
        
            [image: cover]
        

    


The Boss Knows
Best

Jillian
Cumming

 


Published by
Jillian Cumming at Smashwords

 


Copyright 2014
Jillian Cumming

 


License
Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This
ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you
would like to share this book with another person, please purchase
an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book
and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only,
then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the
hard work of this author









 


I never enjoyed
coming into work anymore. Oh, the office was fine, with its neat
rows of cubicles and impersonal fluorescent lights. There was even
a potted fern in each of the four corners of the large space; head
office's attempt to make the place seem less the corporate place it
was.

Today, like
most days, I was the first person in. I tugged at my grey skirt to
straighten it. No matter how early I left, I still got caught in
traffic. Sitting on the highway for so long invariably put wrinkles
in my skirt and matching jacket no matter how high I set the air
conditioning.

Tugging the key
from my clutch, I unlocked the office door and stepped inside. I
loved this particular moment still, no matter how much I hated my
job.

All the lights
were off, the sunlight streaming in from the large bank of windows
along the left wall still leaving deep pools of shadow in some of
the more distant cubicles.

Some of that
light warmed my legs through my pantyhose, and left the side of my
face with a pleasant heat.

My desk, some
squat IKEA thing with an ergonomic keyboard and office chair, sat
right beside the door. As yet, the little red lights on the phone
that indicated incoming calls weren't blinking.

No, I thought
as I flicked on the switches for the lights, it wasn't the office
itself I hated.

The long banks
of fluorescent tubes flickered to life, bathing the place with
their cold illumination.

"Hey,
Christina!"

My body went
rigid at the sound of his voice. It was Dan, the manager. He was
the old fashioned sort, as he proved by giving my bottom a crisp
pat as he walked by.

"Dan! I've
asked you not to..." I started.

"Yes, yes. But
it boosts morale around the place. And you know how many times I've
spoken to you about the importance of morale," he said,
smiling.

His black hair
was slicked back with what seemed an entire tub of hair gel, and
his teeth were far too white. They seemed unnatural, like the rest
of him, from his fake-expensive suit to the black shoes that never
had a scuff on them.

Yes, I thought,
compressing my lips into a thin line as I pulled my chair out and
sat down, he does talk with me often about morale. Usually right
before he asks if I want to grab dinner with him.

"Dan, there's
no one else around whose morale needs boosting. We're the only
people here."

He stood in
front of my desk, thrusting one hand into his pocket. The other
held a black briefcase. I had the urge to check to make sure the
top button on my blouse was done up.

"So you say.
Listen, sweetheart, regional manager's coming in today. Leo Brown.
He should be on the schedule. Be a doll and give him the grand tour
when he arrives. Oh," he said, half-turned to go to his office at
the back corner, "And don't be afraid to show some skin."

He winked and
walked between two rows of cubicles. I could feel the heat rising
up my body.

That man
infuriated me. Oh, I knew some girls who didn't mind the occasional
ass grab from their boss. I even knew a few who'd take it further,
if it meant a nice raise. Men had been trying to do that to me all
my life. They saw a pretty girl and thought it meant I'd be willing
to use my body to get ahead.

Picking up a
No.2 pencil, sharpened down so that the black lettering on the side
was nearly gone, I snapped it in half. It broke crisply, and I
imagined it was the same sound Dan's neck might make.

But I had
plans. Plans to get out of that place and start my own company, be
my own boss. I promised I'd never let a man tell me what to do ever
again. Opening the bottom drawer, I pulled out my small makeup kit
and touched up the ruby lipstick I'd applied before heading out to
work.

As the day went
on, I found myself hating Leo Brown even though I didn't know him.
The schedule on my desk (a large sheet of paper with the days and
weeks blocked off) said he was to be in by two.

The time at the
bottom corner of my monitor said it was 2:15 PM. How did this guy
get to be a regional manager when he lacked basic punctuality?

When I started
my business, I would expect everyone to be fifteen minutes
early!

