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Joanna’s Escapades
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Miles’s Revenge

The phone rang six times before Joanna answered.  She could hardly find the thing in the midst of her paper strewn desk.  

 A feeling of impending doom had descended on her, someone’s head would roll, and it might be hers, if she didn’t straighten out the mess.

 “Hello,” she said absently as she picked up the phone.

 “Where were you?” a man’s voice demanded.  His chilling voice leapt out through the receiver.

 “Miles, I have work,” Joanna answered irritated.   

 “Knock off the edge, Joanna,” he warned.

 She took a deep breath.

 “I’m sorry,” she replied, aware of his stern mood.  He hadn’t been that way earlier that morning, they’d made love, shared a salsa filled omelet and steamy coffee before they left for work.  She wondered why he was suddenly so different.

 “I’ll be picking you up in a half hour,” he informed her.

 “And what are we going to do?” she asked, suddenly quite curious.

 “I don’t think that’s you’re concern,” he replied.

 “Oh.”

 “Half hour,” he repeated and the phone clicked.

 She took a deep breath.  Yes, a little interlude would be delightful, but damn, she thought. The signs of overwork surrounded her, it was hardly what she needed at the moment, or was it . . . .

 Either way she had no choice.

 He was ultimately her boss, though there were a half dozen mid management types between her executive assistant job, and Miles.  Explaining her sudden need to disappear to her immediate superiors was never easy.  Though there was really no need for an explanation, since everyone knew she belonged to the company president, as least figuratively.  Miles Jamison possessed his women, and for the last several years he’d possessed her, in a deliciously wicked way.

 “I have to go,” Joanna explained to Donovan ten minutes later, standing in front of her harried boss.  

 “Miles?”  He knew in an instant her excuse.

 “Yes.”

 “He’s damned inconvenient, you know.  We’ve got an emergency here and I’m not certain that we’ll find an easy explanation to this problem.  I need you here to help me out.”  The handsome young executive was the type of man Joanna had once imagined herself falling in love with.  How strange that she would do a quick 180 degree turn when Miles came into her life

 “I know it’s bad timing, but you want me to tell Miles that?” she replied with a smug grin.  She wielded a unique power at work, even though she didn’t like to use it, especially now.  She felt a little guilty leaving Donovan at the moment, and she considered herself too much her own woman to let her relationship with Miles look like favoritism.  

 “This time you have a good reason to turn him down,” Donovan said.  “But then again, I can’t afford to let him get wind of this Pandora’s box, not yet.  It could be devastating for the department.”

 He was looking worried.  As worried as she should be.  Too bad, such a handsome face, and so strung out. “I’ll be back as soon as I can,” she assured him, and she turned to walk away.

 “So what do you two do on your extemporaneous meetings, screw in the limo?” Donovan asked, as she reached the door. 

 She turned back around and flashed him a sly smile.  Yeah, they’d screwed in the limo a few times, but that was only half of what took place when Miles called her away.  If only Donovan knew . . .  “Wouldn’t you like to know,” she teased.  She wiggled her hourglass figure for him just a bit, her blond hair swaying in the air.  She had a sweet face, a flawless pale complexion with just a blush of pink on her cheeks and lips.  Her dark eyes peered out from her perpetually droopy lids.  She always looked as if she were in the middle of a seduction.

 “Well, be quick.  Tell the old man I need you this afternoon,” he said.  He looked as harried as she felt.

 “Sure,” she replied.  “But listen if it makes you feel any better, I wish I didn’t have to go this time.  And I’m not going to run out on you, we’ll get to the bottom of our problem before I leave today.”

 “Yeah Jo, that makes me feel much better,” he replied sarcastically.  While she was out screwing the president, he was trying to put out a fire he hoped was not already out of control. 

 Donovan watched her swish her sweet ass through the door.  He’d have loved to have his cock between her thighs, and was well on his way to making it happen, when the prospects of that ended abruptly as Miles Jamison took her for his own.  At his beck and call no less, what could be finer than a woman like Joanna accessible on demand.  She was every man’s dream.  She had a sumptuous 38C bosom by his estimation, and one of the most pleasantly rounded rear ends he’d had the occasion to work around.  It only helped that every dress she wore, cashmere, silk or lycra, always clung to those exquisite curves.  He always wanted to know if that cascade of blonde curls was natural; but it wasn’t likely he’d get the opportunity to find out anytime soon, if ever.  She was taken, and everyone knew it.

 “Hi darling,” Joanna purred as she stepped into the back of the black limo.

 “You’re late,” Miles said, cold as ice.  He was wearing jeans and a fresh starched white shirt, his cowboy boots, and his dark hair combed back into a ponytail.  Straight from the factory no doubt, looking like an elegant urban cowboy.  Just looking at him made her body rush with sexual delight.

 “I’m sorry, we’ve all kinds of deadlines you’ve imposed on the department and I couldn’t get free any sooner.”

 “That’s really not my problem is it?” he answered, still terribly cold and distant.

 “OOoo, I must really be in for something today,” she remarked, as she stroked his shoulder and kissed his cheek.

 “Don’t get cute,” he said.

 She shivered just a bit.  He wasn’t usually so icy, though this was hardly the first time they played this scenario, his stealing her away from the office for a session with his black strap.  It lay conspicuously on his lap.  She reached down and ran her hand along the cool leather.  It was meant for one thing, and one thing only.  She could already feel herself pulsing between her legs in anticipation.

 “Pull up your skirt,” he said.

 She eyed him carefully, then squirmed in her seat until her lanky legs showed the top of her hose, the garters, and even the bottoms of her brief panties.

