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PART ONE

Reluctant Submission

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 1

"You must really want this."

 

"Bend over, Miss DuBois, and keep your hands on the desk."

 

Dana wondered how it was that she ended up with her skirt rolled up into her belt, bare ass sticking up into the air while she lay spread out over her boss's large mahogany desk.  She watched him play with the belt, testing the weight and thickness of the leather.  A shiver went down her spine and she swallowed hard.

 

 

***

Just two hours ago she had just finished a phone call with her fiancé, Ashton, who had to reschedule their Friday date night to work overtime on a pressing case.  Disappointed, Dana had planned on spending her Friday at home with a pint of cookies and cream ice cream and a chick-flick marathon.  Just as she shutdown her computer and tied the sash of her trench, another phone call came in.  It was Kimberly, her boss's secretary.

 

"Dana, are you still at the office?"

 

"Yes Kim, I'm just getting ready to head down.  Is something the matter?"

 

"Mr. Swift would like to see you in his office before you leave tonight."

 

"Really? Did he say why?"

 

"No, but you better hurry, he looked really angry."

 

"Okay, thanks Kim, I'll be right there."

 

Dana wondered what was going on.  An unease settled in her stomach.  In the three years she had worked at Swift and Co. she had never once met the mysterious Mr. Swift.

 

The Swifts were a powerful family. Their family members were on the boards of 10 of the Fortune Top 50 companies and when the elder Mr. Swift retired earlier that year, his prodigal playboy son, William, returned from his extended holidays in Europe to take over as CEO.  And now he was calling her to his office after everybody left.

 

"Oh God, I'm getting laid off for sure."

 

With a gulp, she squared her shoulders and marched towards his office.  Even if she was getting fired, she wouldn't give him the satisfaction of seeing her cower.

 

His outer office was dark, it seemed that Kimberley had already gone home.  Only the light from underneath his office door spilled out into the hall.

 

Dana took a deep breath and knocked three short raps. Knock, knock, knock.  The noise echoed through the silent office.

 

"Come in."

 

"Hello?" Dana said as she shut the door behind her.  She paused as her eyes adjusted to the low lighting. She scanned the room, searching for the source of that voice.  The decor consisted of rich dark woods and expensive leather.  She could practically smell the money oozing out of the walls around her.

 

"Hello?" she tried again, awkwardly taking a step into the cold cavernous office.

 

"Strip."

 

"Excuse me?" She blinked rapidly, as if trying to confirm if she really heard what she thought she heard.  The figure in the corner of the room sighed and walked towards her.

 

"Did you not hear me?  Take off your clothes, get on your knees and crawl to me."

 

Dana stared in shock at the gorgeous man in front of her.  William Swift looked like he stepped out of a GQ magazine photo shoot and he carried himself with the air of someone who always got what their way.

 

"Oh, for fuck's sake," he strode towards her, unclenched her arms that were wrapped around her waist and ripped open her trench coat.

 

"What are you…"

 

"Shhh…" he covered her mouth with his hand and worked his other hand under her skirt.

 

To her horror, Dana felt a gush of moisture drip from her center.

 

He smirked when he felt how wet she was and worked two fingers into her sheath.

 

"Mmm lovely," William murmured, as he removed his hand from her mouth to grip the back of her head.  She moaned as he dragged her lips up to his for a dominating kiss.

 

She couldn't do this.  She shouldn't do this.  Think of your fiancé Dana!  But all those thoughts left her mind as the devil gripped her in his arms and deepened his kiss.  And what a delicious kiss it was.  Paralyzed, she could not react in time before he slipped her blouse off of her shoulders and fondled her breasts.  The hand at the back of her head tightened its grip and pushed her down to her knees.

 

"Crawl." he said as he walked back into the room and sat down behind his desk.

 

Pride warred with lust inside her head, but in the end Dana dropped her head and she crawled over to him.

 

 

***

And that was how Dana found herself spread across his desk for the past two hours.  She thought he would have touched her immediately but he didn't.  Instead, William sat in his chair and sipped from his scotch while watching her reactions.  He let her stew in her own juices, the anticipation building inside her as she imagined what he was going to do.

