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Chapter One

Daisy Rogers hung up her phone and turned to Ben. “I got a second interview!”

He looked up from his computer and said, “Great! Maybe you can finally help pay some bills around here!”

She winced. He was right, of course, but he didn’t need to keep pointing it out. He saw her expression and was immediately contrite.

”Hey, I’m sorry, Daze. I didn’t mean it like that.”

”I know. You’re tired of carrying me. I get it.”

”No, I’m an asshole. I know you’ve been looking for a job for a long time now. This economy sucks!”

Daisy nodded. Her lack of employment was putting a strain on their relationship. They had met less than a year ago. They had hit it off right away and Daisy thought Ben could be “The One.” Then, two months into their new relationship, Daisy lost her job. It wasn’t her fault — her company went out of business. She was sure she’d find another one, but two months later, she hadn’t and she had run through her savings and was about to be evicted.

That’s when Ben, bless his heart, had stepped up and invited her to live with him in his one-bedroom apartment, “just temporarily,” until she could get back on her feet.

That had been five months ago. Ben paid the rent — which he would have done anyway — but also paid for her food, her cell phone bill and her storage space where she kept everything from her apartment. She had put her student loan debt on forbearance because he could not afford that too. She owed him big time and she knew it.

This meant she had to make herself available to him sexually, even if she was not in the mood. The sex was pretty good, although lately it seemed Ben preferred blow jobs, which left her hanging. She dared not complain.

”When’s your interview?” Ben asked.

”Tomorrow at ten.”

”Which one is this again?”

”This is the lawyer. He needs an administrative assistant.” She saw his eyebrow raise. “I know! It’s a step down from what I was doing! But hey, I’m desperate — unless you want to keep subsidizing me!”

”Come on, you know I love having you around!”

”More like ‘underfoot.’ I know I cramp your style when you’re working.”

Ben worked at home, doing computer web pages and copy writing for a number of clients. His office was his living room, which meant, during the day, Daisy had to tiptoe around or stay in the bedroom. It wasn’t ideal.

”We’ve managed to make it work.”

”I know and I really appreciate you putting up with me. I doubt we would’ve moved in together so fast if I hadn’t lost my job.”

”I couldn’t let you go homeless!”

”Thanks. But you know I’ll pay you back as soon as I get on my feet. I have a feeling this will work out!”

”I’m happy for you. Hope you get it.”

”I think I owe it to you, you know.”

Ben smiled. “You mean the resume thing?”

Daisy nodded. “I must’ve sent out a hundred resumes before you suggested I put my photo on them!”

”Well, you’re a pretty girl — everybody loves a blonde! I thought it might sway some of the hiring managers to give you an interview at least.”

”It worked! The next fifty I sent, I got five responses! Four were phone interviews that went nowhere, unfortunately, but this last one I thought we had a good rapport. I’m pretty excited to be called in for a face-to-face interview!”

”I’m sure you’ll do well.”

Daisy smiled and said, “Well, I’d better go check out his website again and make sure I’m prepared!”

Chapter Two

Daisy fought her nervousness as she got off the bus at the correct stop and walked to the lawyer’s office. She hadn’t seen it before and was hoping it would be nice.

It was a little chilly this gray early February day. Under her overcoat, she had dressed conservatively in a blue blazer, a white blouse, navy blue skirt and pantyhose, which she normally hated. A sexy lace bra just gave a hint that she was a woman with generous breasts. She wanted to convey “professional sex appeal,” if that was possible.

As she rounded the corner, her face fell. Apparently, “David Palmer, Esq” was more like Saul Goodman from Breaking Bad. His office was in a strip mall, sandwiched between a yogurt shop and a laundromat. All he needed was a giant balloon of Lady Liberty on top and he’d fit right in. Fortunately, there were no ostentatious designs. Just a simple glass door with his name on it, followed by Attorney at Law and below that, his phone number.

”Beggars can’t be choosers,” she muttered under her breath. At least he wasn’t handling criminal cases! Mr. Palmer was strictly civil, doing estate planning, wills, foreclosures and some divorce cases. She had learned all of this from his website.

She opened the door and a bell rang over head. How cheesy, she thought. There was no one in the small waiting area — just a desk and a couple of chairs. She tried to picture herself sitting there, answering the phones. Just beyond her desk was a short corridor leading to the restroom, she presumed. On the wall opposite the entrance was a wood-paneled door. She hung up her overcoat, straightened her shoulders, went to it and knocked.

”Come in!”

Daisy entered and found herself in a slightly larger office, with a small conference table with three chairs near the door. At the other end of the room was a desk with two chairs in front of it. Behind the desk, David Palmer rose to greet her.

”Hi! You must be Daisy!”

Mr. Palmer was a middle-aged man with brown hair going gray at the temples. He wore a rumpled suit with a white shirt and a blue tie. He had a slight paunch, but Daisy didn’t hold that against him.

She just hoped the job paid well. If it was less than sixteen dollars an hour, she would probably have to walk.

He came around and shook her hand and she noticed he was nearly six feet tall, a good three inches taller than Ben. He offered her a chair in front of the desk. He took the other one, their knees almost touching.

”It’s nice to put a face with the voice,” he said.

”Yes, you too.”

She could see him give her the quick one-over. He wasn’t obvious about it, which she appreciated. Daisy knew she was pretty and slender. She was only twenty-four, so she still had that fresh face that men liked.

”So, let me tell you about what I’m looking for in an administrative assistant,” he said. “I’m a one-man shop, so I have to keep hustling all the time to keep the business going. So I need a gal who can answer phones, take dictation, write up emails and proposals and do some filing. Oh, and she can’t be too proud not to clean up the restroom on occasion.”

Daisy tried to maintain a neutral face. Clean the toilet? “You don’t have a service?”

”No, not really worth it. Don’t worry — I clean it myself now and then. But my time is better served with clients. That’s what keeps the doors open.”

”Of course.”

”So tell me about yourself.”