 “Take those off,” he said, referring to the panties.  

 This was nothing new on escapades like this.  Miles had an exquisite capacity for theatre, making her sweat it out.  Little details in particular, like her bare bottom getting a fore taste of leather sitting squarely on the seat of the car.  And the exposure, making her display herself in this less than private place.  On this particular day, deliberately no doubt, Miles neglected to have the driver raise the privacy screen, and the chauffeur with one simple glance, could see what her raised skirt revealed—all the way to her hairless puss peeking out from underneath.

 Joanna removed the panties and handed them to Miles, who quickly pocketed them.  She wouldn’t be wearing them the remainder of the day.

 “So are you going to tell me the nature of my crimes?” she asked.

 “You should know.”

 She looked at him sheepishly.

 “You little slut, thinking I wouldn’t see you flashing these sweet tits of yours at the party last night?” He unbuttoned her white blouse and pulled one tit from the black lace bra.  He pinched her nipple until it was rock hard.  Erect, it protruded nearly an inch from her flesh.

 “You want me to be a slut,” she reminded him, maintaining her innocence.

 “And did I suggest you open yourself to being fondled?”

 “That’s sometimes where it leads, my love,” she insisted.  It was rather harmless, the young gentleman that had taken such a liking to her, so sweet he was, and a little drunk, pulling out her tit and kissing her nipple.  It was an innocuous thrill for them both.  

 “His hands were right up your skirt.”

 She remembered that too, the young man’s hands caressing her thighs, pulling her skirt up so he could feel her ass.  They were in a corner of the room, she was surprised Miles noticed.  Though deep inside she did it for him, hoping he would.  Miles was a voyeur at heart. “He was very insistent Miles.  You did see me try to pull away?” she defended herself.

 “Since when does anyone play with you without my permission?”

 Miles loved to tell her to woo men like the young one the night before.  It satisfied the tease in her, and Miles liked to watch; but only when he was in control and calling the shots.  She blushed, duly admonished for forgetting. “I’m sorry, I guess I got a little carried away with the moment,” she said sweetly.

 “Oh, your abuses go far beyond that incident. You were in rare form last night.”  He chuckled darkly.

 “What do you mean?”

 “You really have to watch yourself when you drink Joanna, that little bitch in your attitude really pisses me off.”

 “I was bitchy?” she looked at him in disbelief.

 He shook his head yes.

 “I don’t believe you!” she protested with an unmistakable edge in her voice.

 “Doesn’t matter what you think, it only matters what I think.  Suck my cock,” he ordered.

 Joanna turned to him, finding the zipper and pulling it down.  Reaching into his pants she pulled out his half hard prick.  Her lips were around the head, teasing him with her tongue all along his sensitive flesh.  He grabbed her rear which bobbed up in the air naked, and squeezed her ass cheeks roughly.  Then he planted a finger against her ass and prodded her there for a moment.

 She gasped and fell forward.

 “Want it there?” he asked.

 “If that’s what you want,” she replied, better to surrender than protest.

 As she resumed the blow job, Miles worked her body at will.  

 The chauffeur occasionally glancing in the mirror, had an afternoon to remember.

 Joanna took the thick cock deep into her mouth, and bobbed up and down on it until the shaft was standing at attention.  She ran her tongue around the head and heard a little shudder escape Miles’ lips.  

 “That’s enough,” he said, pulling the prick away from her, and putting it back in his pants.  “Put your bottom on the leather and think about how it’s going to feel.  How nicely it’s going to burn when I’m finished with it.”

 She shivered from the chill of his words and the picture they brought to mind … someplace, somewhere, her upturned bottom turning bright red from the punishing leather.

 They turned off the busy street and headed into the city park, moving rapidly towards the most remote section of the enormous preserve.  When they reached the heavily wooded forest, her curiosity piqued.  It was always a different place, a well designed adventure, something to make her loins race and her heart skip a few fearful beats.  He liked her on the edge, and she appreciated his imagination.

 “Here?” she questioned him when the limo stopped.

 He nodded.

 They waited for the driver to exit the car and open their door for them.  They’d stopped along a narrow one way road, where pines grew up on either side and there were a multitude of trails to hike.  It had been some time since Joanna had been here.  Certainly she’d never been here dressed for work, in a suit and hose and heels.

 The driver extended his hand to her.

 She looked up at him smiling, then straightened her skirt as she swung her legs around.  It wasn’t possible to hide her upper thighs and the peeking crotch from the chauffeur’s view.  He said nothing, though his eyes stared right between her legs.

 Miles pushed her on knowing exactly the result, her legs opened wider still, revealing her naked cunt.

 The driver pulled her to her feet and she quickly straightened her skirt, trying to avoid the chauffeur’s attentive eyes.  Then again, why should she worry now, after the lewd show she’d given him in the limo?

 Miles consulted privately with his driver, and the limo sped off down the winding road, leaving the two standing in a small clearing.  

 Drawing up behind her, Miles one hand planted on her right ass cheek, the other grasped her shoulder.  

 “We’ll take a little hike my dear, then see how brightly this ass of your will glow.  The leather strap was in his hand and he rubbed the smooth surface over her ass cheek. 

 She shivered.