The office
buzzed with one-sided phone conversations. The tapping of hundreds
of fingers on thousands of keys filled the air like the buzzing of
an angry hornet's nest.

I breathed a
sigh, letting my cheeks puff out, as I looked again at the
time.

It was now 2:16
PM. God, was that all? That minute felt like an hour.

"Break time," I
muttered, reaching again for the drawer so that I could grab my
clutch and go over to the Starbucks across the street for fifteen
minutes. There was a handsome barista there who'd been flirting
with me for a few weeks now. I even thought about him last night,
when I slipped my fingers down under my panties after getting into
bed.

He was tall,
with nice shoulders and an easy smile that I couldn't help
returning. I blushed as I thought of how hot I felt when his eyes
touched mine.

Just the
thought of that fantasy had me wetting my lips. I reached up to
undo the top button on my blouse. My fingers touched the little
plastic disc, my thumb getting ready to push it through and reveal
some of the creamy skin hidden below.

"What are you
getting paid for?"

Damn it! I'd
been daydreaming so intently that I hadn't noticed the door open. A
man in a dark suit looked down at me, his lips set in a line of
distaste.

If he wasn't
such a jerk, I thought as I sat up straight, I might have found him
handsome.

"I get paid to
answer the phones and greet all the rude people who come in through
that door," I said, leaning my elbows on the desk and then setting
my chin on my fists. I batted my eyes at him, giving him an
innocent smile.

"Do you think a
pay cut might be a sufficient lesson in manners?" he asked.

His blue eyes
were like chips of ice staring at me. He had a strong chin and
cheekbones. His voice was deep and resonant. It had the sound to it
that told me that people listened to and did what it told them
to.

"I don't know,"
I said, "How does having security throw you out on your ass
sound?"

The man gave me
a mirthless smile as he lifted up his index finger like he was a
teacher and I some insolent student.

"Leo! Mr.
Brown!" Dan said, hurrying over.

I could
actually feel the blood draining from my cheeks. I tried to hide
them with my hands, only to find my fingers frigid.

Leo Brown was
almost a head taller than Dan. They shook hands.

"How are you,
Leo? I see you've already met Christina. She's going to give you
the grand tour. Aren't you?" Dan said, flicking his eyes back and
forth between us.

"Yes, we've
met. Tell me, Dan, don't you discipline your employees?"

It was Dan's
turn to go white as he shot me an accusing stare. I couldn't help
but smile at his discomfort. Dan's idea of 'discipline' was to
change his light pat on the ass to a smack or a pinch.

"Yes... Yes, of
course! Please, Christina, take Leo on his tour," Dan said, yanking
his hand from Leo's and fleeing back to his office.

I gave my skirt
another tug as I stood up. Leo held the door open for me and we
stepped out into the hall. I led him between the various rooms on
the floor: the meeting room, the little cafe, the small employee's
lounge. As we got back to the main office, he grabbed the handle on
the door to keep me from going through. His arm blocked me.

I felt very
aware then of how much larger than me he was. A tingle ran down my
back as my eyes scanned instinctually for a route of retreat. Leo
had the sort of physical presence that said he could manhandle just
about anyone who didn't do as he said.

"I expect to
see you in the manager's office at the end of your shift. We need
to have a frank discussion of discipline and its place in your work
ethic."

God, this guy
really did think he was the school principal! He probably thought
that just because he was tall and imposing that he could get his
way. Well, they didn't pay me enough to take that sort of thing
from people. He was treating me like I was a little girl!

Another hot
tingle climbed up my chest, and I started breathing deeply as my
lungs called for more and more oxygen.

"I already have
plans after work," I said.

"Yes, and they
are to show up at the manager's office if you want to keep your
job," he said.

His eyes
flicked down my body for a moment. God! Now he's checking me out! I
thought, feeling the heat rise up my neck and cheeks.

"And do up that
button," he said, pushing the door open and letting the noises of
the office spill out into the hall.

I touched the
undone button, quickly pushing it back into place. I didn't know
what upset me more: that he was telling me what to do, or that he
wasn't checking me out!