She hated this question. It was so open-ended. “I was a marketing assistant for a PR firm. I wore a lot of hats, so I know how to keep a lot of balls in the air!” She sounded like a corporate-speak robot to herself and tried to put more personality into her talk. “I put out press releases, wrote copy, dealt with clients and even made coffee!”

”Great — I forgot to mention that that’s one of the duties here as well.”

She flashed him a smile and wondered if he’d be better off with a maid. She reminded herself that she needed this job. Really needed it! She thought of Ben and said, “I can do anything you would need done around here.”

”Good.” He reached over and pulled her resume from his desk. “Now it says here you haven’t worked for nine months?”

”No, unfortunately, the firm where I worked lost some key clients due to the economy and they had to close. I’ve been looking ever since.”

”Ohh, that must be tough. How have you survived?”

”Oh, my boyfriend took pity on me and let me live with him for a while now. But I expect to be back on my feet and in my own place soon enough.”

”Good! It’s great to have a support system. Now, do you have questions for me?”

”Yes, why is the position open?” She needed to know if the last secretary ran out of here screaming.

”Oh, she and her husband moved away. It was a family thing. Mary would still be here working if not for that. I can assure you, I was very upset! She was a great employee!”

He paused, waiting. Daisy knew she had to ask her main question.

”Um, yes. Can you tell me the, uh, salary range for this position?” She hated to be so bold, but she needed to know if she was wasting her time. Please be sixteen, she thought, please be at least sixteen.

“The job pays twenty dollars an hour. Would that meet your needs?”

Daisy tried not to jump out of her chair and hug him. “Yes, I think that would be acceptable,” she said in a controlled voice.

He paused. “Now, I should tell you I have two other qualified candidates for this job.”

Daisy’s heart lurched. She couldn’t go back to Ben and tell him she didn’t get the job!

”What can I do to convince you that I’m the best candidate?”

Mr. Palmer leaned back in his chair. “Well, as I’ve said, this is a high-stress job. I have to deal with difficult clients on occasion, tight deadlines, and I’m always hustling for new business. I’ve been doing this for ten years now, I’ve pretty much got it down.” He paused. “Except for the stress part.”

Daisy nodded. “I can imagine! I’m impressed that you’ve done so well for so long.”

”Yes, well, I’ve found a solution. And the best candidate for the job would understand why I consider it important for stress reduction.”

Daisy had no idea what he was talking about. Then he tugged at his slacks and she noticed a bulge there. Her eyes went wide. He couldn’t possibly mean…

”Uh, what are you saying, Mr. Palmer?”

”I need regular stress relief, usually twice a week. If that doesn’t fit your expectations, then this interview is over.”

Daisy stalled. “Did the previous assistant do that, uh, thing for you?”

”Yes, she did.”

”And her husband didn’t object?”

”I don’t think she ever told him.”

”I don’t know…”

“Very well.” He stood. “I’m sorry it didn’t work out. I really thought you had potential.”

”But, Mr. Palmer! I mean, this is highly illegal! You should know that!”

”I have no HR department. And any complaint to the authorities would be met with shock and denial.”

”What if the other candidates tell you no?”

”Then I will put another ad up and start over. I want to stick with what works.”

”Uh, you’re just talking about that one thing, right? Nothing more?”

”Nothing more — for that pay.”

Daisy took that to mean she could earn extra money if she was willing to do more, which she certainly was not! But she had to be sure what he was talking about.

”Can you spell it out for me? Exactly what would you require twice a week?”

”I said ‘usually’ — sometimes more, sometimes less. But to answer your question, let’s see just how serious you are about this job.” With that, he unzipped his pants and pulled out his semi-erect cock!

She stared at it. By all rights, she should yell at him and bolt out of there as quickly as she could gather her purse and go. “Mr. Palmer! I have a boyfriend!”

”Then I guess you don’t want the job?”

She stared at his cock. It wasn’t really all that much different from Ben’s. And she had given him plenty of BJs. She knew she was pretty good at it, but still…

”Uh, if I do this, will I get the job?”

”Yes, as long as you don’t object later when I need some stress relief.”

He sat down again and moved his legs apart. Daisy could’t take her eyes off his cock. She tried to pretend it was Ben’s.

I mean, they’re about the same size, she told herself.

She found herself dropping to her knees in front of him. The hard linoleum tile was unyielding. She put that out of her mind and bent over and took Mr. Palmer’s cock into her mouth. She could tell at once that his was a little bigger than Ben’s. Once her mouth took in the tip, she went on automatic pilot. A dick was a dick. She knew what to do. She began to bob up and down, using her tongue to pleasure him and tucked her teeth behind her lips so she wouldn’t scrape his shaft.

”Oh, yes,” he said softly.

Daisy kept at it, listening to his voice as she suckled him, making adjustments as she went. It didn’t take long to find the right rhythm. He was not unlike Ben in that way. She tried to push Ben out of her mind.

”That’s it. Oh, yes,” he moaned. “You’re doing great!”

Her knees ached. She kept bobbing up and down, using her tongue and her spit to lubricate his shaft. She could picture herself on her knees, her mouth on this stranger’s cock, trying desperately to land a job so her boyfriend wouldn't be disappointed in her. It took several minutes, but she was determined to succeed.

”Oh! Here it comes!” he cried and Daisy felt a warm squirt of semen in her mouth. She swallowed it quickly and held herself there for the second blast that she knew would come. She swallowed that as well. When he was finished, she gently licked him clean, then sat back on her haunches and smiled up at him.

”So do I get the job?”

”Oh my god, yes!”

She got up,wincing and rubbing her sore knees. “I wish you had carpet!”

He laughed. “I’m sorry. I have a solution for that.”

Chapter Three

Ben was thrilled at the news. He gave her a big kiss and Daisy almost laughed in his face, thinking he was tasting Mr. Palmer’s seed on her lips. Of course, she left out that part of the interview when she described how Mr. Palmer liked her qualifications and she loved the salary.

”Twenty an hour! I mean, I can afford to live on that!” She gushed. ”And I can start paying on my student loans!” She caught herself. “Oh, and my storage unit.” She gave Ben a knowing glance.

