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				Chapter 1

				


				Oh my God. This isn’t happening.

				Amanda’s wrists ached from the abrasive handcuffs that held her captive. Despite the warm July air, the sidewalk was cool beneath her bottom, and she shivered in her thin exercise clothing. The sun had just set, and darkness played against the dim, decorative street lights, causing shadows to dance all around her. She stared in disbelief at the two cop cars parked in front of the jewelry store. Blue and red lights flashed and rotated, illuminating the night with the reminder of her error. Mr. Mizenov would fire her. She wouldn’t be able to find a new job in time to make rent, and she’d be forced to move back in with her parents in Redneckville, USA. Again. Her mother would say something like, “Well, how do you expect to find a real job and pay bills on time when you dropped out of college?” Yep, Amanda’s life in Germantown was at an end. 

				Pity. She loved this place.

				A shadow blocked out the flashing lights, stirring Amanda from her sorrowful thoughts. She focused on a pair of black boots. Oh no. Mr. Mizenov. She inhaled slowly and chanced a glance up. His gaze was black, but he wasn’t looking at her.

				“Why the hell is she in handcuffs?”

				Amanda’s face flushed as her boss and the two police officers began to talk about her. Mr. Mizenov identified her as an employee of his jewelry store and once again demanded her handcuffs be removed. He lifted her up off the sidewalk and held her steady as a cop removed the blasted cuffs. Amanda opened her mouth, ready to tell Mr. Mizenov she didn’t need any help standing, but the angry gleam in his eyes stilled her speech.

				“Stay right here,” he ordered.

				She waited while he deactivated the silent alarm that had triggered the arrival of the police. She rubbed her wrists and gazed down the otherwise quiet street. All the nearby shops closed by seven each evening. Amanda had gotten off work at five, but on her way home from the gym around eight, she’d realized she’d left her e-reader sitting in the break room at work. She was already passing by the jewelry store on her way home, so she decided to stop and pick up the e-reader, partly because she was in the middle of a good book and partly because she didn’t want anyone spying the titles of her spicy reading material. Or the covers. Good God, not the covers. The device wasn’t password protected – an oversight she planned to remedy ASAP.

				One of the cops smiled and handed over her purse. “I’m sorry about the confusion here, ma’am. We had to make sure you weren’t trying to break into the store. Next time make sure you have your employee ID with you. Your boss doesn’t look too happy at the moment.”

				“No, he doesn’t,” Amanda agreed, watching with her heart in her throat as Mr. Mizenov finished locking up the store. He stalked toward her and grabbed her by the elbow, guiding her away from the cops.

				This was it. He was going to fire her. Hello, Redneckville, USA. Amanda peered up into her boss’s handsome face, waiting with bated breath to hear her fate. Mr. Mizenov was a strict man who ran a tight business. She’d seen him dismiss employees for far less.

				“I’m really sorry, Mr. Mizenov. I must have entered the security code incorrectly.”

				“What were you doing here after closing, Amanda?” His Russian accent sounded thicker than usual. The rumble of his voice, the pressure of his hand grasping her elbow, and the intensity of his gaze made her go weak in the knees. Her pussy pulsed and her heart raced. Of all the times for her to fully realize her attraction to Mr. Mizenov, it had to be the moment he fired her.

				“I…I forgot something in the break room. I was passing by after leaving the gym, and I thought I’d get it. As soon as I knew the alarm had been tripped, I waited outside for the cops to arrive, but they didn’t believe me when I told them I worked here. Thank you for coming.”

				“They shouldn’t have put handcuffs on you. Bastards. Let me see your wrists.”

				Whoa. Mr. Mizenov seemed angrier with the cops than with her. Maybe he wouldn’t fire her after all. Hesitantly, she gave him her hands. His jaw tightened while he inspected her wrists. He cursed under his breath, and her whole body tingled as he massaged the red marks. Amanda had never been handcuffed in her life, but she suspected the officer had put them on too tight.

				“I want you to go home. We’ll discuss this in the morning.” He walked her across the street to her car with a hand pressed to her lower back, setting all the nerve endings in her body on high alert. She tingled and felt flushed from her head to her toes. “Oh, and Amanda?”

			

			
				She pulled her keys from her purse and unlocked her vehicle. “Yes, Mr. Mizenov?”

				“Get here an hour early.”

				* * *

				Ivan watched Amanda drive off and turned to finish up with the cops. Of course his business would be fined for the false alarm. He didn’t care about the money, but he was fuming over the way they’d treated Amanda. Arriving to find her sitting on the sidewalk, handcuffed and looking frightened had affected him immensely. It had called up his protective side, made him ache to gather her in his arms and hold her all night. The pretty blonde had worked for him for six months, and he’d spent the last six months resisting the urge to ask her out. He knew dating an employee wasn’t a good idea. Viktor, his brother and business partner, had dated a few girls who worked at the jewelry shop over the years before he returned to Russia. It had made for an awkward working environment when the love affairs ended. Ivan wanted to run a smooth business, and keeping a personal distance from his employees was rule number one.

