. Call it a thank you for disciplining me so well."




Lisa seemed quite pleased with Eric's answer, and her fingers trailed over the belt. "I will pick it because I want to," she told Eric. "But I also like that you would pick it, it's incentivising." The way she said 'incentivising' sounded very professional, almost like Eric wasn't completely naked, bent over Lisa's desk, waiting for her to spank him one more time.




Picking up the belt, Lisa took her time, letting Eric's anticipation build. Finally, she brought the belt down against his ass, hard enough that the mark would stay for days, if not a week as it bruised. "Will you be late again?" Lisa asked.




The blow was hard enough that Eric felt like it knocked the breath out of his lungs, and his fingers tightened on the table to keep his hands still. "Thank you," he said, the words coming out almost choked.




It took a lot longer for Eric to formulate a response to Lisa's question. "Probably," he finally said. Eric knew how hard it would be to change the habit of a lifetime, and he'd never particularly prioritised turning up to the very minute, not when strolling in two or three (or ten) minutes late made so little difference.




"If I do, I'll take my punishment, like a model employee," he promised, far more sincerely, though not without a trace of amusement.




"I would prefer you not to be late," Lisa told Eric, but her tone also very much implied that she wouldn't be against punishing Eric again. "Stand up and turn to me," she instructed, taking a step back. For a moment, Lisa seemed to just take in how Eric looked - naked, hard and with tears running down his cheeks. Then, she took a step forward, bringing a hand up to his cheeks so she could wipe the tears away.




Lisa brought one of her now-wet hands down to Eric's cock, fingers wrapping around it. "You were very thankful for your punishment," Lisa hummed, hand slow as it moved over Eric. "I will let you fuck me, that's your reward, but if I don't come, you'll be punished again," she told Eric, licking her lips before a small smirk settled against them.




Eric shuddered, his hips bucking into Lisa's hand. "I don't know if that's incentivising or not," he said, echoing her own earlier word choice. "I liked making you come, and I liked being punished." Yes, it had been a lot, and Eric's ass still hurt, but it had also been so hot that Eric had no doubt it would figure in his fantasies for weeks.




Taking Lisa's word as permission, Eric ran his hands up her sides, feeling the material of her skirt and then her blouse. "You look so hot," he told her. He let one hand move to cup LIsa's breast, thumb seeking the slight bump of her nipple under the shirt and circling it. He almost didn't want to take any of Lisa's clothes off.




Whilst Lisa did give a soft moan at the brush of his finger, she didn't seem very inclined to have Eric take her clothes off either. Instead, Lisa ran one hand down her side, pulling her skirt up a bit. "Sit down on the desk," Lisa told him, and she'd know full well just how painful her request would be for Eric.




Lisa watched Eric follow her instructions, taking enjoyment in how much pain sitting down caused him. With her other hand now free, Lisa hitched her skirt fully up, before moving to straddle Eric.




Eric's hands reached for Lisa, pulling her close and letting his fingers take a grip of the bunched material around her waist. He could feel the heat of her against his cock, and Lisa had said he could fuck her, but he hesitated. He wanted to savour the moment, Lisa's body warm against his, the throb of his ass against the hard desk.




Finally, leading his cock to Lisa's pussy, Eric paused again, biting his lip briefly before he looked up at Lisa. "Go on," he encouraged.




Lisa lowered herself almost excruciatingly slowly, taking her time as Eric's long cock slid into her. She was hot and so wet, moaning at how Eric filled her up. Rocking her hips forward, Lisa adjusted to his size, before starting to ride him. The movements were still slow, still teasing.




"Fuck, your cock is so big," she moaned, the pace picking up ever so slightly. Lisa's hands settled against Eric's shoulders, nails digging into his skin - not too hard, but probably hard enough to leave a mark.




The bite of her nails against his bare skin only emphasised to Eric how naked he was, and all Lisa had taken off was her panties. The thought made him moan, clutching tighter to Lisa's skirt.




Eric rocked his hips, enjoying the flare of pain every time his ass moved against the table. It mixed with the pleasure from how tight Lisa's pussy was around his cock, and he groaned even louder, resting his head against Lisa's shoulder. "That's it, fuck, that feels so good," he urged.




Moving one hand, Eric wiggled it under Lisa's skirt, his fingers finding her clit and letting her movements push her against him.




Lisa shifted as if to invite Eric's fingers closer, her cries of pleasure surrounding them. Lisa's hips rocked forward, with her legs pushing her up and down. The hotness of Lisa's pussy surrounded Eric, the sounds of his groans mixing with the loud moans that fell from Lisa's mouth.




The way she pushed herself down against him started to become harder and faster. Lisa also rocked against Eric's fingers, seeking out the pleasure he was offering. "Fuck, yes!" Lisa groaned beginning to rock faster and harder. "Come on," she encouraged. "Make me come again!"




Her tone was downright bossy, which drove Eric to give her exactly what she wanted. He pressed his fingers harder against her clit, thrusting his hips up with even more force. It made the wood sting against his ass, which only made everything seem so much more intense.




"Come on," he said, voice practically a growl with how hoarse his throat was. He wanted Lisa to come first, and then he wanted to keep fucking into her while all her muscles squeezed around him. He lifted his head, biting at her jaw, hoping the little edge of pain might bring her closer.




It did seem to do the trick, because Lisa gave a loud scream, pleasure overtaking her. A string of 'yes yes yes' and 'harder' fell from Lisa's lips as her pussy clasped tightly around Eric's cock, encouraging his orgasm to join hers.




Eric bucked his hips up hard, grip moving to Lisa's hips so he could pull her down against him. He gave a ragged cry, pleasure and pain ringing through his body simultaneously, until he couldn't tell where one feeling ended and another began.