”That’s great! We can get all caught up!” He tipped his head. “When do you start?”

“Monday.”

Ben nodded. “So, um, when will you get your first paycheck?”

”Not for two weeks, so you’ll have to put up with me a while longer,” she said.

He nodded. “That’s cool. Really.” He unzipped his pants. “Maybe we could celebrate.”

Daisy stared at his semi-hard cock, mentally comparing it to her new boss’s. Two BJs in one day? She sighed and got down on her knees.

***

Monday morning, eight fifteen, Daisy got off the bus and tried to quell her nervousness. Would Mr. Palmer want a blow job right away? Would he demand more, threaten her job if she didn’t comply? This was unchartered territory and she was completely on her own. She couldn’t share any of this with Ben!

She went to the door of the office and found it unlocked. Mr. Palmer had told her he worked long hours so he must be inside already. Daisy checked her watch: She was ten minutes early. Good. Show him what a diligent employee she was!

She went inside and hung up her coat. She knocked on the interior door and heard, “Come!” She went in.

”You don’t need to knock, Daisy, just come on in.”

”Okay, Mr. Palmer. I just wanted to let you know I’m here, ready to work!”

”Great! First, some paperwork.”

They went over her tax info, set up her direct deposit. She was warned that her first check would be a paper one until they got everything worked out at the bank. He took her out to her desk and got her signed in and showed her the email system.

”Part of your job is to make sense of my chicken scratches and compose an email that I can send to a client,” he told her. “You’ll write it up and send it to me and I’ll edit it and send it on. I realize this will take a while, so just try to learn my style as quickly as possible.”

”Of course, Mr. Palmer. I’m a quick learner.”

”Good.”

He got a call then and left her to catch up. While he was gone, she checked out the filing system and made a quick visit to the restroom. It was clean, she was pleased to see.

The coffee pot was empty so she made some, hoping that would please him. When he came out later, he smiled and thanked her. He took a cup and added some cream from a mini-fridge and Daisy made a note of how he liked his coffee.

He showed her the phone system. It wasn’t complicated — just two lines, plus an intercom to his desk from hers. By the time he was done, she felt she had a good grasp of the job.

Except for one part. She stayed on pins and needles all day, worried that he might ask for some “stress relief.” Now that she had the job, she wasn’t sure how well she’d be able to handle this odd demand of his.

You got yourself into this, you can deal with it, she told herself.

Fortunately, five o’clock arrived with no sexual favors required. She told Mr. Palmer she was leaving and looked up and said, “Wait! I forgot to give you a key.”

He rummaged through his desk and handed her a key to the front door. “Sometimes, I have breakfast meetings with clients. If you ever get here and I’m not here yet, just let yourself in and putter about until I arrive.”

”Thanks, Mr. Palmer.”

He waved and said, “See you tomorrow!”

She left him there at his desk, working on some filing for the court.

At home, when Ben asked how her first day went, Daisy smiled, feeling relief wash over her. “It was great! He was very nice. I think I’m going to like this job.”

She had no idea.

Chapter Four

Tuesday proved to be BJ Day. She was called in around nine-thirty, just after Mr. Palmer had had some kind of argument with a client. She couldn’t hear the words, but she could tell he was trying hard to convey a legal argument that the client didn’t want to hear.

When he finally hung up, she heard the intercom buzz. Oh shit, she thought. Her stomach was suddenly in knots.

”Yes?”

”Daisy, please come in.”

She picked up her steno pad, although she had a feeling she wouldn’t need it. She entered the office and he was seated behind his desk, his chair turned to the side. He saw the pad and shook his head. “You won’t need that.” He waved her around toward him.

She put it on his desk and walked around to find there was a pad laid down on the floor between his knees. He saw her staring and said, “It’s one of those gardening pads. Mary had one too, but I thought you’d want a new one.”

Daisy nodded, her mouth half open. “Uhhh, thanks.”

She stood there, unsure of what to do. Should she just jump right in or wait for directions?

”Please, that client gave me a lot of stress.”

She nodded and eased herself down until her knees were firmly on the pad. It was quite comfortable, she noted. She tried to tell herself he was a thoughtful boss but the words rang hollow.

“Well, come on, Daisy,” he said softly.

She nodded and reached out to unbuckle his pants and ease his zipper down, His cock was already half hard. She fished it free of his boxers and tried to tell herself this was normal. But it didn’t feel normal.

”I know you have doubts. I know it was one thing to do it because you really needed the job, but quite another once you have the job. I have to tell you, the other two candidates were very disappointed I had filled the job already. One of them asked to keep her resume on file ‘in case you didn’t work out.’ I told her I really hoped you would, but that I would keep her in mind. I’ll bet she would be willing to go the extra mile for me, hmm?”

Daisy bent down and took his cock into her mouth. Once she touched it, her mind went blank and she could pretend, once again, that it was Ben’s cock she was sucking. Except she knew it wasn’t. Mr. Palmer was bigger and thicker, yes, but it was more than that. She was cheating. She was a bad girlfriend.

So why was my pussy so wet?

She suckled on his cock, remembering what he liked and listening for clues. This was something she was good at. She had started in high school, giving blow jobs rather than let her boyfriends fuck her and risk pregnancy. In college, it was an easy way to please a boy without getting too entangled emotionally. A blow job wasn’t really sex, she had always told herself.

But this was different. This was turning her on and she wasn’t sure why. Perhaps because she was being forced by a strong and demanding man. It seemed to trigger something inside her, an acquiescence, a submissiveness.

Either way, her panties were soon soaked.

She bobbed up and down, using her tongue. It took several minutes for him to ejaculate and she feared she might be doing it wrong. Finally, she was rewarded with a groan and a squirt of semen into her mouth. She swallowed it easily. He was like Ben in that way.

She sat back on her haunches, tasting him on her tongue. It wasn’t unpleasant. In fact, she had a sudden urge to rub her clit, which she ignored, of course.