				He returned home and immediately poured himself a glass of Saperavi, his favorite strong red wine. Dealing with cops always put him on edge. Most of the cops in America were okay, but having grown up in a small town in Russia where corrupt, violent cops expected bribes, he still tended to distrust anyone in law enforcement. He hadn’t been back to Russia in ten years, but the uneasy feeling he got when he saw a police officer never left.

				He sat down in the living room and pulled out the e-reader he’d found in the break room. He knew it belonged to Amanda and was the reason she’d stopped by the store. If he was a better man, he would’ve returned it to her immediately, but curiosity had gotten the best of him. Amanda spent her entire lunch break each day engrossed in this thing, and he wanted to know what was so interesting that she couldn’t wait until tomorrow. He suspected she read trashy books, the ridiculous romances women tended to devour. And even though he’d sworn to never ask Amanda out, he wanted to know what made her tick. What excited her.

				The list of book titles on her e-reader didn’t disappoint. His eyes widened as he skimmed the pages of reading material. The book covers were downright provocative, and many of the titles had the words spanking, discipline, BDSM, medical fetish, and punishment in them. He opened the most recent title, Spanked and Dominated by the Boss, and began to skim the story. The gorgeous, single secretary kept mixing up her boss’s schedule, failed to deliver his lunch on time, and committed various other offences, all of which earned her a spanking bent over her boss’s desk. At the very end of the book, he seduced her and tied her to his bed.

				Ivan perused the medical fetish titles next and took note that the rectal temperature passages were highlighted. How interesting. Of all the kinks Amanda could’ve had, he would’ve never guessed this one. He also would’ve never guessed the idea of taking Amanda’s temperature in this intimate manner would make all the blood in his body rush straight to his cock.

				He growled and turned the e-reader off. His curiosity was satisfied, but now he had a whole new problem. He wanted Amanda more than ever. He wanted her beneath him, squirming and whimpering and pleading to be taken hard. He wanted to tease her and keep her on the edge of an orgasm until she went mad, begging him to grant her a release.

				Christ, he wanted to break his number one rule.

				Ivan’s cock swelled harder and pressed against his jeans. He cursed and downed the rest of his drink. He got ready for bed and set his alarm for an hour earlier than usual. He’d told Amanda to report to work early so she could practice de-arming the security system. Of course, she didn’t know why he’d ordered her to work early. She likely believed she was in trouble. The naughty girl. She obviously hadn’t been paying attention when he’d demonstrated how to deactivate the alarm. Not only that, but any employee who stopped by afterhours was required to phone Ivan first. She hadn’t followed the rules.

				If she was a character in one of her books, she would be spanked soundly for her error. He grinned at the thought, and his cock twitched painfully at the image of Amanda bent over his desk with her bottom bared for punishment.

				No. He couldn’t. This was real life. She’d have him arrested and sue him for all he was worth. He’d lose his business and everything he’d worked for. Oh but he wanted to. He wanted to paddle her good for nearly giving him a heart attack. When the alarm company had called, followed by the police a few minutes later, he’d assumed his store was being robbed.

			

			
				He decided to give her a good scolding at the very least. She was lucky he wasn’t so cold hearted as to fire her. She had an excellent sales record, was dependable and easy to work with, and she had a great rapport with customers. Only an idiot would fire a girl like Amanda.

				He fisted his engorged shaft and closed his eyes, groaning as ecstasy swept through his center, his balls tightening as his desire built. He couldn’t wait to scold Amanda.

				



			

	






			

			
				Chapter 2

				


				


				Anxiety curled in Amanda’s stomach. She still worried Mr. Mizenov would fire her. Perhaps he’d needed to sleep on the decision. She smoothed her hands over her skirt and crossed the street to the jewelry store. In her desperate need to impress her boss, she’d chosen her cutest summer outfit – a low cut peach colored blouse with a matching polka dot skirt that flared outward. A pair of beige three inch heels – the tallest she could walk in without tripping and falling flat on her face – completed her look.

				Her heart skipped a beat as she pressed the buzzer at the door. The store didn’t open for another hour and a half. Her mind fuzzed over at the realization that she would be alone with Mr. Mizenov for so long. Well, at least she would if he didn’t let her go.

				The boss of her slightly inappropriate wet dreams approached the door with his master key in hand. He opened the door and held it while she slowly entered the store, her heart in her throat. Disapproval was etched on his face, and she wished to see his displeasure gone. She’d screwed up. She knew that. What would it take to earn his forgiveness?

				If only it were as simple as taking a spanking, like so many of the characters in the books she enjoyed. Simple, yet complicated, she thought. Receiving a spanking from Mr. Mizenov would complicate her work life even more. It was already difficult enough to concentrate in his presence. She squeezed her legs together and waited for him to speak first, feeling small and vulnerable as he glared down at her. Oh, he looked exquisite today. He was wearing her favorite suit, the dark gray one tailored to fit his large physique perfectly. His broad shoulders reminded her of a mountain.

				He crossed his arms over his chest and stepped closer, glaring down at her with an air of electrifying authority that stole her breath away. “Amanda Bennington, you’ve been a very, very naughty girl.”

				What? Her head shot up. Had he really just called her a naughty girl? Correction – a very, very naughty girl?