Five o'clock
rolled around faster than I thought. Despite all my intents
otherwise, I found myself sitting on the black office chair outside
Leo's office, my fingers clasped tightly on my lap.

Dan's office
had a large, glazed window in the door. Closed blinds over the
longer window in the wall, where he usually peered out at everyone,
hid everything inside.

All I could do
was listen. There were two voices. One, a tenor, I recognized as
Dan. His voice kept climbing higher and higher.

The other voice
was low and smooth, never wavering in pitch. I actually began
feeling sorry for Dan as Leo laid into him.

I shifted in my
seat, unable to find a comfortable position. If this was how he
treated the office manager, what was he going to do to me?

For the first
time, I really thought I might get fired. The idea left a cold
tightness in my stomach.

I kept
fidgeting, all that nervous energy coming out into my fingers. I
must have checked my makeup in my hand mirror three or four
times.

Finally, almost
twenty minutes after everyone else in the office had left, Dan came
out of his office. He looked haggard, and several strands of his
slicked hair stuck up at odd angles. He looked down at me, sitting
in the chair beside the door, and for once I didn't see his eyes
glance down at my chest.

That cold
feeling in my stomach expanded, brushing at the bottom of my heart
and sending a lump up my throat.

"Get in there,"
Dan said, not looking at me, "He wants to see you."

Dan walked
stiffly out the office, not realizing he'd forgotten his suitcase.
I stood, my knees trembling a bit.

Whatever
happened in there, I promised myself I wasn't going to just crumple
like Dan. I had my self respect.

With that
thought, I lifted my chin and went into the office.

Leo sat behind
Dan's desk. He'd taken off his jacket and slung it over the chair.
The blue of his shirt matched his eyes, really bringing out the
color and making his stare all the more unnerving.

I started to
sit.

"I didn't tell
you to take a seat, did I?" Leo said. He had a shiny black pen with
gold accents gripped in his right hand, and a small notepad open on
the desk. My name was written at the top, underlined. There were no
notes yet.

So I stood in
front of the desk, trying to keep my back straight and my eyes on
his. It was harder than I thought, and my sight kept trying to
force itself down to my feet.

"You don't like
men, do you?" Leo said.

I shook my
head, taken aback by the question. How ridiculous!

"What?" I said,
"I like men just fine. You know, I think this counts as
harassment..."

Leo held up the
pen and I stopped talking.

"It was a
simple yes or no question. And for the record, it's clear that the
answer is ‘no.’"

He wrote
something on the notepad I couldn't make out.

"But the real
question is: do you want to keep your job?"

The pressure
building behind my eyes became too much. I had to look down for a
moment.

It's okay, I
told myself, he's just some jerk in a suit, same as all the
others.

So I put my
hands on the desk and leaned down to really look into his eyes.
Another tingle shot down my back, and my knees threatened to give
out from under me, but I held that stare.

"Of course I
want to keep my job. Just who the hell do you think you are?"

Not breaking
eye contact, Leo reached into his shirt pocket. Slowly, he pulled
out the lid to his pen. He slid it over the tip, the light click of
it snapping into place loud in the quiet room.

He laid the pen
diagonally across his notes. I felt the urge to jump back from it
as though it were a rattlesnake about to strike. It became so much
harder to look him in the eyes.

"I can see that
your discipline problem is much greater than I first thought."

He loosened his
tie slightly, then unbuttoned his cuffs and rolled them about
halfway up his forearms. They were shapely forearms, obviously
honed at some gym. I couldn't stop looking at them. I noticed then
how large his hands were as well.

He pushed back
from the desk and stood. I stood up as straight as I could, but the
top of my head barely reached his shoulders. I wanted to shrink
back, but my remaining nerve wouldn't let me.

Leo came around
the desk, and I followed him with my eyes. What was he doing? I
could feel him looking at me. Maybe I should just tell him that I'd
make an effort to improve my work ethic. That might placate
him...

What? I asked
myself, No! You're going to show this jerk that he can't just boss
you around! I had to do this. I had to prove to myself that I could
stand up to men like him.