He moaned even louder as he finally came, orgasm sweeping over all other sensations as he came deep in Lisa's pussy. He kept hold of her hips, not wanting to lose the warmth of her, breathing harshly against her blouse as he came back to an awareness of the office around them. He chuckled, but couldn't quite find words.




It took Lisa a few moments to catch her breath but once she did, Lisa gave one more, much slower and shallower, movement with her hips. Finally, she moved off Eric, his cock sliding out of her. Taking a step back, Lisa straightened her skirt as she seemed to take in the image of Eric - naked, spent and exposed. If the way she licked her lips was an indication of anything, she seemed to rather enjoy the sight.




"I will refrain from placing a warning on your file, but next time the punishment might be more severe," Lisa told Eric, her voice so professional, almost like she hadn't just fucked him, almost like despite her skirt being straightened, Eric wouldn't know that Lisa still had no panties on.




Eric gave a louder laugh, delighted by how quickly Lisa could revert to her professional demeanor. It would take a little longer for him, but he did get himself up off the desk, doing his best to glance down at his own ass. He was sure it was still red - it certainly still hurt.




Carefully, he bent to collect his clothes, pulling his slacks on and trying to smooth out the creases. "I'll keep that in mind," he promised, though his tone sounded very much like he would enjoy the prospect of another punishment.




Slipping his belt through the loops of his pants, he added, "I'll go out and tell them you dragged me across hot coals for daring to be late, shall I?"




Moving to pick up her panties, Lisa gave a hum in response to Eric's comment. "Yes," she nodded. "I have neither the time, nor the wish, to punish all of my employees." Seeing how big the company was, that made sense. Whether this was the sort of punishment anyone else got was left rather unclear.




Instead, Lisa approached Eric, reaching to put her panties in his pocket, patting it before she moved to do his buttons up. "If you ever require more punishment, my door is always open," she told him, before smirking slightly. "Discipline, you see, is somewhat of my speciality."




Eric paused, looking at Lisa with a smirk. "Yeah, I can tell," he assured, almost with a teasing lilt to the words. "I'm not going to be able to sit comfortably at my desk for days." If that was the price that had to be paid, it was certainly worth it. Eric would enjoy the reminder, and he'd probably be half-hard anytime he shifted position.




"I must admit, there was a moment I hoped you'd have to gag me with my tie," he told Lisa. He had liked being loud, liked knowing nobody in the office would have any idea what was going on, and it was probably better for his professional image that he was able to put his tie back on without suspicious wet patches. Still, if next time Lisa wanted to take him up on that suggestion, Eric would be very, very willing.




"I'll keep that in mind," Lisa said, her tone sounding very promising. It was rather clear that Lisa would be very far from objecting to punish Eric again if he did want - or if she deemed he needed it again.




Straightening the things on her desk that they had shuffled by their activities, Lisa walked around to sit down at her desk. "You are free to leave now, Eric," she told him, tone professional and clear.




Eric could take a hint, and after making sure his tie looked respectable, he headed for the door. "Thank you, boss," he offered, giving Lisa a grin, sure that the words would remind her of his gratitude for each of the blows she'd given him. He checked her panties weren't showing in his pocket, gave her a mock salute and walked back out into the office.




Part of him had wondered whether there would be stares, whether Lisa's promises of soundproof walls had been exaggerated, or untested. Mostly, he was greeted by empty office chairs. As soon as it had hit five, most of his colleagues had clearly left, looking forward to their weekends.




Georgie was still there, and she rushed over, her big eyes looking worried. "You were in there for ages!" she said, reaching out a hand to give Eric's arm a tentative squeeze. "Is everything all right?"




It was an effort not to smirk, and Eric wasn't completely sure he managed it. He tried his best to turn it into a sort of wry smile. "No lasting damage," he lied, thinking of his ass and the bruises he knew he'd be developing even as they spoke. "Lisa just wanted to make it clear that my attitude towards punctuality leaves a lot to be desired."




"What?" Georgie asked, looking shocked. "All that, just because you aren't at your desk by nine on the dot? It's not like you're the only one!" That made Eric chuckle, and he wondered who else was getting to see the side of Lisa he'd seen today.




"She was… forceful," Eric agreed, having to fight to keep his smile in order. Georgie looked so worried it was hard not to laugh. "It's alright," he assured her. "She didn't put anything on my record. It was just a reminder that she's the one in charge, and I have to do things her way." It was a reminder Eric wouldn't at all mind repeating. "Really," he added, as he started to move towards his desk to gather his things, "as far as disciplinaries go, it was quite pleasurable."





Other works by Henrietta Soto:




Shorts




Tie Me Up




Horny by Night, Horny by Day




Dare You Not to Come




Breakfast in Bed: Feed Him, F*ck Him




She Has Him




He Takes It




She’s in Charge




They Take Him: A Threesome Male Submission Story 




Playing Outside: Under Her Control 




Paddle Play: His Punishment 




Succubus Summoned: He Submits










His Series




James and Nadine explore the pleasures of a dom/sub relationship, from James' first menage at an erotic party to sparks of literal electricity against his skin. Nadine loves the control of leaving marks against James' skin, and brings things to a whole new level when she offers James his first collar.




As a bundle HERE;

As individual stories:




His First Party

His First Whipping

His Second Party

His Collaring

His First Electric Play




Wicked Naughty books




Naughty Victorian-era BDSM novellas featuring Sir George Johnson and the vampire Celeste Duvall. 




Wicked Passions




Wicked Desires




Other bundles




5 Story BDSM Bundle: Whipped, Tied, Begging
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