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  Late

[image: image-placeholder]

I pushed the door open with my elbow and stepped into the heat-heavy silence of the office. 
The phones were ringing. One, then both. I crossed to the desk fast, iced coffee sloshing in my hand, trying to look composed. I had lingered in the car, scrolling through videos, not noticing the time until it was too late.
A woman was at the counter. Blonde highlights, big sunglasses pushed up into her hair, purse hanging off one arm like a threat. She turned toward me like she’d been waiting for a target.
“Do you work here?”
“Yes,” I said. “Sorry for the wait, I just—”
“I’ve been standing here for twenty minutes. I called twice before that. No answer.”
I moved behind the desk. “I can get you checked in right now.”
She stared at the iced coffee like it was a personal insult. “That’s it? I get ignored, and now I’m supposed to smile and go along with it?”
“We’ll get your car pulled in as soon as we can. We’re a little short today.”
“I don’t care how short you are. I have an appointment, and I have places to be.”
I reached for the clipboard and flipped to a blank intake sheet. My fingers didn’t feel steady. “If I can get your name—”
“You know what? No. I’m not giving you anything until someone explains how this place is run.”
I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.
She looked me up and down, then raised her voice for the benefit of the whole waiting room. “You’re new. That’s what this is. You don’t know what the hell you’re doing.”
The phone kept ringing. My cheeks felt hot.
I glanced at the clock.
Twelve forty-five.
Fifteen minutes late. Five days in.
And now I had an audience.
I picked up the pen, hoping she wouldn’t notice the shake in my hand.
“Make and model?” I asked.
“You think I’m giving you that now?” she said. “After standing here ignored?”
“I’m doing my best,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “I can get your paperwork started, and—”
“You can’t do anything. You can’t even answer the phone.”
She pointed at the handset, still ringing.
“I just walked in,” I said. “I’m trying to help you.”
“No. You’re trying to cover your ass.”
I looked down at the clipboard and scribbled the date. I hadn’t even gotten to her name.
“I’ll get a tech to take your car in as soon as one’s available,” I said. “If you give me your keys, we can—”
Her voice cut over mine. “I’m not handing anything over until someone in charge talks to me.”
I heard the door behind me open. The shift in air. The sound of boots.
Jason stepped into the office with a rag over his shoulder and black smears up both arms. He looked from her to me, then down at the blank form.
“I’ve got it, Maya,” he said.
She turned to him like he was a knight in shining armor, rescuing her from my incompetence.
“Thank you. I’ve been waiting forever.”
Jason took the clipboard from my hand and asked for her keys.
She gave them to him like she hadn’t spent the last three minutes shouting.
I stepped back and sat down hard in the chair.
The moment Jason disappeared back into the garage, the office felt thinner. The woman sat down in the waiting chair like she was still pissed on principle, but at least she was quiet.
I turned toward the computer and tried to remember where I’d left off before lunch. My hands hovered over the keyboard, but I didn’t type. I just sat there, trying to breathe past the embarrassment crawling up the back of my neck.
Then the inner office door opened.
I turned before I meant to. The man who stepped out was tall, broad-shouldered, clean-cut. Dark shirt tucked into dark jeans, nothing flashy, just fitted like it had been pressed that morning. His jaw looked carved. His arms were thick and muscular, like he spent a lot of time either working out or climbing mountains.
He looked like a man who didn’t raise his voice unless he had to.
I hadn’t met him yet, but I knew exactly who he was.
Mr. Blake.
The owner.
He came in once a week to check on things. Cody told me he used to be an MP in the Army.  He didn’t like excuses and he expected the garage to run like a well-oiled machine, even when he wasn’t here.
He glanced from the blonde woman in the chair to me, then to the iced coffee still sweating on the desk.
“Maya,” he said. “Can I speak with you a moment?”
I stood up too fast.
He didn’t look angry. He just stepped into the office and held the door. I followed, legs stiff, coffee forgotten. The woman in the chair didn’t even glance up.
He let the door fall shut behind me. The latch clicked.
I stayed standing, waiting for him to say something.
He walked around the desk and opened a folder without looking at me. He flipped a page. The clock ticked, loud and unforgiving. 
My palms had gone damp. “I know I was late coming back.”
His eyes didn’t lift. “How late?”
“Fifteen minutes.”
“Why?”
“I lost track of time.”
The pages stopped turning. He looked up.
“That won’t happen again.”
It wasn’t a question.
“No,” I said.
He nodded once. “Was your iced coffee worth it?”
“No, sir.”
The sir came out before I could think about it. I didn’t take it back.
He closed the folder and sat.
“That customer waiting out there?”
“Yes.”
“What did she want?”
“Oil change.”
“Did you get the intake form filled out?”
“I was trying to.”
His gaze sharpened. “So, no. You did not get the intake form filled out.”
“No.”
His voice didn’t change. “Why not?”
“She refused to give me her information.”
He nodded again, like he already knew all of this and had just been checking to see if I’d lie.
“Sit down.”
I sat and hoped I wasn’t about to be fired.