 Miles led her down a wooded forest path, into the heart of the city park’s wilds.  He held her firmly so she wouldn’t stumble on the crude trail. It was difficult to negotiate the footpath in her four inch high heels.  The scenario reminded her distinctly of being taken to the woodshed, a favorite image of her spanking fantasy.  But there was no woodshed waiting for her at the end of the trail.  Instead, they reached a lovely glade where grass grew perfectly on the hillside.  The little haven was planted with flowers and shrubs that were well groomed by some gardener.  A large hedge surrounded the glen, and Miles led her around it on a narrow path until they were in a tiny nook surrounded by the dense cool foliage.  There was a stone bench hidden among the wild growth.  As far as Joanna could tell, the place was deserted.  What an inspired choice!  She wondered how he’d found it.

 “Sit down,” he instructed her.  “On your naked ass,” he added.

 She pulled up the skirt again and sat, as Miles stood over her. 

 “Open your legs,” he ordered, staring down at her.

 She opened them wide, so wide her skirt was bunched around her waist, and the triangle of her lovely mound, her soft inner thighs and the purple pink of her opening were bared for his view.  He could see the tiny gold ring above the hood of her clit, glistening in the dim sunlight that filtered through the leafy canopy of trees.  A small charm with his initials dangled from the ring, which was meant to tickle her clitoris when she walked, and it did just that.

 As Joanna looked up at him, familiar little tingles of fear and thrill raced through her.  

 He held the leather strap in his fist, an ominous reminder of what was to come.  It was a rugged implement, that had blistered her bottom at least a dozen times in the last several years; though it was by no means the only instrument he’d laid on her ass.  He’d used his hand many times, a wooden ruler, a wooden paddle, as well as an assortment of flogging whips, some of butter soft deer skin that sounded furious, but hardly caused her to wince with pain, others that dug much deeper, painfully cutting their way into her skin leaving marks that lasted for day.  They both had a fascination for macabre instruments, and the effect they had on her tender flesh.

 Being Mile’s submissive was an uncommon experience.  Their passion for these dramas satisfied them both immeasurably.

 The anticipation mounting in her, she couldn’t wait for her punishment to begin.  It had been three weeks since their last nasty adventure, and she missed his cold stare, his sharp tongued orders, the frightening implements, the build up and the deed itself.  She missed the aftermath, that glorious heat on her well disciplined rear.  Three weeks before he’d blistered her bottom in the limo as they were driving towards their weekend hideaway.  All of a sudden he’d pulled a small wooden paddle from his briefcase and taken her over his lap. The spanking was severe, punishing her once again for her sharped- tongued retorts.  That time, the limo driver couldn’t see, since the screen was up, but no doubt he’d heard her cries.  By the expression on his face when he later helped her with her bags, he’d gotten quite a kick from her distress.  

 Now, submissively looking up at Miles for direction, she wondered what this adventure would bring.

 “Put your hands behind you on the bench,” he ordered.

 Joanna leaned back on her extended arms.  It exposed her sex even more.  The thought that someone might at that moment walk around the barrier that secluded them and see her vulnerably exposed, made her tremble all the more.  A little piece of her almost hoped it would happen. 

 Miles raised the strap and cracked the leather sharply against her inner thigh.

 “Oh god,” she gasped in pain.

 “Quiet,” he ordered.

 He reared back and cracked the leather against the other thigh.

 “Oooo,” she seethed under her breath.  The sharp cutting pain was already difficult to bear.  She watched the red marks rise instantly, afraid he would continue there.  It was a horrible place to be whipped.

 “Stand up,” he instructed.

 Breathing a sign of relief, she rose to await his further command.  Though rather than instructing her, he guided her, bending her over at the waist so her hands were resting on the stone she’d just warmed with her rear.

 He pushed her skirt up so it was completely out of the way, her naked posterior presented for his admiring eye.  He liked to look it over thoroughly before the instrument struck; he considered it an art punishing a submissive bottom.  Joanna’s was by far the most satisfying rear he’d reddened.  Maybe she had a gift for being submissive.  She always fought him just a little, but once she’d struck the pose, every ounce of her consciousness was absorbed in the act of being his, to have and do with as he pleased.  He’d taught her that over their many sessions; she’d learned well and they were both gratified by the results. 

 “You deserve this, little bitch,” he said.

 “Yes, sir,” she answered.

 “A smart mouth and a sassy bottom will get you punished.”

 “Yes, sir.”

 “I would think you asked for it, this time,” he charged.  “Is that so?”

 “Perhaps, Miles,” she replied.

 He cracked the leather sharply against her ass.

 “Perhaps?” he questioned.

 “I asked for it.”  She relinquished easily.  Of course the truth was obvious.  Without being so bold as to hand him a whip and beg to be punished, she’d deliberately gone out of her way to throw herself at the man the night before, sass at Miles when he wanted her, and find every small annoyance to tick him off.  Being punished was a need she had to have filled.

 “Then you deserve it especially hard this time, don’t you?”

 “Yes, sir,” she replied.  She sealed her fate with every answer, but she would do nothing but agree with him.  That too was part of being submissive.  She cringed waiting, her bottom clenching and releasing, her breath deliberate, her anxiety mounting as she waited.

 He ran the strap about her ass.  It was still cool.  He ran it between her legs, along her inner thigh.  “Spread your legs further,” he instructed.  She complied.  The leather continued to trace lines on her flesh, so gentle and soft; the contrast to the blows that would follow was obvious.

 “You need the leather because it stings so sharply,” he said.

 “Yes, sir.”

 “And you’ll need a few bruises afterwards to remind you.”

 “Yes, sir.”  

 “You get punished for your whining tongue, for abusing my will and allowing yourself to be played with without my permission.”

 “Yes, sir.”

 He backed away from her rear eyeing her glorious white mounds again. “Bend lower and stick it out for me,” he ordered.

 She complied, leaning forward even further so her cheeks were even more prominently displayed.