				Yes. He had. And his words seemed to have a direct link to her pussy. Warmth shot straight to her inner core, and her clit pulsed with need. He was scolding her. Mr. Mizenov was actually scolding her! She tried to contain her excitement, but it was no use. She exhaled the breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding and squirmed in place.

				“I – I know. I’m very sorry,” she finally said. No man had ever talked to her this way before. She was in trouble with her boss and she loved it. Even though he wouldn’t take it as far as the heroes in those spicy books she preferred, she’d hold onto the memory of Mr. Mizenov scolding her for her masturbatory fantasies forever.

				He nodded at the paneling near the inside of the door that concealed the security system. “Go practice typing in the code and turning the alarm off. Keep at it until I tell you to stop. Consider it part of your punishment, young lady.”

				Punishment? Young lady? Could her panties possibly become any wetter? “Yes, sir, of course,” she said, turning to do as he’d ordered. She typed in the code over and over again, all the while feeling Mr. Mizenov’s strong presence behind her as he hovered over her shoulder. His hot breath grazed her neck a few times, causing her to shiver with delight. Her hands shook slightly.

				“Very good,” he said, removing her hand from the panel and turning her around. He towered over her, so tall and huge all around that she felt like a little mouse who’d crossed a lion’s path. “I see you remember the code today. What was the problem last night?”

				“I – I think I got the last two numbers mixed up. It’s been a while since I closed the store. And you’re always here before opening, so I never need to type it in in the mornings. It won’t happen again. You have my word.”

				He arched a thick, dark eyebrow at her. “You forgot another important part in the procedure last night, Amanda. Think hard. What were you supposed to do before entering the store afterhours?”

				Her mind came up empty. She cinched her eyebrows together as if she were thinking hard. She hated to admit defeat, but she didn’t have a clue what he was talking about. “I don’t remember.”

				His eyes darkened to match the color of his midnight black hair. “You are supposed to call me and tell me exactly why you’re stopping by the store. I trust very few employees to enter the shop while I’m not here, but I like to know the reason someone is stopping by. This was in the employee handbook, Amanda, and we discussed it when I hired you.”

			

			
				She swallowed hard. “I apologize for forgetting. And I apologize for everything last night. I know you probably got fined for the false alarm. I insist on paying you back.”

				He shook his head. “No.”

				Amanda started to protest, but the buzzer interrupted her. Chellie, another saleswoman, had arrived for her shift. After letting her inside, Mr. Mizenov disappeared into his office.

				Amanda Bennington, you’ve been a very, very naughty girl.

				Consider it part of your punishment, young lady.

				What on God’s green Earth had just happened?

				* * *

				Ivan glanced up from his paperwork to the small monitor that showed the sales floor. Amanda was busy helping a customer, and he assumed Chellie was on her lunch break. That meant it was Amanda’s turn next. He’d placed her e-reader in the break room right where he’d found it last night. Would she spend her lunch hour picking at a salad with her eyes glued to the screen as usual? Probably. After all, she hadn’t finished reading Spanked and Dominated by the Boss yet.

				He groaned and stood abruptly, cursing his damn rules. The rules had gotten him nowhere. His business was his life and gave him little time to meet women outside of work. In the last ten years, he’d only had a few girlfriends, and none of them had been too memorable. Hell, he couldn’t even remember some of their names. Ten years in America and he hadn’t found a women he had electrifying chemistry with. It was different with Amanda. He felt a sexual connection between them, sizzling white hot, bubbling under the surface and ready to explode into a passionate encounter unlike any other once they crossed the line.

				He rushed out of his office, intent on breaking his number one rule, consequences be damned. After the customer left, he walked behind the jewelry counter where Amanda was busy wiping the display case clean. He grabbed the cloth from her hand and waited for her to meet his gaze. The atmosphere crackled with excitement when she turned to peer up at him with those dazzling blue eyes of hers. Her full, pink lips parted, but she didn’t speak. He became acutely aware of the quick rising and falling of her chest. She got like this each time he came near her. Likewise, he felt desire surging through him each time he came near her. Hell, each time he thought about her was more like it.

				“After Chellie gets back, I’m taking you out to lunch, Amanda.” His eyes swept over her body in a suggestive manner. Fuck the rules. He wanted Amanda. And little did she know, he knew her most secret desires. The way to drive her wild with need. She liked it rough. She liked to be spanked and dominated.

				Or did she? Did she actually enjoy doing all the things she liked to read about? He brushed aside the sudden doubt and spun on his heel, returning to his office before she could respond. From the look on her face, the lunch invitation had obviously stunned her. Good. That meant he had the upper hand, and Ivan Mizenov preferred to have the upper hand. The blush that stained her cheeks and the way she’d fidgeted in place while he’d scolded her earlier haunted him. The interaction had turned her on as much as it had turned him on. He hoped she gave him a reason to scold her again – and soon.

				The minutes ticked by ever so slowly. Ivan kept a close watch on the monitor on his desk, waiting impatiently for Chellie’s return. A plan formed in his mind as he watched the front door. A plan he hoped Amanda wouldn’t be able to resist. Finally, Chellie returned and slid behind the jewelry counter. Amanda asked her something, and Chellie appeared to inspect Amanda’s appearance, running a hand through her hair and giggling.