He moved around
behind me. The urge to turn and face him was like an itch I wasn't
allowed to scratch. My calves flexed as I held my feet in place.
His eyes seemed to draw a line down my body, down the taper of my
waist to the flare of my hips and past that to my legs.

I heard a
smooth noise, something leather sliding against cloth. The blood
rushed past my ears, and I flexed my hands at my sides.

"Do you want to
keep your job?" Leo asked.

He was moving
behind me, doing something. I wanted to look over my shoulder so
badly. Hot and cold fingers took turns dancing up and down my
spine.

"Of course I
do!" I said, finally giving into temptation to crane my head over
my shoulder.

Before I could,
he shoved me down against the desk, the edge of it digging into the
front of my thighs. He held the back of my neck with one hand,
pressing my cheek against the cold, smooth finish of the
desktop.

My heart nearly
burst from panic as I pushed and struggled. All I could feel was
his hand covering my neck, and how hot it was against me.

"Hey! What the
hell?" I said, my fingers scrabbling for purchase on the smooth
desktop.

But he held me
easily. I reached back to scratch at his forearm, but my hand just
flailed about uselessly.

"Wait! Stop
it!" I said.

"I know your
type," Leo said, "You think you're better than every guy you
see."

"Just assholes
like you!" I said, renewing my struggle.

All it got me
was rubbing my cheek against the desk. My lips left red smears were
my lipstick rubbed off.

"Yeah, that's
right," he said, "You're like a horse that needs to be broken. You
just need a strong hand..."

"Go fuck
yourself!" I said, managing to arch my back enough to look at
him.

 

He had his
expensive black leather belt looped a few times around his hand.
The loose end flopped in the air.

That cold
feeling started in my stomach again, and I couldn't look away from
it.

"What... What
are you doing with that?"

"Teaching you
some discipline," he said, "But first... It works best on bare
skin."

The leather
brushed against my calf as he unzipped my skirt.

"Wait..." I
said.

I squeezed my
eyes shut as I felt him tug my skirt down around my ankles. This
couldn't be happening. It had to be a dream.

I had dreams
where men tied me up, where my mouth got me into trouble. Lately,
it had been the guy from Starbucks. He would tie me up, then
undress me with his teeth...

God! I started
getting wet as a shiver ran down my spine. I hated how those dreams
made me feel, like I was powerless. Like he could do anything he
wanted to my body and I was powerless to stop him.

And Leo had
such big, strong hands.

He grabbed my
pantyhose and peeled them down my legs. The cool air coming down
from the vent in the ceiling caressed my bared cheeks, leaving them
stubbled with goosebumps.

"No panties?
You're all the same," Leo said.

How many other
girls had he done this to? I looked at that belt, wondering how
many other bottoms he'd left stinging and red. Had those girls
submitted to him, finally, begging him to stop?

I flexed my
thighs, hoping he couldn't see the wetness between my lips.

"You don't have
to..." I said.

But it was too
late. He flipped the belt back, the tip of it brushing against the
ceiling. I flinched as my bottom flexed involuntarily.

"This is for
your own good," he said.

Then he smacked
me with the belt. The leather made a loud snap as it hit my bared
ass. I snarled, hissing out through my teeth as the hot sting
began. My fingernails scratched at the desktop.

It hurt so
much. My knees buckled under me and I would have fallen if he
didn't keep a firm grasp on the back of my neck.

"This is what
happens to girls with smart mouths," he said.

He whipped me
again. I arched my back and cried out. I wanted to tell him to
stop, that I'd be nice and quiet and answer the phones like I
should.

No! I couldn't
let him win. I wouldn't. I'd fight through the pain. Pain was
temporary. Victory over this asshole would be forever.

Besides, I
found I kind of liked the heat the sting left in my flesh. The
thought of him holding me down like that, doing what he wanted to
me, turned me on more than I wanted to admit. My wetness built
inside me, sending my inner walls trembling.