”That was really good, Daisy. Thank you,” he said as he zipped himself up and fastened his belt. “I feel better already!”

She nodded and used the desk to push herself to her feet. She felt a little dizzy. “Uh, if there’ll be nothing else?”

”No, I’m good.”

She grabbed her steno pad and fled. She dropped it on her desk and hurried into the bathroom. She washed out her mouth and made a mental note to bring some mouthwash next time. She stared at her reflection in the mirror.

What have I gotten myself into?

She went into the stall and sat on the toilet. She pulled down her panties and made a face at the mess. She would have to bring extra panties to work every day. Just in case. She shook her head and cleaned herself up as best she could. Her damp panties were cold against her skin.

”Yuck,” she murmured.

She went back to work.

***

On Wednesday, as she arrived at work, Daisy told herself it was an easy job, and it was. Except for the stress relief, of course. Daisy wasn’t sure she could get used to it. She was on pins and needles waiting for Mr. Palmer to call her in. When he did, it was just to go over an email. Fortunately, she was not asked to perform her extra duties that day and left with a happy heart at five.

Ben, on the other hand…

No sooner had she walked in than Ben turned away from his computer and said, “Oh, thank god you’re home! I’ve had a very stressful day!” He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. “Do me a favor, will ya?”

Daisy stared at him, several thoughts going through her head at once. She went over the possible responses:

— Just beat off, I’m tired

— I’ve already given my boss a blow job this week, so fuck off

— Why don’t you ever want to make love to me any more?

All of those answers would cause an argument, especially the second one, so she got down on her knees and took Ben’s cock into her mouth. It pleased her in a way to note that his cock was definitely smaller than Mr. Palmer’s.

She also noted that she didn’t get as wet as she had with her boss.

***

Thursday, Daisy knew this would be a BJ day. Just in case, she had brought extra panties. She tried to tell herself she’d done it already — twice! — so it was no big deal. But it felt like a big deal.

She let Mr. Palmer know she was there, then tended to her duties, but her mind wasn’t on her work. She waited, on edge. The guilt really seemed to be getting to her today! It was hard to keep this part of her life from Ben. He didn’t deserve to have such a bad girlfriend.

Noon came and he hadn’t asked her for relief. She was frustrated and a little disappointed! Her pussy seemed the most upset — it had been leaking all morning in anticipation. She knew she should be glad he didn’t want extra services, so why did she feel turned on all the time?

Daisy debated changing her panties during her lunch hour. She had the office to herself because her boss had a lunch appointment. Instead, she ate a yougurt from the shop next door and waited for Mr. Palmer to return, feeling her panties grow damp.

When he returned at one-thirty, she almost squealed with relief when he called her into his office. She wondered what that was about! By all rights she should be offended that she was being taken advantage of like this. She should be crafting her letter to the Bar Association! Instead, her pussy was starting to throb.

“I had a very contentious meeting,” he told her, plopping down in his chair and turning it to the side, a signal that Daisy had come to recognize. She came around the desk as he pulled the pad from his bottom desk drawer.

“That must’ve been tough, Mr. Palmer! How can I help?” She said it lightly, just playful banter, but she needed it to disguise her nervousness.

He moved his legs apart. “I’m sure you’ll think of something!”

She got down on her knees and freed his cock. “Ohh, looks like someone is happy to see me!”

Daisy couldn’t quite understand why it seemed easier this time. A barrier had been broken — or maybe she was getting used to it. She didn’t feel as guilty as she took him into her mouth. In fact, she felt a little sorry for him, doing such a high-stress job.

This wasn’t so hard, was it? Giving the man who pays my salary a little relief?

She bobbed up and down, using plenty of saliva to lubricate and her tongue to stimulate him. It became a little mantra: Lubricate & stimulate, lubricate & stimulate! Her pussy got into it and throbbed in response. Time seemed to slow down.

Suddenly, he gasped and came, catching her off guard. Whatever she had been doing, it had worked! She realized she had gone into a bit of a trance. Daisy swallowed and swallowed and used the moment to press her fingers against the front of her skirt, causing stars to sparkle in her eyes. She hadn’t quite cum, but she had been close!

“Ohh, thank you, Daisy,” he said, “I feel so much better now!”

“You’re welcome, Mr. Palmer.” She had to stay on her knees for a moment until her head cleared. “Would you like anything else? Maybe some coffee?”

“No, I’m good, thanks.”

Daisy took that as a sign to leave, so she pushed herself up with the edge of the desk and left, her knees a little wobbly. She grabbed her purse and mouthwash and hurried into the bathroom. She rinsed out her mouth before going into the stall. She yanked her sopping panties down and made a face at the mess.

Yuck! I never get this wet! What is wrong with me?

She cleaned herself up and put on dry panties she had kept in a zip-lock bag. The wet panties went in and she sealed them up. Once she returned to her desk, she felt a little more herself again.

***

Friday was another uneventful day and Daisy began to think she might just survive this job. All things considered, a couple BJs a week was better than looking for a job and having Ben complain about the expenses. The idea that she would quit in a huff and have to listen to her boyfriend’s reaction was far worse than anything Mr. Palmer did!

Saturday night, Ben finally made love to her. She only had to drop a few hints and he was ready. He didn’t spend a lot of time on foreplay. It would have been nice if he had gone down on her!

When he finally slipped himself inside, Daisy had a sudden image in her of Mr. Palmer’s cock inside her and it gave her a sudden thrill, which was followed immediately by guilt. She felt ashamed. Ben was a nice guy, he had saved her, so why was she thinking about her demanding boss?

The image and the guilt prevented her from achieving an orgasm, so when she felt Ben squirt, she groaned and faked it. She hugged him close. She did love him. Or was she just grateful to him?

Chapter Five

Monday, at work, Daisy felt she was finally fitting in around the office. She made coffee, began working on figuring out his filing system. Heck, she even cleaned the bathroom!

Shortly before noon, Mr. Palmer announced he had a client lunch and would be back late, perhaps not until two. He gave her some of his notes and asked her to do the best she could with them.