				Ivan smiled. Amanda had asked Chellie how she looked. This was a good sign. Amanda obviously wanted to make a good impression during their lunch. He pushed away from his desk and headed for the sales floor. A young couple entered the store to peruse the engagement rings, but there weren’t any other customers, so Ivan caught Amanda’s eye and gestured at the door.

				“Oh, hold on. I need my purse.”

				“No, you don’t.” He lowered his voice. “Let’s go. Now.”

				



			

	






			

			
				


				Chapter 3

				


				A date. Amanda had actually gone on a date with Mr. Mizenov. It felt surreal. She spent the rest of her work day floating on the clouds, daydreaming about her boss. Not only was he gorgeous, but she sensed he had a good heart. And he was dominate. The way he’d scolded her made her wet each time she thought of it.

				During their lunch at a nearby café, he’d shown genuine interest in her life, asking the usual questions a man asks a woman on a first date –inquiring about her family, where she’d grown up, favorite foods, favorite places to travel, hobbies, and on and on. The employee-boss wall that had always seemed so tall and sturdy had crumbled. To her surprise, he’d even opened up about his life in Russia and finally coming the United States after his parents died. Thanks to the inheritance of an uncle, he was able to open the jewelry shop with his brother, Viktor, almost ten years ago. Five years after opening the store, Viktor had returned to Russia, and Ivan worked hard to keep the business afloat on his own. It amazed her that she’d known him for six months but hadn’t known a thing about him until today. Not really.

				At four O’clock, Ashlyn, a college student who worked part time, showed up for her evening shift. Amanda’s heart sank when the young woman entered the store. It was time to go home now. Even though she hadn’t seen Mr. Mizenov since returning from lunch, she hated to leave without saying good-bye. As she gathered her purse and made sure her e-reader was definitely in the bottom this time, she paused in the break room. 

				It had been a date, hadn’t it? 

				Amanda hadn’t been on a date in months, but she was pretty sure lunch with Mr. Mizenov had met first date criteria. He’d asked her out, and she’d never seen him have lunch with any other employees before. He’d picked the café and paid for the meal. The conversation between them had flowed…like a good date. A great date. Best first date ever, as far as she was concerned.Intent on wishing Mr. Mizenov a pleasant evening, Amanda stepped out of the break room. . . and into a solid wall of muscle. She gasped and looked up, knowing very well who she’d run straight into. A pair of large, warm hands held her steady, and a pair of heated, dark eyes gazed down at her.

				“In a hurry to get home?” Mr. Mizenov asked.

				Amanda stepped back, but he moved with her, keeping his hands on upper arms. She wanted to melt into him. His cologne tantalized her senses, and the way he had her backed against the wall in the dim hallway filled her with wicked ideas. She had on a skirt and a flimsy thong he could probably rip off in a heartbeat. It would be so easy for him to lift her up and fuck her hard against the wall.

				She struggled to find her voice and think of something witty to say. Of course, the effect he had on her made it possible to breathe correctly, let alone think. She’d turned into a pile of mindless, aroused putty in his hands. Literally.

				“Um…” she said. Um. Good one, Amanda, she thought. Real witty.

				“I enjoyed lunch today,” he said.

				She beamed up at him and relief filled her, along with girlish excitement. “I had a great time, too.”

				“I’m glad to hear it.” His gaze darkened and he was silent for a moment, just staring at her like he wanted to eat her. He leaned down, and for a split second Amanda thought he meant to kiss her. Instead, he tightened his hold on her forearms, pressed her more firmly against the wall, and said, “You’d better be on time for work tomorrow, young lady. I mean it. If you’re late, even a minute late, you will be punished.”

				“P – punished?” she echoed, not quite believing.

				“Yes, punished. If you’re late for work tomorrow morning, I’ll bend you over my desk and give you a good, hard spanking on your bare bottom, Amanda.”

				She half whimpered, half moaned. This was a thousand times better than the scolding he’d given her earlier. She wasn’t stupid. It all clicked together in her mind as he continued to hold her eyes captive in his.

				Mr. Mizenov had taken a peek at her e-reader. She couldn’t be sure how much he’d seen, or if he’d actually read any of the stories, but the book she was halfway through had a title he wouldn’t miss – Spanked and Dominated by the Boss.

				“I – I understand, Mr. Mizenov,” she finally said, her voice strained. He’d put the proverbial spanko ball in her court. He was willing to play, and this was his way of letting her know.

			

			
				He trailed a finger down her cheek and stepped back. “I’ll see you tomorrow morning, Amanda.”

				She mumbled an incoherent good-bye and somehow made it to her car. Holy shit! Her heart pounded like a drum, ready to burst from her chest in a stream of confetti. Her pussy gushed warmth, soaking her panties for the second time that day.

				Uncertainty and excitement whirled within her for the rest of the day. Even a strenuous workout didn’t still her racing thoughts. A glass of wine and a long bubble bath didn’t ease her doubts either. She had a decision to make. A hard one. One that would change her relationship with Mr. Mizenov, and one that would push her outside of her comfort zone, thrusting her out of her secret fantasies and into a very real situation. She drifted into a restless sleep with her windows open, a slight breeze caressing her through the sheets all night. The hours crept by at a torturous pace, and she vacillated between her two options. To be on time . . . or to be naughty? She knew only one thing for certain.