 

He finally broke the silence as a drop of moisture dripped from her core onto the floor in slow-motion.

 

"You must really want this."

 

"I do, Mr. Swift." she said as she held the edge of the desk in a white knuckled grip.

 

Doubling the belt, William snapped it in the air again, then whipped it across her bare ass.

 

Dana let out a yelp and nearly bolted up off the desk, her hands flying to cover herself.  Dropping a hand on her lower back, William held her in place, "that was nothing, I hardly touched you."

 

"Hands back on the desk.  Don't make me restrain you."

 

Again the belt fell on her skin, higher, then lower, leaving a series of bright red crisscrossing tracks on her unblemished skin.  Dana whimpered and shifted from foot to foot, trying to ease the pain.  For her efforts, he cracked a furious blow down on her, slamming her forward against the desk.

 

"Ah!"

 

The blow felt like a it went straight to her clit and the desire spread throughout her over-sensitized body.

 

"Perfect," he said as he ran his hands over her reddened cheeks.  He pinched her skin between his thumb and forefinger and delighted in her hisses of pain.

 

William quickly rained a series of sharp quick blows that left her breathless and gasping in pain.  One final crack of the belt landed directly on her center and Dana bucked helplessly against the edge of the desk as she came.

 

Stepping back, he admired the purpling marks on her behind as she shook and whimpered.  A part of him wanted to parade her across the office, letting all the world see his mark on her.

 

He stroked his weeping cock and breathed in the scent of her arousal. "What do you want?" he asked as he stepped forward and pressed himself against her bruised bottom.

 

"Please," she gasped out as she groaned in pain and twisted her head to the side to look at him.

 

Smirking, he guided his cock to her drenched hole and with a huff, he pushed the thick head in past her tight opening.  The desk rocked with each thrust and Dana felt like her body was on fire.  She thought it was odd that his cock felt cool inside her passage, but this thought faded as each brush of his skin against her reddened skin sent a fresh rush of burning pain through her body.

 

And yet, she pushed back against him, again and again, eager to take more of him deep inside her body.

 

As his orgasm approached, William pumped into her harder, raising his eyes to the ceiling as he arched his back.  They both cried out together as they exploded.  William let out a roar and latched onto her neck, his bite deep.  With giant gulps he drank from her while he pumped his seed deep into her channel.  As she felt his fangs invaded her neck, Dana came again, her channel milking his shaft to get every last drop of semen out.

 

Panting wildly, he slumped over her, gently kissing and licking her wound shut while she caught her breath and his cock spurted the last drops of his cum inside her.

 

His spent cock fell out of her as he stood up and reached out to help her do the same. 

 

William looked at Dana, her cheeks flushed pink, her eyes glazed with lust.  She was fucking gorgeous.  He cupped her cheeks and kissed her tenderly, smiling as she moaned.

 

"I'm William Swift, by the way."

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2

This cannot possibly be my life.

 

The next day, Dana came into her office to find a vase of frangipanis, her favorite flowers, on her desk.

 

"Dana,

 

Thank you for the very warm delicious welcome home. 

 

-- W."

 

Up until now she had almost succeeded in convincing herself that last night's after-hours encounter was a delusion brought on by too many days without sex with Ashton and that the angry would on the left side of her neck was a cooking accident when she fell onto a barbecue fork.  But of course, William, being the smug bastard that he is, had to shatter her last refuge of denial.

 

The memory of his voice, his touch, his possession of her body, the feel of being impaled on his fangs and cock fueled several wild sex dreams that kept her awake and tossing and turning in bed.  While she desired him, Dana still simmered with anger both at the way he treated her like she was his whore, and at the way she reacted like she was his whore.

 

Distracted by her thoughts, she didn't even realize she forgot her morning coffee until she sat down at her desk. Crap.  Now she'd have to head down to the Java Express at 8th and Park Ave. and hope that nobody noticed her sneaking in late.  Maybe the brief errand and fresh air could calm her nerves.

 

"Miss DuBois."

 

Dana took a sip out of her Grande Americano and looked around in confusion
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