I cried out the
third time he whipped me, and the fourth. God, the pain felt so
good! I wasn't in control, I wasn't in charge. I couldn't stop
this... And his hand felt so warm and hot on me. If I asked, would
he spank me with that big hand instead? My body trembled.

Leo smiled. His
shoulders heaved and he wiped at his brow. We both sweated, panting
from our exertions.

"What do you
have to say for yourself now?" he said, unwinding his belt.

I could tell he
thought that he'd done it, that he'd broken me like some wilful
pony. The raised red welts crisscrossing my bottom were proof of
that to him. He must have seen that spark of resistance in my eyes,
because he shoved me hard against the desk again before letting
go.

"All I have to
say is, 'fuck you, asshole.' God, you think a little corporal
punishment is enough to set me straight?"

Leo grabbed my
bare hips and pulled me against his body. I could feel his heart
pounding in his chest, and the heat just seemed to radiate from
him. When our hips touched, I felt his shaft against my mound. It
gave a little jump as we bumped together.

His fingers dug
into my flesh, and I hissed in pain. I shoved back against him, but
he was too strong. The more I fought, the harder and bigger his
cock got against me. My sex trembled as I felt his size.

For a moment, I
wanted to melt into his arms and beg him to fuck the life out of me
right there on Dan's desk. It was that weak side of me again, that
part of me that just wanted to give in and be wanted he wanted me
to be.

I couldn't let
it win.

"You bitches
are all the same," he said, looking down into my face with those
frozen eyes, "You think you want power and privilege and all those
other things. But all you really want is a firm hand and a stiff
cock.”

I ignored my
nipples as they puckered against him. My thighs flexed together,
sending a shock up my body as I squeezed my excited little
clit.

"And you think
you're going to give those to me?" I said, trying to give him a
haughty little laugh.

Please, I
thought, please give me that cock...

He'd gotten so
hard against me that if I could take a step back it would make a
tent out of his slacks. I wanted to see how big it was so much, but
I couldn't. I couldn't fall prey to my desires, for my sudden
desire to be used by him for my body.

But how I
burned for it.

"I'm not going
to give them to you. You're going to take them, like a good woman
should," Leo said.

Then he pushed
me down onto my knees. My pantyhose were still around my ankles,
tying me up there, trapped between his body in front and the desk
behind.

And his cock
did push hard against his slacks.

He grabbed the
top of my head with one hand, squeezing the handful of my hair
until my scalp stung, forcing my face back to look up at him,
towering over me.

Using his other
hand, he undid his pants and pulled his still hardening shaft out.
I could only see it at the bottom of my vision; he had my head back
so far I could mostly just see his face.

"You want it,
don't you? I can feel you trying to move so you can get a look at
it. It's killing you not to see it, isn't it?"

Saliva squirted
into my mouth as his shaft got stiffer and bigger at the bottom of
my vision. The desire to taste it, to suck on it until Leo moaned,
sent shivers down my back.

How was he
doing this to me? How could I let him do this to me?

But I wasn't
letting him, I knew. He was taking it from me. He hadn't asked my
permission, or seduced me, or anything. He just bent me over that
desk and took what he wanted from me.

And I loved
it.

"Why don't you
go fuck yourself?" I said, grinning at him.

"Such a naughty
mouth on you, Christina. You should put it to better use than
that..."

Then he slapped
my cheek with his cock. I gasped at the hardness of it, at the heat
I felt coming off it for just that moment.

I squeezed my
eyes shut, trying to reign my desires in. God, the inside of my
thighs were soaked from my pussy! I wanted to slip a finger between
those lips and feel just how wet I'd become, but I couldn't let him
see that.

"Don't try to
hide it," he said.

He slapped my
other cheek with his cock. This time, he swiped the tip of it over
my lips, leaving them wet with his precum. I could taste its
saltiness, and couldn't help flicking my tongue out to taste more
of it.

"Fuck off..." I
said.

He bumped the
head of his cock against my mouth, almost getting his shaft in. I
closed my teeth to stop him.