				Mr. Mizenov wanted to spank her.

				* * *

				Be late, be late, be late.

				Ivan checked his watch. Thirty-two minutes until opening. Two minutes until Amanda’s shift started. Chellie was supposed to work this morning too, but Ivan had given her the morning off to ensure he’d be alone with Amanda if she did indeed arrive late. He couldn’t spank her naughty bottom in his office while Chellie listened from the sales floor.

				Another minute passed.

				And another.

				And another.

				Hallelujah. 

				Amanda was officially late. Ivan’s blood heated when he recalled their encounter in the hallway yesterday. His cock had been rock hard, and it had taken all his self-control to keep from pressing his throbbing center against her. He’d satisfied himself with a few touches, holding her arms and trailing a finger down her face, but the interaction left him needing more. A whole lot more.

				The sound of the buzzer brought his attention to the door. He summoned up his sternest expression and headed for the entrance. He opened the door to allow Amanda to slip inside. She was wearing another skirt, this one shorter than yesterday’s. He couldn’t wait to lift it up and bare her bottom. To slap her ass and scold her for tardiness while she remained in position, bent over his desk like a naughty, naughty girl.

				“You’re late for work, young lady.”

				She brushed a strand of hair behind her ear and fidgeted in place, then glanced around the sales floor as if looking for something, or someone.

				“Chellie has the morning off.”

				“Oh.” She twisted her hands in front of her and bit her lip. “I – I’m sorry I’m late, Mr. Mizenov. It won’t happen again.”

				He arched an eyebrow and crossed his arms over his chest, glaring down at her with disapproval. “I warned you what would happen if you were late, Amanda.” He nodded toward the back of the store. “To my office. Now.”

				Her eyes widened, giving her an air of innocence, and she nodded. Once they reached his office, he shut the door and frowned at her. A smile tugged at her lips, and he noticed she was looking at his crotch. Of course. His cock was tenting his dress pants. He didn’t bother trying to hide it.

				“Is something funny?” he snapped.

				Alarm crossed her features and she shook her head. “N – no, sir. Nothing’s funny. Again, I’m very sorry I was late. I promise to be on time for work in the future. Sir.”

				“I’m afraid I have no choice but to punish you, Amanda. I won’t tolerate tardiness. I’m going to teach you a lesson you likely won’t forget. Now, bend over the desk.” He gestured to his desk. Normally it was piled high with paperwork, but he’d made a point to clean it off this morning.

				He watched Amanda hesitate as she faced the desk. Pink stained her cheeks, and her hands trembled. Ivan wondered if she’d been spanked by a lover before. He opened his mouth to ask, wanting to know if this was her first time, but he quickly decided against it. At this moment he was the stern boss, and she was the naughty employee. He wasn’t about to break character by asking questions about her past.

			

			
				Amanda approached the desk with small steps and placed her hands on the surface. She took a deep breath and bent over, presenting her bottom for punishment.

				



			

	






			

			
				


				


				Chapter 4

				


				Amanda waited in position, acutely aware of her surroundings. Her hands and face pressed against the cool surface of the desk, the polished wood strangely soft and comforting. The scent of lemon filled her nose. Anticipation twisted in her stomach, causing everything below her waist to throb hot with desire.

				If you’re late for work tomorrow morning, I’ll bend you over my desk and give you a good, hard spanking on your bare bottom, Amanda.

				Her pussy spasmed as she remembered his threat. He’d lift her skirt up and take her panties down. He’d see her. All of her. Panic rippled through her. He probably thought she was experienced and led a secret, kinky life where she got spanked like this all the time. The truth was, aside from a few light slaps to her ass from her last boyfriend during sex, she hadn’t really been spanked before. Sure, she fantasized about it day and night, and Mr. Mizenov had starred in many of her fantasies, but in real life she was a virtual kink-virgin.

				Fears and questions reeled in her mind. How hard would he spank her? Would she be able to take it? Would experiencing a spanking make her as wet as reading about it did? She closed her eyes and more moisture seeped from her slit. Well, the waiting definitely made her wet. She was burning up, her clit throbbing harder and harder the longer she stood there bent over in front of Mr. Mizenov.

				She felt him move to her side, and a firm hand rested on her lower back. “Bad girls get spanked on their bare bottoms, Amanda.” He lifted her skirt up, bunching it around her waist.

				Oh God. This was really happening. Her clit pulsed again. Still turned on. Still wet. Positively soaking.

				“These panties need to come down,” he said, tugging at the waistband of her silky pink bikini briefs. It had taken her thirty minutes to pick out panties this morning, and now they were being taking down in a split-second.

				A warm hand cupped her left bottom cheek, squeezing. Amanda tensed up. Part of her was lost in denial that she was bent over his desk. It felt like a dream. Or more like one of her books. Except this was real life, and it was her story. All hers. She vowed to savor every second and relaxed her bottom, spreading her legs slightly.

