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Executive Training

By Sophia Valenti

A sharp, efficient no-nonsense businesswoman.
That’s what my clients would say if asked to describe me. I’d
worked hard and built an excellent reputation in the challenging
and competitive world of finance. Yet there I was, in the middle of
the workday, standing in a bathroom stall, with my skirt hiked up
around my waist and my panties down around my ankles, drizzling
lube on my fingertips.

I reached behind myself and ran one slick
digit between my cheeks. My finger zeroed in on my back hole, and I
massaged it gently, feeling my face flush as the snug opening
gradually relaxed and beckoned me inside. My own slippery juices
were already flowing, while inside me, the tight, aching coil of
arousal seemed nearly overwhelming. I pressed inward, and I moaned
as my finger popped inside. My free hand reached out and clawed at
the tiled wall as I slid my digit in and out of my ass. My clit was
swollen and throbbing with a pulse of its own, demanding attention
that I couldn’t give. Keith had expressly forbidden me to touch it
while I was alone. And although he had no real way of knowing if I
were disobedient, flouting his orders had never entered my
mind.

Keith had, however, instructed me to fuck my
own ass for ten minutes while I stood in the office bathroom. As
turned on as I was at that moment, I was still keenly aware that I
was in a semi-public place. And that point was driven home when I
heard the snap of the outside door lock opening and the click-clack
of a woman’s high heels against the floor as she made her way to an
unoccupied stall. I held my breath, adding a second lubed-up
finger, as I continued to stretch and tease my back hole. Keith had
said—in fact, he’d been rather emphatic—that I was not to stop, no
matter how many of my coworkers entered the restroom. Heat rose in
my cheeks, and I bit my lip to silence my moans—it was a struggle.
The feelings coursing through my body were intense, as were my
swirling emotions. And on top of all that, the copious amount of
lube I’d used to prime myself threatened to betray my secret, but I
worked with care to keep the noise of my moist, plunging fingers to
a minimum.

Thankfully, my coworker was quick to finish
her business and exit. My thoughts were spinning so violently, I
couldn’t determine who she was. It could have been the gum-snapping
receptionist or a member of the executive board. But that didn’t
matter. I was just relieved that I hadn’t been caught.

It was time to move on to Keith’s second
order. I slowly slipped out my fingers, and I was surprised by how
much I missed having something filling me back there. That problem
would soon be remedied; I reached into my open briefcase and fished
out a purple silicone butt plug.

When I’d woken in the morning, Keith was
already gone. I’d stumbled into the kitchen to the coffee maker and
found that he’d thoughtfully brewed me a fresh pot before he left.
But I did a double take when I saw that right next to my mug was a
purple plug that rested on top of a note containing his dirty
demands for the day—and letting me know what his plans were for
that evening: He wanted my ass, and he wasn’t going to take no for
an answer.






In the weeks that we’d been together, I’d
been bound, spanked and whipped, had sucked him off like a pro, and
been repeatedly fucked into a happy oblivion, but Keith had yet to
take my ass. I’d never had anal sex before, and I was as intrigued
by it as I was frightened. I’d thought about it plenty and had
blushingly confessed that fact to Keith during one of our first
dates. I was embarrassed to admit my desire, but when he demanded
that I confess my darkest fantasy, I couldn’t hold back and told
him everything. Namely that I wanted a man who would be strong and
forceful—someone who would push me through the point where fear
warred with passion and threatened to hold me back. I was tired of
being the responsible one who planned out her days with clinical
precision, weighing the pros and cons of every move. I didn’t want
to think anymore; I simply wanted to feel. And what I wanted to
feel most was a hot, hard cock in my ass.

As my whispered confession faded into the
night, my eyes locked on Keith’s smug smile. At that moment, I knew
that he would eventually demand to have me that way. But now that
the day of reckoning had arrived, the notion made me shiver with as
much nervousness as excitement.