"Open up," he
said, tugging on my hair, "You know you want it, you dirty little
bitch. You want to wrap those red lips around my cock. You want to
taste it and suck on it. All you can think about is how stiff I am,
isn't it? And about how you'll feel as I slide more and more of it
in..."

He groaned as
my jaw relaxed and his shaft slipped in through my lips. They
stretched around his girth as more of his salty precum spilled out
onto my tongue.

He was just as
hot and hard as I imagined. We locked eyes as he pushed himself
deeper and deeper into my mouth. He slid in so that I felt him at
the back of my throat and had to resist my urge to gag. My pussy
was sopping wet as I took every inch of him through my lips.

The tears
formed at the corners of my eyes and trickled down my cheeks,
smearing my mascara in long black lines as I strained to keep him
inside me. I couldn't breathe, but I didn't want to.

"See? I knew
you could take it. Isn't this so much better than using that pretty
little mouth to say such smart-assed things?" Leo said through his
gritted teeth.

Again, he
pulled on my hair, trying to urge himself just a little deeper.

My hands
strayed up to his hips, but he just pushed them away. I moaned
around him and he closed in eyes as the vibrations ran up his
length.

So I clamped my
lips around him as tightly as I could and sucked. He groaned again,
his shaft swelling. He wasn't going to win. I was going to show him
who the real boss was. I wanted to suck him dry, to make him cum
right down my throat. His body was mine to do with as I pleased,
not the other way around.

His cock kept
getting stiffer, and he squeezed his eyes shut. I sucked on him
harder, willing him to dump his load down my throat. My pussy
tingled as I thought of it, my walls trembling so much I thought I
might cum myself.

"Ah! Good
girl!" he said, yanking his cock out of my mouth.

My spit covered
his entire shaft, with strands of it hanging down off the bottom.
His length glistened with it. My lips felt so hot that I didn't
think I needed the lipstick, and I coughed and huffed for breath as
I wiped at a strand of saliva still hanging between the head of his
cock and my mouth.

"Now, I'm going
to make you beg for it," he said, "I'm going to show you that all
you really want is a good hard cock. I'll even make you a deal! If
you can keep yourself from pleading with me to fuck you, I'll
promote you to office manager. You can fire Dan yourself."

He didn't wait
for me to respond. Grabbing me under the arms, he pulled me back
up. If he wasn't holding me, I would have fallen. His cock was so
tantalizingly close. My lips burned and my jaw ached, and I knew my
makeup was a wreck. But I wanted to suck on him some more.

Just him
bringing up the idea of fucking me turned my knees to water and
left my thighs wet with my juices.

But I could
resist. I knew I could. I kept telling myself that as he bent me
over Dan's desk. This could be my desk, I thought. It will be my
desk. I'm not going to do it... I'm not going to beg him! I tried
shutting out all thoughts of how fucking sexy his shaft looked all
coated with my spit, and how that would let him slide in and out of
my tight little pussy so much more easily... No, stop! I
thought.

"God!" I
said.

He'd spread my
legs apart as much as my pantyhose would allow. Then he ran the
head of his cock, the flesh so taut and smooth, up and down my
sopping slit. My clit sent shocks up my body as he rubbed past
it.

I gritted my
teeth and pushed my forehead against the desk. No, I wasn't going
to beg.

Then he found
my opening and rested his shaft against it, pushing ever so gently.
I could feel myself begin stretching around him, my pussy ravenous
to swallow him up. All it would take would be one little nudge of
my hips back, and he'd be inside of me. My mouth went dry as my
body trembled.

"Such a wet
little cunt," he said, "Just say 'please' and I'll give you what we
both know you truly want."

"No..." I said,
my teeth and lips closing to keep the word from coming out. It was
so close! I could feel it!

Leo just
snorted. He pulled back from me, the tip of his cock sliding away
from my lips. I started to relax. It was over; I'd resisted! God, I
was just going to give that guy at Starbucks my number as soon as I
got out. Maybe he'd even come over and fuck me tonight, I
thought.