				“I’m going to turn this beautiful ass of yours bright red,” Mr. Mivenov said, his hand traveling to cup her other cheek, massaging and squeezing it like he owned her. After he finished groping her, he stood up straight and kept one hand pressed to her lower back. “Time for your spanking.”

				The first slap knocked the air from Amanda’s lungs, though it wasn’t a hard slap at all. Again, his hand came down, smacking her ass. Again and again. The intensity of the blows increased gradually, and she realized he was warming her up.

				He paused. “Your little butt is turning a lovely shade of pink. Are you sorry for being late?”

				Her breath hitched. “Oh yes, Mr. Mizenov. I’m very sorry. Please. It hurts.” In truth, a sting had spread across her bottom, but it wasn’t all that unpleasant. Not only did she like it, but she wanted him to spank harder. To take her to the edge of tolerance. Her desire spiked with each slap, and she wanted more. So much more. All fear that she wouldn’t enjoy a real spanking fled.

				“I’m afraid I can’t let you off easy, Amanda. You broke a rule and you must be punished like the naughty girl you are.” Smack! His hand cracked across her flesh, packing a bite that had her gasping and struggling to remain in position. He moved lower, covering her upper thighs with quick, sharp swats that left her whimpering.

				“Am I getting through to you?” he asked in his oh so stern, thick Russian voice. “Are you learning something from this?”

				“Yes, sir. I’m learning my lesson.”

				* * *

				The sight of Amanda’s reddened, bare bottom was one Ivan would never forget. He knew her ass hurt, but she’d accepted each slap like a good girl. A sense of power surged through him as he nudged her legs wider apart, intending to mark the insides of her thighs. Of course her new and improved position provided a better view of her pussy. She was trimmed, so smooth and nearly bare, the plump pinkness between her legs swollen and moist with evidence of her slick arousal. She glistened for him. He urged her legs wider apart still, and glimpsed her shy, puckering hole. With her bottom thrust up so high, he easily saw all of her. And he liked what he saw. She was beautiful, sexy, and had just submitted to his discipline.

			

			
				He recalled the highlighted contents of the medical fetish stories on her e-reader and decided to push her limits. Leaning down over her, he put his mouth to her ear. “You looked a bit flushed when you got here today, Amanda. Were you feeling okay?”

				She jerked her head at his question, obviously taken aback. He grinned as he straightened. She had no idea what he was planning. “Uh, yeah, I was feeling fine when I got here.”

				“I’d like to be sure,” he said, rounding his desk to retrieve two items from his top drawer. He pulled out a jar of Vaseline and a thermometer – the slender, long kind that was the modern version of those old mercury thermometers. Digital wouldn’t do. Those were too fast. The one he held in his hand took three minutes to produce a reading. Three minutes she’d have the object poking out of her bottom hole, trembling as she waited for him to remove it.

				“Are you really doing to…” Her voice trailed off when he opened the Vaseline. Fear flickered in her pretty blue eyes, but she didn’t move out of position or argue. He took that as consent – as desire, despite her anxiety.

				“I want you to reach back and pull your ass cheeks apart.” He scooped a dollop of Vaseline up on his finger and arched an eyebrow at her, waiting for her to obey.

				“O – okay,” she whispered shakily.

				Ivan walked behind her with the thermometer in hand, watching as she complied, spreading and holding her bottom wide open. Her little hole pulsed, tempting him and calling up his darkest desires. To dominate her. To fist a hand in her hair and hold her down, fucking her hard from behind. To pull out of her pussy midway and fuck her tight little ass, even if she begged him not to.

				He shook the thoughts away and focused on the task at hand – Amanda’s cute little quivering asshole. “Be a good girl and hold very still. If you don’t cooperate, I’ll spank you again, Amanda.”

				“Yes, sir.”

				With his Vaseline-coated finger, he swirled the ointment around her private entrance, nudging at her hole a few times and watching it pulse against him in response. Her soft whimpers filled the room, along with the unmistakable scent of her arousal.

				“I’m going to press my finger inside you now to get you ready for the thermometer. Relax that pretty little hole of yours, Amanda. Stop squirming. If I have to spank you again, I will.”

				“Oh!” Still bent over the desk, she arched up on her tiptoes at his more insistent intrusion. “Please, Mr. Mizenov. I don’t have a fever. You don’t have to do this.”

				He smacked her thigh twice with his free hand. Her grip on her bottom faltered, but she managed to keep her cheeks spread and sank back down on her feet, submitting beautifully. Ivan slowly worked his lubricated finger into her snug hole.

				“You’re being a very good girl,” he said, moving his finger in and out, but never going past his knuckle. Heat surged through him again at the thought of fucking her ass, so tight and so perfect. Or her pussy. He’d happily fuck her pussy too. Or her mouth. He wanted to use all of her holes. He wanted to have her all to himself. To command her and make her quake for him only.

				A few more thrusts of his finger and Ivan had finished preparing her for the entrance of the thin thermometer. Of course prodding her with his finger hadn’t been necessary. His finger was significantly thicker than the thermometer, but he’d sure as hell enjoyed it. And by the little moans that escaped her, he was confident she’d found pleasure too.