“Remember, this is an email to the client. They have to be organized, formal and without any bias shown. Just send me what you come up with and I’ll go over with them later.”

She nodded and got right to work. It was hard, trying to figure out what message he was trying to convey. She knew her lack of legal training hurt her and she tried to compose the email in a way that met Mr. Palmer’s expectations.

It wasn’t easy. She didn’t know the legal terms. She wondered if the previous secretary had so much trouble. What was her name? Oh yes, Mary. No, Mary had been perfect, she told herself. She needed to be more like Mary.

Mr. Palmer returned shortly before two and Daisy expected him to call her in for some relief, but he seemed distracted. Her pussy throbbed. Was that disappointment?

Five o’clock came and she felt a bit odd. Part of her was relieved he didn’t want a BJ, but another part of her…

Daisy shook her head. What? Was she starting to get excited about that part of the job or was she dreading it, because she knew she had no choice.

***

Tuesday, it was warmer, so she wore a blazer over her blouse and no overcoat. When she arrived for work, she had brought another spare pair of panties in a plastic bag and a small bottle of mouthwash. She put the mouthwash in her desk drawer and waited. She knew it was coming.

Sure enough, about ten, Mr. Palmer called her in and she didn’t bother to bring her steno pad this time. He was turned sideways in his chair and she knew what he wanted. Without a word, she came around and got down on her knees on the pad and fished his cock out of his pants.

”You are becoming invaluable, Daisy, you know that?”

She gave him a thin smile and bent toward his cock.

”Wait,” he said suddenly. She froze.

”It will go quicker if you would unbutton your blouse.”

“That, uh, wasn’t part of our agreement.”

He smiled indulgently. “It will make things go quicker.”

Daisy paused. “Did, um, Mary do that for you?”

He nodded. “Yes, she did. It really helped too.”

She hesitated and weighed her options. To refuse might irritate him. But to obey….

Her pussy throbbed and told her to shut up and do it.

Her hands went to her blouse and started to unbutton it. She was glad she had her blazer on, it helped hide her.

“Lose the blazer,” he said.

She looked up at him. “Mr. Palmer, uhhh…”

He looked down at her. “Please.”

She shrugged off her blazer and put it on the desk. She unbuttoned her blouse and let her bra show. He immediately reached out and touched her chest. She pulled back.

”Mr. Palmer, I have a boyfriend!”

”So don’t tell him.”

She nodded. She tried to ignore the throbbing in her pussy as his hands roamed over her bra and upper chest, inflaming her. She took his cock into her mouth and began to pleasure him. It was becoming easier, she noted. She didn’t feel as much guilt — it was almost becoming routine.

Almost.

Her pussy woke up and began to leak as she bobbed up and down on his cock.

”Oh yes, Daisy, that’s so good!” he moaned.

She knew what he liked by now. Or maybe it was because his hands were on her. She went back into her mantra: Lubricate & stimulate… In a few minutes, she was rewarded with her creamy treat and she swallowed. Her pussy cried out for a quick rub and she ignored it this time.

”See? Wasn’t that better?”

Daisy nodded, feeling dizzy. Her panties were soaked. She pulled back and watched as her boss tucked his cock away. She began to button up her blouse.

”Tell me,” he said, “do you have any of those bras that fasten in front?”

She stared at him. She knew why he asked that question. “Uhh… Maybe. But that seems to be going too far, doesn’t it?”

”No, it just helps get me off quicker. I’m sure you can understand.”

”I don’t mind.”

”Please. On Thursday, wear one of those bras, if you have one.”

Daisy thought of Mary and wondered just how far things went with her.

”I don’t suppose I’m in a position to refuse, am I?”

”You can always quit.”

”No, I don’t want to do that.” She got up and slipped her blazer on. She hurried out, stopping at her desk to grab her purse and the mouthwash.

In the bathroom, she rinsed her mouth out and swished some mouthwash and spit in the sink. She stepped into a stall and yanked her panties down. They were stopping wet. What was going on with that? She never got this way with Ben!

She yanked them off and sat down, using tissues to clean herself up. Her fingers touched her clit and she gasped aloud. Without thinking, she began to rub and saw stars. With a gasp, she came, hard and felt her orgasm ripple up from her pussy up into her chest and then to her face.

Fuck! That was a very powerful climax!

After she calmed down, Daisy swapped out her damp panties with the dry ones and eased them up over her hips. She made a face.

You’re disgusting, she told herself.

She left the bathroom and returned to her desk. What the hell had she gotten herself into?

Chapter Six

Wednesday, Mr. Palmer called her into the office. She was expecting another demand for a BJ, but he seemed irritated.

“This email, it’s no good!” He pointed to the screen at the email for a client she had tried to compose yesterday.

Her heart sank. “Uh, I did the best I could! I’m not familiar with all the legal terms.”

He nodded. “I understand. I don’t expect you to be a lawyer, but I gave you notes! It was like you didn’t read them!”

Daisy felt tears come to her eyes. “I tried! I’m learning, Mr. Palmer!”

He softened at once. “I know — it’s only your second week! I’m just under constant deadline pressure and I don’t want to have to do everything myself.”

“Please teach me! I can pick it up, I swear!”

“Very well.” He spent the next several minutes explaining what he had wanted and how she should fix it. She felt she had a better understanding when he was done.

“I’ll take this back and do it again. I think you’ll like it better!”

“Good. Now, please, lean over the desk.”

Daisy froze. “What?”

“Please. Lean over.” He gently pushed her into position.

“What are you doing?”

He lifted her skirt in back and tucked it into her belt, exposing her panties.

“Mr. Palmer!”

“Hush. I think you’ll find this will help you focus your mind.”

He gave her a swat and she jumped up. “You can’t do this!”

He pushed her back down and gave her another swat. It didn’t hurt, but it was rude and invasive.

Before she could renew her protest, he said, “I’ve been thinking of offering you a raise.”

Daisy froze. A raise? Already? She knew what that meant. He gave her another swat, harder this time.