 Miles reared back and cracked the leather hard against her.  

 She jerked.  “Ow,” she murmured. 

 Another blow landed in the same place as the first.

She jerked again.  “Oooo, ow, oh, my god!” she gasped in whispers under her breath.

 “Hush,” he whispered in return.

 The repetitious blows rained down on her bottom, with each stroke abundant pain burned her skin.  She stifled her sobs, the intensity excruciating.  If only he’d let up, even for a second, so she could catch her breath, so the pain would die away and she could prepare for the next.

 She squirmed, unable to hold still.  But he wouldn’t stand for it.

 He stopped long enough for her to settle herself again.

 “You behave so badly, Joanna, it only makes it last longer.”

 He ran the leather against her flaming skin once more.  Such a terrible tease.  The strap was no longer cool and welcome against her ass.

 He cracked it against her six more times.  With all her might she tried to hold back the scream that was in her throat.  If only she could respond, but he’d captured her in the semi public glen where her cries would rise into air, and she’d regret her loss of control.

 The next pause was briefer, Miles renewing the punishment with a series of small sharp blows, that unlike the others were not distinct; their collective impact made her entire bottom burn.  Not so intense, Joanna felt the surge inside her cunt.  She was so sexually aroused that she swayed her ass before him brazenly, welcoming the next volley.

 She was home free when it turned this way.  Thinking she’d gotten off easily, they’d be fucking like savages in minutes, she almost smiled to herself.  

 But Miles knew her too well.  He changed his method once more and issued several more hard nasty cracks to each ass cheek.

 “God, damn it!” she murmured under her breath, her feet dancing beneath her.

 There were another several cracks, he was finishing, but not until he was ready.

 Though she wiggled away, she didn’t wiggle far.  The final blows hit squarely on her rear, in the center where the strap could strike both well reddened mounds.

 She began to rise.

 “Stay put!”

 She breathed heavily waiting.

 “You made it harder on yourself putting up such a fight.”

 “It hurt,” she whined through her tears.

 “It was meant to hurt like hell, I’m glad it did, and you will be too.”

 He began to finger her bottom, feeling the warmth of her ass crack as his hand pushed into her, finding her moistened fold.

 “Oh my, you’re giving yourself away,” he observed.  “If you weren’t so aroused by this, I would quit, you know that?”

 She hated afterwards when she felt so injured, and was made to listen to his comments on the state of her pussy.  But she only hated it for a moment, until he’d engaged her body and her real need.

 “You want me to take you here, slut?”

 “OOooo, yes.”  She wiggled her red ass seductively at him. 

 “Right here in the middle of the woods?”  He toyed with her clit, tugged her nether jewelry.  He’d put the little ring there, and since, he loved to pull at it and feel the little charge that raced through her body, not to mention his own.  She was beginning to rock back against his hand.

 “Ah, Miles, please.”

 Several fingers penetrated her puss, the juicy hole squeezing back delightfully.

 “You’ll get yours, slut,” he said.  Withdrawing his fingers, he pulled her up and turned her around, only to shove her down on the stone bench.  Her already sore bottom was roughed up again by the scratchy stone, though she didn’t have anytime to think about that, since his cock was at her lips forcing its way between them.

 “Suck me off,” he said.  He grabbed her hair and pressed her face into his crotch.

 Her lips surrounded his purple head, and she took all she could into her mouth, beginning a measured rhythmic massage of his hard shaft.  Spanking, punishing and controlling his submissive always made him hard, always made his orgasm ready to rip through him. 

 She jerked the base of his dick, as her mouth worked the head.

 He leaned back and quietly gasped as the climax neared.  “Ooo, yes, baby, use that mouth.”

 She knew when he was ready to cum, and as those final strokes mounted, she cupped his full balls in her hand and massaged them gently. 

 “Yeeeeah!” he shuddered softly into the warm air.

 Withdrawing his cock from her mouth his warm liquid shot all over her face, her lips, her cheeks, down her throat.  The musty smell of sex filled her nostrils; the pungent taste of his spunk pleased her.  She licked her lips.

 “Your face is a mess,” he said, looking down at her, seeing his cum all over her mouth and cheeks.

 She smiled, literally glowing.

 “You gave me quite a load.”

 “Only what you deserve.”  He smiled. “Lick it clean,” he ordered.  She carefully bathed his lovely prick with her mouth and tongue until it was ready to put back in his pants.

 “And what do I do with myself?” she asked.

 “What would you like to do?” he asked.

 “Have you bring me off.”  She looked up at him hoping he’d agree.

 “Right here?”

 “Why not?  Or I could just lie back here and do it myself.”

 He looked at her considering the options, then shook his head no. “I should make you wait.”

 “Oh, no, please!”

 “I’d rather you spent the afternoon feeling your bottom, and letting your body appreciate all the sensations.” 

 She looked at him wide-eyed. “Til when?”

 “Til, whenever I decide,” he replied playfully.

 “You’re horrid,” she charged with a feigned pout.

 She could bitch all she wanted once he’d cum; he was usually like a lamb, his orgasm liberated his softer side, the one she loved as much as his dominant.  

 “I’m horrid because you like it,” he claimed.  He toyed with her hair.

 “You’d make me go all afternoon . . .” She looked up at him, her woe written all over her face.

 “Yes.  That’s exactly what I’m going to do.”  He was half stern, half playful, obviously liking the insidious idea, and Joanna knew there would be no changing once he’d made up his mind.

 She tried pleading her case with her expressive eyes, but he just grinned.  “It’ll turn me on, thinking of you squirming on that hot rear end all afternoon.”