In preparation for my anal initiation, I had
been instructed to wear the purple plug for the rest of the
afternoon as I worked. He’d told me that every time I squirmed in
my high-backed leather chair, I’d feel the toy and it would remind
me of what he’d do to me once I got home. I knew he’d get off on
the idea of me bossing around my employees while I had a plug up my
ass, stretching and readying me for him.

I coated the tip of the toy with lube and
reached behind myself. I parted my cheeks with one hand and aimed
the plug at my backdoor. I wriggled the tear-shaped toy against my
opening and breathed in deeply as I pushed it into me. The tiny tip
was no problem, but as it progressed to the thicker, curvier
bottom, I had to use a more forceful hand. My asshole burned and
clenched against the advancing invader, but I enjoyed the brief
pleasure-tinged pain as I forced the toy completely inside me. Once
it passed its broadest point, my opening hugged its tiny neck, and
I ran my hand over the flat round base that protruded from between
my cheeks, feeling a perverse sense of accomplishment.

I knew that I’d been away from my desk for
far too long, so I hurriedly yanked up my panties and straightened
my clothing. As I stepped out of the stall, however, I was very
aware of the fullness in my ass. It made every step an erotic
adventure. I glanced in the mirror over the sink as I washed my
hands, and although my pinstripe suit was pristine and my long,
blonde hair was swept up into a classic chignon, my cheeks were red
and my blue eyes were glassy. There was no way I was going to be
able to act like this was a normal workday. It was the furthest
thing from normal that I’d ever experienced.

Up until that point in our relationship,
Keith had kept our games strictly in the bedroom. But he had
clearly decided it was time to take my training to the next level.
And, somehow, I knew that this was merely the beginning.

I turned away from my reflection and hurried
back to my office, but by the time I arrived, there was most
definitely a puddle of juices soaking my panties. And it only got
worse once I sat down. The plug tormented me continuously. Every
time I reached for the phone or a file folder, I felt the toy shift
and tease my back passage. It was hopeless. After a fruitless half
hour, I made up a quick fib about feeling ill and made a hasty
retreat for home.

When I tossed open the front door, I was
startled to see Keith sitting in a chair in my living room. He
looked as handsome as always, with a tight white t-shirt hugging
his broad chest. He was shaking his head, and although he tried to
act stern and serious, I could see the amused smile in his hazel
eyes.

“I thought I’d specified that you were to
work all afternoon,” he said, glancing at his watch. “It’s two
o’clock, and you’re home already? That’s very naughty of you to
disobey me and play hooky from work.”

I had no words to argue with him. My eyes
searched the room, as if looking for an excuse that I knew I’d
never find—and that’s when I saw the paddle in his hand.

Round and leather-covered, it delivered a
sharp bite that I craved and despised. Keith had known that I would
disobey him—and that I’d need to be punished. I felt a delicious
tingle of fear and excitement shoot down my spine.

With my eyes slightly lowered, I approached
him, my apprehension slowing my steps but not stopping me. As much
as I dreaded his spankings, I also desired them with every ounce of
my being. If walking around in public with a plug nestled in my ass
had made me wet, seeing Keith sitting there with that paddle in his
hand made me go absolutely molten.

“That’s right,” he said in a whisper as I
grew nearer. The tone of his words made the hair rise on the back
of my neck. It was so sexy, almost menacing. “You know what to
do.”

That I did. I draped myself over his lap with
practiced ease. I’d been in this position many times before, ass up
and head down, fearing and loving everything at once. I wriggled
against him to arrange myself properly, already feeling the hard
lump of his erection beneath the well-worn denim of his jeans.

Keith roughly yanked up the back of my skirt,
bunching the fabric around my hips. My snug-fitting designer skirt
would be a rumpled mess, but that problem was dwarfed by my
impending one. He rested one hand on the small of my back while the
other tugged down my panties, leaving them banded around my thighs.
The cool air against my naked skin brought a dash of reality to the
wicked dream in which I was lost. But Keith knew exactly how to
snap my consciousness completely back to the present.

