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Lillian entered his high-rise apartment, still in her sleek work dress and heels, looking powerful but visibly frayed. Mitchell was waiting for her, sipping a whiskey by the window. He didn’t immediately go to her. He simply observed, deciphering the subtle tells of her exhaustion.

"You're late.” It was not an accusation; it was a statement that began the ritual.

Lillian's shoulders fell slightly. The powerful executive facade began to crack. "The final meeting with my client ran over. I had to... I needed to be in charge."

"I know what you had to do," he said, putting his glass down. "And I know its effect on you. It makes you forget your place. Here. With me."

This was the trigger: the moment she could shed the weight of her day and surrender control to someone she trusted implicitly.

She walked to him and knelt on the plush rug at his feet, looking up—a conscious choice to enter the submissive space.

"I’m a good little girl, aren’t I, Daddy?" she asked, her voice softer now, seeking validation for her submission, not her professional win.

He stroked her hair. "You try to be. But good girls don't forget to call. They don't let their ambition make them neglect their responsibilities to me." 

He was referring to a pre-arranged rule—she was supposed to text him when she left the office. She knew, and she wanted this. She nuzzled against his hand. "Let me be your filthy little cum slut." 

This was her offering, her plea to be reduced to pure physical sensation, her complicated thoughts wiped away by pleasure and service.

He stood, taking her hand and leading her to the bedroom. He sat on the edge of the bed and pulled her across his lap, her dress hiking up. The first spank was firm, not meant to truly hurt but to sting, shocking her into the moment.

She gasped, and then a moan followed.

"That feels so good, Daddy."

He continued the rhythmic spanking, the sound sharp in the quiet room. With each strike, the stress of her day melted, a building heat replacing it.

"Daddy, make me cum,” she pleaded, already writhing against his leg, seeking friction.

He paused. "Not yet. You haven't earned it. You've been naughty, haven't you?"

This was what she craved—structure, rules, consequences.

"Daddy, please punish me. I’ve been so naughty."

"Spank me again, Daddy."

He obliged, the spanks becoming sharper, leaving a warm blush on her skin. She pushed back against his hand, begging for more.

"Harder, Daddy, harder."

Deciding she'd had enough, he flipped her onto her back on the bed. He stood over her, unbuckling his belt. She watched, her brown eyes dark with desire. This was the culmination, the reward for her submission.

"I want your fat cock to fuck me, Daddy."

He entered her in one smooth, powerful thrust, filling her completely. She cried out, wrapping her legs around him, pulling him deeper into his steady, assertive pace. This was the final loss of control, the ultimate connection.

"I love the way you feel inside of me, Daddy,” she moaned, each thrust driving her closer to the edge he’d carefully withheld.

He finally granted her permission. "When you’re ready, I’d like for you to cum for me, little girl."
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