 “I’ll be creaming all over myself.”

 “Good.”

 “You horrible ass!”

 “You love this horrible ass,” he said, and raising her to standing, he kissed her lightly, teasing her still.

 “You know your way back?” he asked.

 “You’re not coming with me?” she replied, looking as devastated as she could.  “Where are you going?”

 “Places,” he answered, “the limo will be waiting for you where it dropped us off.”

 “Then I’ll see you tonight?” she said.

 “Sooner,” he replied, his eyebrows raised.  He handed her her purse.  

 “Oh?”

 “Yeah, I need to make an official appearance at your office, rake you and Donovan over the coals for your screw up.”

 That came like a bolt out of the blue.

 “My screw up?” she blurted out astonished.

 “Yes,” he nodded.  “This little interlude of ours only stirred my wrath even more.”  He had a perverse sense of pleasure.  

 It wasn’t uncommon for Miles to compartmentalize their complicated relationship in a weird ways.  Lover, friend, submissive, business associate, employee . . . he chose the scenario, sometimes it seemed on a whim, whatever suited his fancy.

 “I didn’t realize that you . . .” Joanna replied.

 “That I knew about your emergency?  I’m sure you didn’t, we’ll have a chance to talk about it this afternoon. I’ll see you then.”

 She nodded, the tension between them had just risen by leaps and bounds once more. Though this was a very different matter than sex.

 “I guess I’d better leave,” she offered. She couldn’t escape the scene fast enough.

 Miles nodded and she turned to go, “Oh, Joanna,” he called.  She turned back.  “Raise your skirt on the trip back to the office, put that bare butt of yours against the leather.” He grinned.  

 A nasty parting shot, she thought.  He stood watching her as she retreated into the woods towards the road, no doubt stripping her skirt away with his eyes.

 The escapade had only begun.  Knowing that there was more to come was hell on her imagination.  It had been a long time since Miles had strung her along this way.  Usually it was quick, over and done, and they were on to other things, titillated for days after by the memory of their adventure.  This time would be different.  The mental torment and the physical reminders were so vivid she wouldn’t concentrate on much else for hours, or at least until Miles had unraveled the rest of his punishment.  

 She couldn’t move without her skirt grazing against her naked raw ass, reminding her constantly of the leather descending with its biting cuts.  The picture of the glen in the woods, and the rare thrill of being disciplined in such a compromising place kept appearing in her head.  And then, there was the awkward ride back to work.  That was a hot little recollection — the driver was good, very good, not saying a word as she rode in the back seat with her skirt pulled to her waist so her naked bottom could feel the soft leather underneath.  He looked at her several times, no doubt amused, maybe even aroused, certainly curious about her interesting behavior.   

 Now, and of immediate concern, Joanna was plagued by the thought of Miles’s impending arrival.  She and Donovan had taken great pains to keep anyone from knowing about their “problem”.  She wondered how he found out so quickly, the long chain of command in the company usually worked much slower.  It was all so bizarre.  She was genuinely scared.  And to add to the whole amazing drama, was the fact that she was aroused even more by Miles stern admonishing tone regarding her work.  She’d seen him this way many times when he had unpleasant things to say to his underlings, though it had never been an attitude directed toward her. 

 “Miles is going to rake us over the coals,” she announced, as she burst into Donovan’s office.

 “What?” Donovan looked up at her from his desk.

 “Yeah, kind of shocked me, but you know the way he likes to drop bombs.”

 “Damage control didn’t work fast enough?”

 “Probably didn’t work at all, though I have no idea how he could know so soon.”

 “Humph.” He shook his head. “Beats me, sometimes I think the man’s a magician, or maybe he has spies.  That wouldn’t be you would it?”

 “Why the hell would I get myself in trouble?”

 “No, that doesn’t make sense does it.  Well then, maybe if we get together on his, we can solve the problem before he shows,” Donovan suggested.

 All afternoon, she sat with Donovan in his office, pouring over a mountain of paper. As she worked, she wanted to squirm in her chair.  She was so sexually aroused she was clamoring to climax. Unfortunately, she had to squelch her desires, Donovan would never understand why all this, as threatening as it seemed, could make her horny.  

 “This is not good . . . .” she said, a sudden sick feeling grinding in her stomach.  “If Miles knows all this . . .” her comment drifted away.

 “I told you it was a mess,” he confirmed.  They were trying not to panic, but as the afternoon wore on, it was clear that the problem was bigger than either of them had imagined.

 “Ah, the guilty trying to mend their ways.”  Joanna looked up to see Miles standing in Donovan’s doorway.

 “It’s being handled,” she commented.

 “Is it now?”  Miles perused the desk, “looks like everything is perfectly organized.”  Miles had a way of curling his lip just slightly, a little arrogant sneer that didn’t go unnoticed.  “The sins of your department are visited on the supervisors,” he reminded them.

 She smiled as sweetly as she could, while Donovan continued to scowl behind his desk. 

 “Let’s have our meeting, I have places to go,” Miles said, losing his sarcasm, going straight into Pissed Off Company President.

 Miles addressed the entire team in a packed conference room, all fifteen present; though it seemed that it was only Joanna and Donovan he was talking to.  He glared without an ounce of compassion, looking into Joanna’s eyes several times.  She hardly knew the man at times like this, though his startling demeanor threw her body into passionate longing.   

 “You have one week to solve your problems,” Miles informed them.  “Then I’ll have another team come in and find the problem, and replace the weak links in this department.”  He looked from Joanna to Donovan and back again.  “I suspect where the problem lies, but I leave that for you to decipher, and there’d better be support all down the line, a fully cooperative effort.”  He addressed the whole group.  “I don’t like doing this, but . . . sometimes bottom lines can’t be avoided.  Have I made myself clear?”