				“Time to take your temperature. Keep holding your cheeks apart, Amanda.” The thermometer slid in easily, but he took his time inserting it, pulling it out slightly a few times before pressing it further inside until it was fully in place. He moved her hands away from her mounds and placed them on the desk before stepping back. Scorching desire pulsed through him as he gazed down at Amanda. God, how he wanted to unleash his cock and thrust into her sweetness. She shuddered and shifted in place, but the thermometer remained poking up from between her reddened ass cheeks.

				He leaned down to whisper in her ear. “Two more minutes.”

				She groaned.

				“By the way, I can smell your pussy, Amanda. You’re soaking wet, aren’t you?”

			

			
				


				Chapter 5

				


				“Answer me, girl. Are you wet?” Mr. Mizenov’s deep voice penetrated to her very core, causing her pussy to quake once again.

				“I – I…” Her voice stuck in her throat. Yes, she was positively soaking. Why did it embarrass her so much to admit it? And why oh freaking why did her embarrassment prompt another gush of fluid from her pussy?

				“Answer me. Now.”

				“Yes! I’m wet.” She buried her face in her hands, and the feel of his hands grazing her inner thighs accelerated her breathing. She had to fight the urge to grind against him and seek precious relief from his masterful hands.

				“So naughty,” he said, tracing her outer lips, but not delving inside her wet warmth. His teasing frustrated her and propelled her arousal to dangerous levels at the same time. She was ready to plead. Ready to fall down on her knees and beg Mr. Mizenov to fuck her. To fuck her long and hard over the desk. To pound into her until she screamed his name as ecstasy pulled her under and she convulsed around his cock.

				“Please,” she whimpered, lifting her ass in offering. “Please touch me, Mr. Mizenov. I – I want you to…” Her voice trailed off. She couldn’t say it.

				“What do you want?”

				“I want . . I need…” Oh God, why was it so hard to admit her needs out loud? It certainly wasn’t fear of rejection. She’d seen the bulge tenting his pants earlier and knew she wasn’t alone in her excitement.

				“I’ll tell you want I want.” He groped her ass, reminding her of the thermometer’s presence in her hole. “I want to slam my cock into this hot little pussy of yours. Of course, if you have a temperature, I can’t in good conscience use you in this condition.”

				“I don’t have a temperature.” Her tone was strained, high-pitched and urgent.

				“Well, let’s find out. Shall we?”

				Amanda’s face heated as he splayed her bottom cheeks apart with one hand. He drew the experience out, every movement slow and precise. She felt the thermometer being pulled from her asshole, and she couldn’t help but tense up as the slim object left her. She waited to hear his verdict, knowing she wasn’t sick, and knowing he already knew it. A smile formed on her lips as she anticipated turning the tables on him one day and teasing him until he almost went crazy.

				“Looks like you don’t have a temperature after all,” he said.

				Her heart sped up. Surely he’d touch her now. She peered over her shoulder, meeting his heated, questioning glare. He reached into his back pocket and retrieved his wallet, and realization dawned as he opened it up. A condom. He had a condom in his wallet.

				“Shall I?” he asked, holding the square gold foil packet up in the air. His expression became unreadable as he awaited her response.

				“Y – yes, Mr. Mizenov. Please.” She lifted her hips in invitation. “I need you inside me.”

				She’d never seen a man unzip his pants and don a condom so quickly in her life. Not that she’d seen a lot of men perform this act, but compared to the handful of men she’d slept with, Mr. Mizenov had superhuman speedy powers.

				Though she’d only been bent over the desk for a few minutes, Amanda felt like she’d spent hours in his office, waiting for this moment she’d fantasied about countless times. She cried out when he thrust hilt-deep into her wet center. His fingers dug into her hips, and he held her in place and began to fuck her with quick, deep strokes.

				His brutality thrilled her, and he filled her up completely. She hadn’t gotten a good look at his cock before he slammed into her, but damn he was huge. Her walls stretched exquisitely around his thick length, and the pressure in her pussy built alongside a delicious twinge in her lower stomach.

				“You’re so fucking tight, Amanda. God, I love your pussy.” Mr. Mizenov increased his pace and pounded her without mercy, slamming into her and hitting the sweet spot hidden deep within her walls, that spot no other man seemed to ever find. Oh yes. Mr. Mizenov had superhuman powers indeed.

			

			
				The sound of crashing flesh filled the room, along with Amanda’s moaning and quick breathing. She cried out in frustration when his cock left her. But to her delight, he stood her up, spun her around, and pushed her back on the desk. The cool surface rubbed her stinging bottom, reminding her of the spanking she’d just endured at Mr. Mizenov’s hand. Their eyes locked, and he looked like a man possessed. She gulped and opened her mouth to speak, but his lips crashed down upon hers. Strong hands cupped her face, holding her in place while he took command of the kiss, their first kiss, and his tongue glided inside her mouth possessively. He growled and broke away to trail kisses down her neck, searing her flesh as she tilted her head back and became lost in the eroticism of the moment.

				Mr. Mizenov knew how to fuck. He knew how to kiss. Oh yeah, and he knew how to spank too. Her insides fluttered as his cock pressed insistently at her inner core once more, prodding in her wetness. She parted her legs wider, and he thrust forward, filling her up.

