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Princess.

 


That’s what they call me.

 


Brat.

 


Bitch.

 


Spoiled.

 


Always spoiled.

 


I can’t help it though. It’s just how I was
raised.

 


My mother raised me by myself. My father had left
her with a fat alimony check and run off with his secretary, and my
mother was happy to hand me off to nannies and tutors while she had
a relationship with his money. Needless to say, she and I never
were particularly close.

 


Then she got remarried and I was on my own even
more. She paid my credit card bill every month, but beyond that, we
barely spoke. Her one insistence was that I get a job. Needless to
say, I wasn't particularly happy about this development.

 


My stepfather ended up pushing me
onto one of his colleagues as an assistant. I was pretty terrible
at the job, I’m not going to lie. But it wasn’t like the job
really mattered. And my
stepfather outranked my boss in the company, so he really couldn’t
fire me unless he wanted to end up with his boss getting pissed at
him.

 


My boss was the opposite of all my
parental experience in every way. While my mother was frivolous and
my stepfather only worked for the status it gave him, Mr. Blackwell
seemed to be a workaholic.

 


No family, no girlfriend. It was almost sad how
alone he was. I guess that’s how we ended up getting as close as we
did so quickly.

 


While my mother barely even
bothered to fake an interest in my life, Mr. Blackwell was there
for me from day one. He was actually a lot nicer to me than I
deserved. After a few months, I think we even got to be friends.
But I wanted to be a lot closer.

 


What he didn’t know what the feelings I felt for him
were decidedly unprofessional.

 


I was eighteen, and while most people my age were
preparing to head off to college, I was content to spend my free
time (and whatever time I could get away with around the office)
shopping and lazing by the pool. After all, my mother had managed
to land herself not one but two rich husbands, and I was even
hotter than she was. I didn’t exactly need a college degree to get
what I wanted. As long as I put in the minimum effort at this job,
they wouldn’t cut me off.

 


I had just come in from my boss’
pool, and I was just wearing a tiny pink bikini. My mother and
stepfather were off at some spa retreat for the weekend and even
though I was supposed to be at organizing the files in his home I
was enjoying myself. Mr. Blackwell was stuck in the office for the
day, so I could relax for most of the day before throwing together
a few files before he got home.

 


“Do you ever plan to actually do anything with your
life other than tan and shop?”

 


I jumped as my boss’ deep voice boomed through the
hallway.

 


“Mr. Blackwell,” I said, turning
to face him and sticking my ample chest out. “I didn’t realize you
were home yet.”

 


Mr. Blackwell strode towards me,
looking imposing as always in his dark suit. He looked younger than
my parents, but he had always seemed so much more adult than even
my parents, especially when he wore one of those suits. He stood
still in front of me and his eyes raked my body. “This really is
all you do every day. You’ve never earned a single thing in your
life.” He gripped my chin in his hand and forced me to look up into
his dark eyes. “You’re spoiled.”

 


I took a step back, bristling with anger as I pushed
his hand away. “So what if I am? You can’t fire me, after all. I
can do whatever I want. It’s not like you’re going to stop me!”

 


I turned on my heel and started to
walk away, but suddenly I felt Mr. Blackwell’s strong hands around
my waist, slinging me over his shoulder in a fireman’s hold. “Let
me down!” I shrieked, struggling against his iron grip.

 


Mr. Blackwell ignored me and
carried me into the living room before dropping me unceremoniously
on the couch. Before I could react to the indignity of it all, Mr.
Blackwell had sat down next to me and was pulling me across his
lap. My ass was up in the air, and he yanked my swimsuit bottoms
down.

 


He couldn’t seriously be about to do what I thought
he was!

 


“If you’re going to act like a naughty child, I’ll
spank you like one,” he growled, and a moment later the first smack
came down on my bare ass.

 


I yelped, but it was more from
surprise than actual pain. Mr. Blackwell wasn’t hitting me hard,
but I was far more nervous that he would notice something
else.

 


I was absolutely soaking wet.

 


I’d been having dirty thoughts
about Mr. Blackwell for ages, but it was getting harder and harder
to hide them. As soon as I’d see him, my panties would be dripping
and my nipples would be hard. Feeling his strong arms as he carried
me like I was nothing, and then his dominance as he pulled down my
swimsuit bottoms to punish me? Fuck, I was more turned on than I’d
ever been. And it was only a matter of time until he
noticed.
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