 No one said a word.  Miles was always considered fair to a point, but ruthless thereafter.  This was an example of the “thereafter.”

 He dismissed the meeting with a wave of his hand.

 “Joanna, Donovan.”  He nodded his head for them to stay, and the two stood silently while the rest of the department fled the meeting room. 

 “You pretty much pointed the finger at us,” Joanna charged when the three were alone.

 “No,” Miles replied shaking his head.

 Donovan looked forlorn and frustrated.

 “Just get a handle on your people Donovan,” Miles said, grimly.  “I always hold those in charge responsible.”

 Donovan left the room without a word.

 “You’d fire us, me?” Joanna asked.

 Miles looked at her as if he didn’t know her at all.

 “One week, Joanna, you heard exactly what I said, and heads will roll.  Yours is right there at the top.”

 She slept with the man every night, submitted to his rousing adventurous punishments and ate breakfast with him every morning, a smile and an “I love you” on her lips.  How did this strange relationship work?  She was still in awe of it, and of Miles himself.

 Joanna returned to Donovan’s office and to the messy task at hand, knowing that the two would be burning midnight oil.

 So, you’ll be working late,” Miles observed stopping by Donovan’s office again.  He spoke lightly as if he’d just missed his own fervent pointed speech just moments before.  Miles was undressing Joanna with his eyes, a habit he had just about anytime he was with her.  She could swear that everyone else was picturing her as naked as he was and she had to keep herself from blushing.  She was glad his nasty edge had vanished for the moment.

 “I think we’ll be quite late,” Joanna replied.

 Miles was smiling, and not unkindly. “Then walk out with me,” he said, and he pulled her from her chair.

 “By the way, Donovan,” Miles poked his back in the office door, “Don’t let her get away with anything tonight, or she’ll have to atone for her negligence.”  He raised his eyebrows meaningfully.

 “What’s that suppose to mean?” Donovan asked.

 “You figure it out,” Miles said, and he joined Joanna as they walked through the office.

 “You horny?” he asked, whispering in her ear.

 “What do you think?”  Joanna replied, suddenly feeling as if there was a dam about to burst inside her.  Too much damned build-up, she thought to herself, what else was he going to use to charge her already fiery loins?

 “I’ve only just begun to punish you this time,” he said, with delighted smile.  “You squirm so deliciously when you’re under fire.”  He wrapped an arm around her tickling her lightly with his hand right where she was the most ticklish.  She tried to squirm away.

 They had already confounded everyone in the office with their curious relationship.  No doubt this was a banner day for that, Miles just moments before practically firing her in front of everyone.  There were lots of stares as they walked between the desks to the elevator.

 “You’re obviously enjoying yourself,” Joanna commented.

 “You were quite a sight bent over that park bench,” he recalled.  “I wish I had time to give you another round of leather.”

 “You really are making me suffer on this aren’t you?”

 “Only because you deserve it,” he replied.  

 “You think the screw up’s my fault?”

 “Of course I’ll blame you, who better?”

 Her body was getting warmer by the second, the way he tortured her was divine agony.  But this time, his wonderfully dark nasty side was creeping out so ominously she didn’t know if she could enjoy the thrills.

 He pulled her into the elevator with him.

 “Where are we going?” she asked.

 “No where.”

 The elevator door closed.

 “Pull up your skirt,” he ordered.

 “Now?”

 She raised her skirt and turned around.

 “Ah, all that pretty red has faded,” he said sadly.  He gave her two brisk whacks on the rear, and turned her back to him.

 She watched him jam the elevator between floors.

 “You have about two minutes to get off,” he said looking his watch.

 “What? Here? Now?”

 “You’re wasting time.”

 “But . . .”

 He descended on her, fingering her cunt that was easily accessible under her skirt.  She was instantly ignited.

 “Isn’t this better than squirming all night with Donovan?” he said.  “I thought I was really being kind.”

 She didn’t have time to decide if he was.  She could feel the orgasm immediately rise between her legs.  “Oh gawd Miles,” she moaned, leaning back against him.  He played with her as her own deft fingers joined in rubbing her clitoris.  It was only seconds until she was squirming madly against his hand and hers, the flood of suppressed sensations mounted, and she was at the edge.

 She exploded, jerking against him.  The warm wonderful flood making her pulse inside her pussy, making her body tingle.  Miles pushed his fingers in and out like a cock fucking her.  She could have collapsed to the floor, forgetting where she was, but her lover held her in his arms as she relaxed against him, her body happily spent.

 “It will work out, won’t it?” Joanna asked.

 “I don’t know, will it?”  

 He was so obtuse, she thought.

 “I don’t think I know you sometimes,” she murmured as he caressed her hair and fondled her gently.  “I hate it when you torture me like this.”

 “Oh, don’t start whining my love, you know me as well as I know you, and isn’t that what makes it exciting, these little gaps are so intriguing?” he suggested.

 “Maybe so,” she smiled, “maybe so.”  

 The elevator was moving, stopping again at her floor.  She adjusted her hair and clothes as she walked from the elevator.  Glancing back, Miles smiled his best half smile, as she wondered what other surprises he was conjuring in his devious mind.  

 But she couldn’t think too much about it, not yet, she had far too much work to do, and her job to rescue.

When It Began . . .