  
  Instruction
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Mr. Blake didn’t speak right away. He just watched me. 
The chair under me felt too upright, too narrow. I kept my back straight, hands in my lap, trying not to look as nervous as I felt. He sat across the desk, perfectly still, a folder in front of him and nothing else. His forearms rested on the wood. He didn’t drum his fingers. Didn’t shift. Just waited.
I swallowed. “Am I in trouble?”
“No,” he said. “Not yet. But we’re going to be clear about expectations.”
He opened the folder, turned a page, then looked up.
“Being new isn’t the problem. Wasting time is. If you’re here, I expect you ready. Five minutes early. Intake forms done clean, customers moved through fast. You behave like a professional. You don’t freeze. You don’t explain. You stay ahead of the pace.”
He turned slightly in his chair and pointed toward the wall clock.
“That’s the standard. That tells you how you’re doing. When you fall behind it, you answer to me.”
I followed his gaze. The clock ticked over to one.
My heart beat faster, but not from panic. He hadn’t raised his voice. He hadn’t even sounded annoyed. But something in the way he spoke, the way he didn’t fidget or blink or smile, sent a tight pulse through my ribs.
He was handsome. Very handsome, in fact. And sitting here now, being corrected like this, I felt a tightening in my lower belly.
“Do you want to stay here?” he asked.
“Yes,” I said.
“Then stand up.”
I stood, unsure what came next.
Mr. Blake pushed his chair back and rose to his full height. He didn’t look rushed or impatient, just deliberate. Every movement was controlled.
“Tell me what time your lunch ends,” he said.
“Twelve thirty.”
“What time did you come back?”
I hesitated. “Twelve forty-five.”
“Say it plainly.”
“I was late.”
He watched me. “Again.”
My throat tightened. “I was late.”
“Louder.”
“I was late.”
The words echoed. I didn’t know where to put my hands. My skin burned. My shirt felt too tight.
“Good,” he said. “Clarity matters.”
He stepped closer. I tried not to step back.
“You panicked out there. You let one customer knock you off balance.”
I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.
“I’m not looking for a defense,” he said. “I’m looking for improvement.”
I nodded, eyes on the space between our shoes.
“Do I make you nervous, Maya?” he asked in a low, gravelly voice. I felt my nipples stiffen.
I looked up too fast. His expression hadn’t changed. Calm. Steady. Still watching.
“Yes,” I said. “A little.”
“Is there something else you’re feeling, Maya?”
I swallowed hard, trying to steady my breathing. “Yes.”
That wasn’t the answer I’d meant to give. But it was the truth.
Something in his posture shifted, subtle but solid. Like he’d been waiting for that confirmation.
“Bend over the desk.”
My heart kicked hard. I didn’t move.
“I gave you an instruction.”
I turned. Took two steps. Placed my hands on the edge of the desk.
My breath wouldn’t settle. My thighs were already tense.
He stepped in behind me, close enough to feel. Not touching yet.
The desk was cool under my palms. I held still, though everything in me wanted to shift.
Mr. Blake stepped behind me. I heard him, not just the sound of his shoes, but the way the air changed when he moved. He placed one hand on my hip and guided me into position. His touch was steady, impersonal, but not careless.
The first spank landed without warning.
I gasped. Not from pain, but from the sheer surprise of it.
“Count,” he said.
“One.”
The next came a little lower. The next a little harder.
“Two.”
“Three.”
The rhythm never changed. My voice did. By seven, it shook. By twelve, I could barely get the numbers out.
He stopped after fifteen.
“You were fifteen minutes late. Don’t let it happen again.”
His hand returned to the small of my back.
“Say thank you.”
“Thank you.”
The words came out barely audible.
He stepped closer. I felt the heat of him, not quite touching. His hand moved over my ass, down the back of my thigh, then slid under the edge of my skirt.
The contact was light at first. A slow drag across the fabric of my panties.
My whole body pulled tight.
“You want this,” he said. “Don’t you?”
I stayed silent, but nodded my head.
His fingers moved again. Pressure building. My breath broke apart.
He pushed the fabric aside and touched bare skin. The slide of his fingers was steady and unhurried. He opened me with a precision that didn’t belong in an office, but felt right anyway. 
I couldn’t think. I could barely breathe.
He pressed two fingers inside me.
My knees nearly buckled. I caught myself on the desk and swallowed a moan.
The stretch. The heat. Being filled like that. There was no pretending I didn’t want it.
He withdrew partway, then eased back in, deeper this time. Slower.
“Keep your hands on the desk,” he said.
My breath tore out in short, uneven bursts. I couldn’t stop trembling.
Mr. Blake leaned in close. His mouth hovered just above my ear.
“You want more?”
I nodded, my hands pressing harder against the desk.
His fingers pressed deeper, and the angle shifted. My legs started to shake.
The control didn’t break. It sharpened. Every movement was measured. Every second stretched.
I moaned, low and raw, the sound catching in my throat.
His chest brushed my back. The pressure inside me changed again.
I could feel the edge coming. Not close yet, but building.
Then his voice cut through it, quiet and sharp.
“Then earn it.”
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