“So you can beat me? Is that it?”

“Do you feel this qualifies as a beating? No, this is just to encourage you to learn quickly. I don’t want to have to spend weeks training you.”

Another swat. She jumped.

“I don’t know if I want to be spanked like I was a child!”

“Would an extra two dollars an hour help?”

Daisy did the math — that was an extra eighty dollars a week! He spanked her again and she wrestled with herself. On the one hand, this was highly improper and she should not tolerate it!

On the other hand she could really use the money. She tried not to think about what this was doing to her pussy. It fairly vibrated!

He gave her two more swats in quick succession then helped her up. He untucked her skirt and let it fall back into place.

“I’m going to have to think about this,” she told him.

He nodded. “You do that. Let me know by tomorrow.”

On the way home on the bus, Daisy wondered how to handle this new invasion. She wished she could talk to Ben about it, but she knew that would open a can of worms! She really didn’t know how he’d react — he might prefer the money she’s earning to the indignities she’s suffering!

She could almost picture his take on it: “Well, honey, it’s just a blowjob and a spanking once in a while. Would you rather start all over looking for a new job?”

She had to admit, looking for another job at this stage would be awful. Before the bus reached her stop, she had already made her decision. Her pussy ached in response.

***

Thursday, she was back at her desk. Mr. Palmer called her in not ten minutes after she arrived.

“I see you’re here, so I take it you want to stay?”

Daisy nodded. “But I don’t like the familiarity you’re taking with me! I can’t imagine anyone else putting up with it! I’m only doing it because I really need this job!”

“Mary seemed to enjoy it.”

She shrugged. “I’m not Mary.”

Mr. Palmer nodded. He turned his chair sideways and she knew what that meant. He pulled the pad out from his bottom desk drawer and laid it down on the floor. Daisy hesitated just for a moment before coming around and kneeling between his legs.

Her pussy woke up and began vibrating and leaking. She did her best to ignore it. She unbuckled his pants and started to reach in to retrieve his cock when he stopped her and asked, “Did you wear that bra I asked you to?”

Daisy felt a blush rise up into her face. She nodded.

”Good, let’s see it.”

She unbuttoned her blouse, her hands shaking. Mr. Palmer’s hands were on her at once and she shivered. “Please,” she begged.

He ignored her. His fingers found the clasp and unfastened it. Her breasts spilled out into his hands. He fondled her, making her groan despite her embarrassment and shame.

She felt like a whore. What would Ben think of her now?

He let go and leaned back. She took the opportunity to find his cock and begin suckling on it, hoping to distract him from her aching breasts. Her pussy felt neglected and she knew she’d be in the bathroom rubbing herself to a quick climax as soon as she was done here.

He moaned and said, “Oh, yes, Daisy, that’s it. You’re so good at this!”

She moved up and down on his shaft, using her tongue to pleasure him. She wanted him to be done so she could take care of herself. Daisy had a sudden image of Mr. Palmer reaching down under her skirt and rubbing her with his fingers. She almost came, right then and there!

”Oh!” She moaned around his cock.

He leaned forward slightly, just enough so his fingers could reach her breasts. She did not try to stop him. She told herself it was because she was concentrating on getting him off, but she knew it was because she liked it.

Being forced. Losing control. It did something to her that she couldn’t explain.

”Oh yes,” he said, “I’m coming!”

She pulled back a bit and let his seed erupt on her tongue. She swallowed, enjoying the taste of him. It was hard not to touch herself right there in front of him!

Daisy sat back on her haunches and watched as Mr. Palmer tucked his penis away. She felt dizzy. She quickly refastened her bra and buttoned her blouse.

“May I be excused?”

”May I be excused, sir,” he corrected her.

She blushed. “May I be excused, sir?”

”Yes, you may.”

She used the desk to push herself up and hurried out. She stopped at her desk for the mouthwash and her purse. Like before, she rinsed her mouth out and went into the stall to sit on the toilet to clean up her sopping wet pussy. Her fingers touched the hot core of her and she gasped aloud. A few quick rubs and she had a powerful orgasm. She squeezed her legs together and rode it until it faded away.

”Oh, Mr. Palmer, what you do to me!”

Chapter Seven

Friday was pay day. Daisy was very excited. Finally, she would be on her way to being independent again! She knew she had to pay Ben back for many of her expenses, but this paycheck would be a good start.

She had done the math and knew, for eighty hours of work, she would net sixteen hundred, but after taxes, it would probably be more like fourteen-thirty.

So she was shocked when Mr. Palmer handed her a check and she opened it to find he had paid her seventeen-sixty gross, earning her about fifteen hundred net!

She looked up at him, her mouth hanging open. “You, uh, paid me the twenty-two an hour already?” She hadn’t expected it until the next pay period.

”Yes, I wanted you to know I appreciate your efforts so far. You’ve earned it.”

Daisy had a sudden desire to give him another BJ, just to thank him, but she resisted the urge. Still, if he had asked…

Suddenly, the idea of her bent over the desk for a light spanking over her panties didn’t seem like such a terrible ordeal. And she had actually started to like the blow jobs — it always made her wet and horny.

”Thank you, Mr. Palmer.”

He tipped his head. “You can call me sir.”

”Yes, sir.”

”Now, get back to work. We have another busy day!”

Daisy hurried back to her desk, her heart light and full of gratitude.

She went out at lunch to deposit her check and stared at the numbers on her receipt, just to make sure it was real. Later that afternoon, when Mr. Palmer’s called her in, she was sure he wanted an extra BJ and she was all set to give him one. She was let down when he wanted to go over some email he wanted to send to a client.

Daisy returned to her desk disappointed, her pussy aching.

She rode home on the bus and wasn’t sure how to tell Ben about the sudden raise. It would be better not to mention it, she decided. They kept their bank accounts separate, so he would have no way of knowing unless she told him. He might wonder why she got a sudden raise, back-dated to when she started!

He would be right to be suspicious.