Tapping the base of the plug with the paddle,
he caused thrilling sensations to reverberate throughout my body.
“Very nice,” he said. “At least you were able to follow one of my
orders.”

His chastising tone made me blush more hotly
than the fact that my ass was bare and about to be spanked.

I heard the crack of leather against my skin
in the second before I felt its bite. Keith spanked me with
maddening casualness, alternating between each cheek with
deliberate patience. He was in no rush, letting the impact of each
firm slap blossom into a sharp sting before he’d strike again. And
every time the paddle connected with my bottom, my muscles clenched
and squeezed the plug, which added a dimension to my punishment
that I’d never before experienced. As mortifying as my situation
felt, I was thoroughly aroused by it, too, and getting hotter by
the second.

As the spanking progressed, Keith picked up
the pace, occasionally slapping the paddle against the base of the
plug. The impact made my asshole tingle and my cunt ache. I began
to moan and squirm, but Keith would have none of that. He grabbed
my hair at the base of my neck and tugged on it. My picture-perfect
updo tumbled apart, my vision obliterated by a tangle of
honey-colored curls. Keith held up my head and made my body arch as
tight and taut as a bowstring. I breathed through parted lips as I
concentrated on making it through each slap, exhaling each time the
paddle landed and the pain shot through me, until my moans finally
fell silent and the world faded into a hazy fog of pleasure.

Keith seemed to sense my state, and he eased
me off his lap. I stood in front of him on shaky legs, and he
turned me so that my back was toward him. I was panting heavily,
with my ass tingling and my sex dripping. Keith stroked a hand
across my tender butt, and I sucked in a breath through my teeth,
only to let it out in one long sigh when I felt his lips graze my
bare bottom. He continued to caress my well-spanked flesh as he
placed gentle kisses all over my rear cheeks, almost as if he were
drinking their heat. It was a remarkably tender gesture, but that’s
what I love so much about Keith—that he can be so fierce yet so
soft. That he thrills and soothes me like no one else I’ve ever
known.

As I savored his kisses, I felt him toying
with the plug that was still between my cheeks. He turned it this
way and that, making me squirm and sway. He was done trying to hold
me in place. He let me wriggle and dance as he brought me as close
to orgasm as he could without touching me where I wanted it
most.

“It’s time,” Keith said calmly, taking hold
of the base of the plug and twirling it, gradually cork-screwing it
out of my body. I actually gasped as it came free, but I didn’t
dare look over my shoulder at him. Although I focused all of my
attention on the sounds coming from behind me: the opening of a
zipper, rustling of clothing and the click of the top of a bottle
of lube.

My heart was pounding, and I was nearly at
the point of panic. “I’m—I’m not ready,” I whispered, my voice
quavering as my apprehension swelled.

“That’s not your decision to make. I think
you’re ready—more than ready.” He made his point my dragging his
fingers up my slit, gliding across my sleek, wet flesh and bumping
against my swollen clit. My knees buckled slightly at his touch,
and Keith grabbed my hips and pulled me down toward him. My head
was swimming as I felt him ease his dick between my cheeks. He was
so slick with lube, he needed to steady his cock at the base with
one hand to keep himself on target—and he placed the other hand on
my shoulder, firmly, as if to keep me from escaping.

“I want you to take it, baby. This is exactly
what you’ve dreamed about doing.” Keith gave me a nudge, pushing
downward on my shoulder, and I let myself sink—just a little. The
head of his cock popped inside my stretched hole, making me release
a sob laced with abandon. I was frozen—scared to take him, but just
as scared to pull away—so he took over, grabbing my hips and
gradually, relentlessly, pulling me downward inch by inch. He
didn’t stop until the full length of his dick was buried inside me
and my hot cheeks were flush with his thighs.
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