But Leo wasn't
done. He knelt down behind me, massaging my ass with those big,
strong hands. They moved down my thighs, and he spread my lips
apart with his fingers.

"What are you
doing?" I said, beginning to hyperventilate.

I couldn't take
anymore. My entire body burned with my need. It ached deep inside
me.

Using just the
tip of his tongue, he started playing with my clit. My entire body
went rigid as I cried out. Each little flick from him sent me into
spasms of ecstasy. The walls of my pussy clenched and trembled as I
screamed.

But he didn't
let up as my cries increased. He tongued me faster, playing my clit
like it was an instrument and his tongue the pick.

My fingernails
scrabbled against the desk as though as I was being pulled back
into some deep pit.

I could feel my
will crumbling as I shoved my pussy back against his face, soaking
his cheeks and chin with my wetness. I had never wanted a man so
much in my entire life.

"Please!" I
said, my willpower collapsing as my orgasm built inside me, "Fuck
me! Fuck me hard!"

"That's what I
thought," Leo said, standing and wiping at his face.

He squeezed my
ass while he guided himself into me. My pussy was so wet that he
slid right into my tight opening. I could feel my walls trying to
squeeze up around him as he parted them with his hardness.

He didn't stop
until I felt his balls bump against my clit. Then he flexed inside
me and I screamed as a ball of sexual agony exploded inside me.

"That's it, cum
all over me," he said.

He fucked me,
then, pulling his cock out and slamming it back home hard enough to
move the desk.

He kept on
thrusting into me, my sopping cunt making wet noises that drove me
wild as he did.

"God!" I cried
out as I came on him.

No matter how
tightly I tried to hold him inside me, he kept slipping in and out.
I could feel how hard I made him, and that just urged more and more
juices from my soaked pussy.

Then he grabbed
my hips with both hands and jackhammered our bodies together.

"Yes!" he said,
burying himself all the way in me as cum exploded from his
cock.

I grabbed the
desk and screamed as I felt his hot load burst inside me, shooting
against the back of my pussy as my trembling walls milked him.

"Ah!" he said,
gritting his teeth and squeezing his eyes shut as the intense
pleasure of his orgasm mounted to something approaching pain.

He came so
deeply in me that when he pulled out I could feel the warmth of his
seed inside me, unwilling to come out.

Then a wave of
relaxation so powerful rushed over me that I almost passed out. It
was like I'd received the most incredible massage after my most
intense workout. My muscles filled with heat, making them go
slack.

Leo pulled up
my pantyhose and then yanked my skirt back up around my hips,
zipping it. He patted me on the bottom. I hissed at the stinging
pain; a reminder of his first round of punishment from his
belt.

"I knew you'd
understand. Like all employees, you just need the proper
motivation. Now, am I going to be hearing from Dan about you
shooting that mouth of yours off anymore?"

I panted
against the desk, having trouble catching my breath. There were
dark spots in my eyes. He'd used me. I'd never been fucked like
that before, never been so teased that I had to beg a man to fuck
me. I couldn't believe it.

"No," I said,
swallowing the shreds of whatever pride I had left in me.

"No, what?" Leo
said.

Was he really
going to make me do it? Make me acknowledge him as my superior? I
thought about his cock, and how it was still dripping with my
juices. A shiver went up my back.

"No, sir," I
said.

"Good! I knew
you'd understand! Let this be a reminder whenever you want to do or
say anything that you know I wouldn't want to hear about."

I couldn't let
it go at that. I had to show him I still had something left, some
defiance within me.

"And if I do
say or do something?"

Leo leaned over
me, putting his lips next to my ear. Then his hand pushed up my
skirt, his finger finding its way between my cheeks to my little
puckered asshole. He pushed against it, and I jumped beneath him.
My heart slammed in my chest, and I felt light headed again.

"Let's just say
there are many more ways I can think of to instill a proper sense
of discipline in you."

He left my
trembling on Dan's desk as he left the office. I wiped at my face,
wondering how I was going to clean myself up enough to go home.
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