Oddly, she didn’t feel a lot of guilt sucking off Mr. Palmer and letting him fondle her breasts or spank her. It was none of Ben’s business. She was a grown woman and she didn’t have to explain herself. Instead, she simply told him she got paid and asked how much he wanted to be reimbursed for all her expenses.

”Oh, you don’t have to pay me for everything,” he said, although she could tell he wouldn’t mind if she did. “I mean, I already paid the rent.”

“At least let me pay my storage unit expenses.”

He nodded. “That would be great!”

She Venmo’d him some cash and he was very happy. That night, he made love to her and Daisy realized she could have rejected him now that she had her own money, but didn’t have the heart. As he rutted on top of her, her mind again flashed to Mr. Palmer and his thick cock. She pretended it was him fucking her, not Ben, and she had a very nice orgasm.

Chapter Eight

Monday, Daisy went into work with a song in her heart and wondered if Mr. Palmer might need some relief today. When he called her in shortly before eleven, she hurried to obey.

Instead, she found his disappointed face. She knew what it was about — she had sent over that email she had composed for him just a half-hour ago.

”Daisy, you’re getting closer,” he told her, “but you’re not quite there yet.”

She nodded and waited. Her body trembled.

He called her over to his computer and showed her where she had gone wrong. She took it all in and promised to do better. “I’m learning some of these legal terms now. I know I can do better.”

”I know you can too. So I’m not too mad.”

Daisy breathed a sigh of relief.

”Now, please lean over the desk.”

She froze. “But… but you said…”

”I know, but this helps you remember faster, doesn’t it.” He was already pushing her into position. She obeyed willingly, her stomach fluttering.

”Please, not too hard, uh, sir.”

”Did I hurt you last time?”

”Uh, no, not really.”

”Good.” He tucked the hem of her skirt up over her belt, exposing her panties. She settled in on her elbows and waited for the spanking. This was so weird! Her pussy didn’t seem to mind — it was already starting to leak.

He spanked her and she jumped, He was hitting her a little harder today!

Mr. Palmer gave her three more swats, which she endured stoically. She thought he might be done until she felt him tug her panties down!

”Mr. Palmer! Sir!” She tried to stand up, but he pushed her down again.

”Hush.”

Her bare bottom was exposed and she was mortified. “Please, sir!”

He spanked her and she jumped with every blow. She could really feel it now that she had no clothing to protect her. Her pussy woke up and began to throb. She knew another trip to the restroom would soon follow! He gave her six swats in quick succession until Daisy thought she might cry.

When he was done, he rubbed her sore bottom and she allowed it because it felt good — and she was intimidated by him.

Suddenly, she felt one of his fingers slip down between the crack of her ass and touched her wetness. She tried to get up, only to be held down with his free hand. The finger found her clit and she moaned.

”Please, Mr. Palmer! No! I can’t!”

He ignored her and rubbed her anyway. It didn’t take much. She had been horny already and this sent her over the edge. With a groan, she came, hard, on his hand and her body shook. Her knees went weak and she thought she might fall to the floor. He used his hand on her back to keep her in position. At last, she felt him pull back.

It took her a few minutes to recover. She reached back and pulled up her panties and let her skirt fall into place. She stood up and faced him.

“Mr. Palmer, we can’t be doing that! I have a boyfriend!”

”It seemed as if you needed it. Wasn’t that better than sneaking off to the bathroom?”

She blushed. How did he know about that?

”I hope you don’t have cameras in there!”

”No, but I always hear you flush the toilet. I know why you need to go in there after you’ve been with me.”

Daisy shook her head. “Maybe I just have to pee!”

He laughed. “Every time? Nah, you can’t fool me.”

She didn’t have a response to that. Instead, she just left his office. She didn’t want to prove him right by going into the bathroom, but she had to clean herself up. She grabbed her purse and hurried in. This time, when she had dried herself off and replaced her panties, she didn’t flush.

That will show him!

***

Tuesday proved to be BJ Day. Daisy was called in at ten to give her boss some relief. Her body trembled, thinking about what he might do to her. She remembered, too late, that she hadn’t worn the bra that fastened in front and wondered if that would be a problem.

Sure enough, it did. When he made her unbutton her blouse, he frowned when he saw she had on a regular bra.

”What happened to the other one?”

”It needed to be washed. I only have the one.”

He nodded. “Well, unfasten it, please.”

Daisy thought about objecting, as he was being demanding, as usual. Instead she reached behind her and unhooked it and let it hang loose over her breasts. Mr. Palmer’s hands went to her breasts while she set about unbuckling his pants.

When she had freed his cock, he leaned back and let her take care of her duties. She found it wasn’t nearly as embarrassing as before to give him his regular blow job. Her pussy certainly didn’t mind! She had given Ben a BJ over the weekend and she really enjoyed her boss’s larger, thicker cock. It made her feel good to have it in her mouth. Like she was really accomplishing something.

She really wanted to touch herself while she was bobbing up and down on his shaft, but she pushed the thought away. She didn’t want Mr. Palmer to think of her as some kind of slut!

She almost laughed at herself. Here she was, sucking off her boss and leaking into her panties and she was worried she might look slutty?

His hands returned to her breasts and she nearly came, right in front of him. She wasn’t sure if that would embarrass her any longer — he had already seen her climax on his fingers!

He groaned and she tasted his cum on her tongue. She swallowed and leaned back, pulling away from his fingers that were arousing her. As she was about to pull herself to her feet, Mr. Palmer suddenly slipped off his chair in front of her and reached under her skirt to touch her panties!

”Mr. Palmer!” She said, pulling back. She was embarrassed that her panties were so wet. She wanted to change them before he knew how turned on she was.

But he didn’t let her move. His free hand held her down by her shoulder while the other one found her clit and began to rub. She tried to protest, to make him stop, but the words caught in her throat. The onrushing orgasm could not be stopped.

With a groan, she came, and saw stars. She leaned into him, her body weak. He pulled away and she gasped for air.

”Please,” she said, “please.”

”You’re okay, you’re okay,” he said reassuringly. “That one just took you by surprise.”