There were a blue billion stars spilling across the night sky.  She’d remember it that way, how expansive was the sky, how the air smelled of lilac and honeysuckle, spring lingering in the air even though the season was fast giving way to summer.  It was sweetly warm, dew beginning to appear on the estate lawn.  Seeing the sky and the sparkling grass below, Joanna couldn’t imagine anything more exquisite than this place.  Something out of a fairy tale.

 It was hard for her to imagine living in such a home, but then it wouldn’t be hard to get used to it. 

 So far, in twenty eight years, she was well on her way to a terrific career, but falling quite short of a storybook romance that would find her living in this kind of plush surroundings.

 She’d had several interesting affairs, but nothing that knocked her socks off.  There was just not the right sort of man available.  Then again, what was the right sort of man for her? she wondered.  She had about decided the storybook romances were simply unrealistic.

 From the dining room French doors, Miles Jamison stared out to the patio, looking at the voluptuous blonde Joanna.  Of all the women at the party she was by far the most interesting, the most beautiful in his eyes.  She wasn’t picture perfect, but she had exquisite features that he could literally gaze at for hours.  Her face was soft, her eyes wide and bright—the biggest he’d ever seen—and her mouth was . . . kissable.  Yes, kissable was the perfect adjective.  

 And legs!  What great legs!  She belonged in short tight skirts that would show off their fine slim shape, her well rounded hips, and that spankable ass!

 If he was not mistaken, Joanna might even have the disposition for such things as spanking.  Few women did, so he’d discovered, but Joanna just might be one of those.

 She was his employee, down the executive ladder a bit, to be sure; but he was well aware that she was turning into a valuable asset to his corporation.  In the past, he hadn’t paid much attention to her, except when he was making his weekly trek through the corporate offices.  Then, she always stuck out, attracting his immediate attention with her lovely bottom catching his eye, just as it caught his eye now.

 “Good evening, Joanna,” Miles said.

 The pretty blonde turned around, startled.

 “Mr. Jamison?”

 “Are you enjoying yourself?” 

 “Oh, my yes, you have a beautiful home,” she replied, feeling a little self conscious having been discovered in her moment of quiet repose.  She looked at the company president, a tiny bit of fear suddenly traipsing through her.

 The fact was, Miles Jamison always startled her.  He was imposing even frightening, though now he gazed on her so kindly, there should be no need for trepidation.  Perhaps this different attitude was because this was his house, this his social event, the yearly company party.  Usually, Miles would sweep into the office as if he were on a mission.  With the authority of a four star general, he barked orders, his piercing eyes assaulting anyone who was in his presence.  Autocratic, no nonsense, demanding, no one, not even his Board of Directors, dared cross him.

 He always knew exactly what he wanted and implemented his decisions as if they were divine law.  He expected the world, at the very least his company top to bottom, to comply without question.

 He was occasionally referred to as “the old bear”, “his highness”, “the grand duke.”

 Yet he was not old, more likely described as ageless.  And he was hardly royal looking in jeans and boots.  

 He much preferred to spend his time tinkering in his factory, than wasting time listening to executives whine at headquarters.  He expected his offices to function the same as his well oiled machines; and if they didn’t, he’d tinker with the components until they did once more.

 Now, in this softer setting, beneath a romantic moon, and in the light of a dazzling party, he seemed so different.  Looking so sweetly at her, Joanna wondered if she was looking at the same man who had such power to terrorize his flock of workers.

 “I’m glad you like the party.”  He turned looking in the window at the gay affair.  “Is there something I can get you?” he asked.

 “Oh my no, I’m just enjoying your gardens.  They’re lovely, no doubt breathtaking in daylight.

 She was trembling.  Maybe it was just that she always trembled around the man, for he was certainly giving her no reason to now.

 “I keep them meticulously, perhaps you should come see them in the day.”

 “You know I’d love to run across the grass, let my bare feet melt into the dew,” she exclaimed.

 “Is that so?” he looked at her amused.  “I’d probably have to spank you for that!  I don’t let anyone disturb my creations.”

 Joanna was taken aback by his warning, though he gave it in such a light hearted way, that she could do nothing but let it pass.  Yet curiously, his statement only made her quake all the more.

 “Listen, the music is getting started again,” she said.  “I think I’ll go in and dance a bit, if you don’t mind, Mr. Jamison.”

 “The only thing I mind is your calling me Mr. Jamison,” he said with charming smile.

 “Habit, I’m sure,” Joanna replied.  Her cheeks were burning for no reason.  Few men rattled her, but this one did.

 She walked toward the door as he escorted her inside, a hand on her back graciously guiding her.  They parted company immediately, Miles attending to his other guests, Joanna dancing with other mid management employees of her rank. 

 Miles had spared no expense to be certain; the party was perfect.  The buffet was lavish, the liquor flowed freely, and the music hit a spectrum to suit everyone’s taste.  As the evening wore on, Joanna found that dancing to some 60’s rock and roll was a glorious escape.  She forgot about work and the incessant pressure of her job.  Even here with her co-workers in the company president’s house, she lost herself in the seductive feel of the night.  

 Strangely though, her brief conversation with Miles Jamison had shaken her more than she realized.  In little more than a half hour, she downed two scotch and cokes to thwart the unexplainable feelings that had suddenly been kicked off inside her.  The drink made her feel positively giddy, and that was good, or so she thought.

 When she unexpectedly felt two strong hands at her waist she was nearly knocked off her feet.  She turned to see Miles planted behind her with a oddly stern look on his face.

 “I see you’re enjoying the music,” he said.

 “Oh, my yes,” she gushed effusively.

 He grabbed her in his arms and they were dancing close.