				He leaned into her, their bodies clashing as he spoke into her ear, his breath tickling her neck and sending delightful shivers down her spine. “You’re a very naughty girl, Amanda. So naughty. I should spank you again.”

				* * *

				Ivan teethed and sucked at Amanda’s earlobe, drawing little mews from her throat. Her scent, a mixture of soap and perfume and womanly essence, tantalized his senses and drove him to the edge of desire. As if their bodies were perfectly in tune, her pussy clamped down on his length, and her walls convulsed around him. Tight. So fucking tight and hot. She cried out, a lovely sound of relief and pleasure, and her nails dug into his shoulders. He couldn’t hold out a second longer. He exploded, his cock pulsing as he came hard within her tightness. Dark spots dotted his vision, and he closed his eyes as sharp waves of pleasure dissipated, leaving him spent and satisfied.

				His heart felt huge as he held on to Amanda. Bit by bit, his senses returned, and he didn’t want to release her from his grasp. Likewise, she clung to him, and they remained locked together for a small eternity. At some point, their fingers became entwined, and he brought her hand to his lips and kissed the back of it, all the while gazing into her eyes.

				“Are you all right?” he asked.

				A smile tugged at her lips. “Yes.”

				His heart swelled larger still. God, he couldn’t believe such an angel had been under his nose all along. He’d been drawn to Amanda, but he’d had no idea how sweet she was. Sweet with a touch of naughty. The ideal woman, as far as he was concerned. Her shyness intrigued him, and he looked forward to getting to know her better, to peeling back the layers of her shell.

				Though it pained him to release Amanda, Ivan broke away and disposed of the condom. He zipped up his pants and attempted to smooth out his wrinkled suit.

				“Why, Mr. Mizenov, you look like you slept in your fancy schmancy suit last night.” She grinned, and her teasing surprised him.

				“Mocking the boss is against the rules,” he said, his stern mask falling into place.

				“Oh really?” She hopped off the desk and retrieved her panties from the floor, slipping them back on before searching for her heels. At some point, they’d fallen off as he pounded into her.

				“Really,” he said firmly, crossing his arms over his chest.

				“Well, who am I to argue with the boss?” She smoothed her hands over her skirt and combed her fingers through her messed up hair.

				“Arguing with the boss is also against the rules.” He stalked toward her, pinning her against the desk. His cock twitched, threatening to come to life already. “And do you know what happens when you break a rule, young lady?”

				Her eyes widened and she inhaled deeply, staring up at him with that innocent, shy expression of hers that had been tempting him for the last six months. “Um . . . I . . .” She fumbled for words and her cheeks flushed.

				He tilted her chin up with one finger and leaned closer, thrusting his hips against her center. “Tell me what happens when you break a rule. I want to hear you say it.”

				“I – I get a spanking.” Her cheeks reddened further, and her breathing sounded labored.

				“That’s right, young lady. When you break the rules, I’ll bend you over my desk and spank your bare bottom. Do you understand?”

				“Y – yes, Mr. Mizenov. I – I understand.” She blinked rapidly and tried to avoid his gaze, but he grabbed her chin between two fingers, giving her no choice but to peer into his eyes.

			

			
				“From now on, you’ll also be subject to random temperature checks. I want to make sure my favorite employee stays healthy.”

				She gasped, but said nothing.

				“I also expect you to be honest with me, always. I won’t tolerate dishonesty in a relationship.” He thought of his last girlfriend, The Cheater, and cringed. He trusted Amanda, but it needed to be said.

				“Relationship? Mr. Mizenov, I don’t think we’re in a relationship. I mean, yeah, we had sex. But that doesn’t mean we’re in a relationship.” Sadness colored her features, and her shoulders slumped under his hands.

				“I don’t randomly fuck women, Amanda. I’ve wanted you for so goddamn long I couldn’t stand it one more day. We. Are. In. A. Relationship. Starting now.”

				“No offence, but this is the strangest beginning of a relationship. Ever.” Humor infused her voice, and most of the sadness left her eyes.

				He smiled. “No offence taken. Now get your naughty little behind out to the sales floor. If those display cases aren’t wiped clean, your bottom will pay the price.” He pulled her closer and reached around to squeeze her ass, prompting her squeal.

				“Ouch!” she said. “I’m sore!”

				He chuckled and squeezed her other cheek, ignoring her protests. He released her and watched as she headed for the door. Strangest beginning of a relationship, eh? He was fine with that.

				“Wait,” he said.

				She turned with her hand still on the doorknob. “Yes, Mr. Mizenov?”

				He nodded at her waist. “I forgot to tell you about my most important rule.”

				“What?” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and peered up at him, her full lips slightly parted. Lips he anticipated putting to use in the near future. His life had just gotten a whole lot more interesting, thanks to Amanda and her penchant for naughty books.

				“My rule about panties,” he finally said. “Take them off. You aren’t allowed to wear panties to work anymore.”

				She batted her eyelashes and twirled a lock of hair around her finger, all the while backing out the door. “Come and get them, Mr. Boss Man.”
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