 She could feel his warm breath on her face, his warm arms around her, one hand falling to rest lightly on her bottom.  Her sexual heat was all of a sudden soaring madly.   She fought with her inebriation, wanting above all, to remain calm and in control of herself, while her boss was whisking her across the floor.  He had a terrific swagger to his hips, and pressed groin to groin, she couldn’t stop the crazy desire running rampant through her body. 

 When the dance was over, they remained locked together for an instant.  He smiled down at her with the most winsome expression.  She couldn’t fathom what it might mean.  Then he was off, and Joanna was soon at the bar again for another drink.  

 “You sure are getting cozy with Mr. Jamison,” Amanda from the 5th floor purred in her ear.

 “Yeah,” Joanna said, absently.  She stared out at the dancers.  Miles was with another female employee, looking as exuberantly at his new partner as he had at her.  Maybe she was reading too much into his softly seductive manner, just being gracious for his guests.

 “He’s quite a dancer,” Amanda said, trying to make conversation.

 “Have you danced with him?” Joanna asked.

 “No, he seems to be making the rounds now, but you were obviously special.”

 “Oh, for heaven’s sake no,” Joanna exclaimed disbelieving her.

 “Oh, but you were, you should have seen the way he looked at you, for that matter, the way you looked backed at him.  Everyone saw it.”

 “Amanda, stop it!” Joanna demanded.  “It was just a dance.”

 The woman raised her eyebrows, not believing a thing that she said.

 For good measure, Joanna downed another drink.  When there was something she wanted tucked away out of her mind, the booze was the perfect place to hide it.  Her head was brimming, intoxicated, so she was almost feeling as if she’d float away.

 Joanna danced for an hour or two more, until it was nearly one a.m..  Then, with her limbs hopelessly weary, she leaned against a door post to rest.  There were still dozens on the dance floor, but she was too weak to join them.  Her head was swimming, and her stomach was feeling just a bit off; she knew she’d had more to drink than she’d was used to.  She needed to rest.

 Practically nodding off, Joanna felt someone against her.  “Joanna,” the voice knocked her out of her blank stupor.

 She jumped, almost falling down.  He caught her.

 “Mr. Jamison,” she said looking up at him flustered.  His face was just a little blurry to her eyes.

 “You all right?” he asked, looking very concerned.

 “Oh, I’m fine, I’m just a little woozy.  I’m going to settle down here a bit, then I think I’d better go home.”

 “A good idea I’d say,” he replied.

  Then she wondered how she sounded to him, her voice seemed so far away.  Had he noticed how drunk she was?

 “Who’s your ride?” he asked.

 “Oh, I have my car,” she told him, trying desperately to stand up straight.

 “Then you’re going no where,” he said firmly.

 “Oh, no, I’m fine, just a little rest, I’m not drunk if that’s what you think.”  She tried sounding just a little incensed.

 “Oh, but you are Joanna.” He was still being kind, but he was determined.

 “Mr. Jamison, I’ll be fine, if you had a couch I could relax on for a few minutes, I recoup very quickly.”

 “Yes, you’ll recoup, but you’re not driving home and that’s that.  You’ll stay here.”

 “I can’t stay here,” she protested.

 “Yes you can, if I have to tie you down!”  That stern command she was so used to from a dozen corporate meetings returned to his voice.  This time however, there was a threatening glint in his eye meant for her alone.

 “My god, Mr. Jamison, that wouldn’t be right!”  She was slurring her words, and she knew it now.  He only became more adamant.

 “Perhaps some incentive would be in order,” he replied bristling.  He grabbed her arm firmly, so she could feel his hand like steel bearing down on her.

 “Like what!”

 They were at the doorway of a private parlor, and with one quick movement Miles pushed open the door, and the two slipped out of sight and hearing.  Joanna found herself alone with Miles in a small quiet room.

 “Frankly, Joanna, I think you need a good paddling.”

 “You wouldn’t dare!” Joanna charged.

 “Don’t test me!” Miles warned.  “You’ll stay here the night, sleep off your liquor and then, when you’re sober, you can drive your car again.  Is that understood?”

 “I’m sure I can find someone to drive me home,” she replied.  She presented the alternate plan with a sober tongue; but he wasn’t impressed by the force of will that opposed him.  In her state of mind and body, she hardly had any power over her words, let alone her behavior, or the next few hours of her life.

 “Upstairs,” he said. “I’m not going to waste anymore words.”  

 Loosing the fight and knowing it, she gave in.  She was too inebriated to argue anymore.  Too off balance, she practically fell into his arms as he led her through the room, across the hallway, to the staircase.  She could still hear the sounds of the party, the music, and her co-workers chattering.  She would have loved to have joined them again; but the staircase was whirling, and the lights and the glitter of the room were blending into one twinkling blur in front of her face.  She nearly passed out.

 She mounted the staircase, blindly led by a man that terrified her ninety-nine percent of the time.  For this instant however, there was something comforting about his arm around her, as if he actually cared for her.  That was stupid, she thought.  Nonetheless she acquiesced to him, knowing that she was depending on his control of the situation, her conscience rising enough to remind her that she was better off sleeping here, than trying to make her way home.

 Her head swam back and forth from thought to thought.  She was glad he was holding her so tightly, she would never have made it anywhere on her own.  Submitting herself to him, there was only a fleeting thought as to what would happen between them when she was sober again.  

 Miles showed her to a small but beautifully furnished bedroom.  At least what she could really see of the room, it looked as classy as every other room in the house.

 Not allowing any argument, Miles led her to the bed.

 “You want your clothes on, or do you sleep without them?”