Daisy nodded weakly and tried to get up. Mr. Palmer helped her. She felt dirty and disgusting. “I have to go,” she murmured.

“Wait,” he commanded and she froze.

Mr. Palmer pulled out his wallet and handed her three twenties. “Here, go buy more bras that fasten in front.”

She nodded, her voice caught in her throat. Daisy fled his office, her knees barely supporting her.

Grabbing her purse and her mouthwash, she went into the bathroom and sat on the toilet. She cleaned herself up — there was a lot of girl juice down there! Swapping out her panties, she began to feel a little better. She flushed — there was no hiding what she was doing! — and stepped out to see herself in the mirror. The image was of a wild harlot, lipstick smeared, hair mussed, eyes glazed with lust. She forced herself to look down at the sink and cleaned herself up.

She came out ten minutes later, feeling both ashamed and a little frightened at how easily her boss had broken down her defenses. Telling him “I have a boyfriend” seemed to do nothing to stop him.

Daisy was under no illusions about what might happen next. The question was, could she handle it? Or should she quit before she lost herself completely?

Chapter Nine

It was hard, keeping her secret from Ben. Every time he touched her, she felt her boss’s hands caressing her. Every time she sucked his cock, she couldn't help but compare it to Mr. Palmer’s.

After two more weeks of mind-blowing sex at the hands of her boss, she was starting to lose track of whose girlfriend she really was. Sex with Ben was nice, but sometimes it felt more like an obligation — one that she was paying back with every paycheck.

During the last Wednesday before payday, Mr. Palmer spanked her even though he had told her the last email she had composed for him was nearly perfect. She had been shocked when he pushed her down over the desk.

“But sir! You said I did well!”

“Yes, you did! But I want to spank the cute little bottom anyway and rub that very wet pussy until you squeal!”

Daisy’s knees went weak. Her pussy fairly gushed.

He pulled her panties down right away — no more being coy. He gave her four hard swats and she gasped. Four more followed and tears came to her eyes.

He stopped and began to rub her sore bottom.

“Tell me what you want,” he said, catching her by surprise.

“Uh… Please, Mr. Palmer!”

He gave her four more hard swats. She began to cry. “Tell me what you want!”

Her pussy was on fire. She could feel her juices leaking out. “I… I want you to … touch me!”

“Where? Touch you where?”

“On my pussy!” She gasped. She couldn’t help herself — she began to move her hips toward him, encouraging him.

His fingers touched her hot clit and her orgasm exploded inside her. “OH!” She cried out. She could feel it all the way up to the top of her head. Her knees went weak. Her boss caught her before she dropped to the floor. He eased her down, patting her on the back, telling her what a good secretary she had become. She felt a mixture of shame and pride.

As he helped her to her feet, he said, “Next week, don't bother wearing panties.”

Daisy thought she might come again, just from his words.

***

Thursday, she wore panties, but she also wore on of her new bras that fastened in front. She didn’t know why he liked them so much — must be a fetish, she mused. It gave her a thrill to think of her boss that way.

He called her in for a BJ around eleven. She went in, her nerves fluttering. She wasn’t nervous about giving him a blow job, not now, but she was excited to feel his hands on her again.

She unbuttoned her blouse before she got down on her knees and he reached in and unfastened her bra, letting her breasts fall free. She moaned as he fondled them, pinching the nipples and making her crazy with lust.

Daisy pushed aside her own pleasure and unbuckled her boss’s pants and freed his cock. She really liked his hard member by now. Taking it into her mouth, she could feel it all the way down to her pussy, which throbbed in anticipation.

She began to bob up and down, licking his shaft, driving him crazy. She rarely thought about Ben during these times now. It was all about Mr. Palmer’s cock and how to make him spurt. Lubricate & stimulate…

She moved faster now, letting her tongue tease his cock. He groaned and she smiled to herself. His secret had been unlocked.

“I’m coming!” He bellowed and she swallowed his seed easily. The taste made her almost come herself.

He slipped off the chair and Daisy knew what that meant. She spread her legs and his hand went to her pussy. This time, he didn’t rub her from the outside of her panties — his hand went right inside and rubbed her wet center of her.

”Oh! Sir” she gasped before the orgasm hit her. She clung to him, shaking, until the feeling passed. His hand, she noted, remained pressed tightly against her wetness.

He began to rub her again, slowly. Oh god, she thought, I could come again!

”I can’t,” she moaned. “It’s too much.”

He used his hand to press upward and said, “Here, get up.” She had no choice but to obey.

He leaned her over the desk and she was confused. “I just had a spanking!”

”No, not that,” he said. He tugged her panties down to her thighs. “Wait here.”

She was confused. Still, she obeyed him and watched as he went around to his desk and opened a drawer. He pulled something out that she couldn’t see — he held it against his thigh.

He came around and began rubbing her bottom, then moved his hand down to her pussy and began to tease her clit. Daisy cooed and spread her legs. She could definitely come again!

Suddenly, she felt something invade her, just the tip.. She looked sharply to her left but Mr. Palmer was standing to her side. So what was that?

”Mr. Palmer!” She could feel it now pressing a little more deeply, and she guessed it was a dildo of some sort. “This is too much!” She tried to get up.

He leaned down and whispered, “I’ve been thinking of giving you another raise.”

Daisy gasped and stopped struggling. Her mind was in turmoil. This wasn’t what she agreed to when she took this job! But another raise?! She knew she was being paid off and she didn’t know how to react to it.

The dildo pressed further into her, inflaming her despite her doubts. She wanted to ask how much, but she couldn’t form the words. She knew it didn’t matter how much — she would do just about anything for those mind-bending orgasms.

”Please,” she gasped as the toy went deeper inside her. “Oh my god!”

She came again, jerking on the desk, feeling her pussy spasm around the object. “It’s not right,” she moaned.

He pulled the dildo from her and presented it to her face. “Here, lick.”

She did, noting it was a realistic flesh-colored cock, about the size and shape of her boss’s. She tasted herself on it and it was both arousing and degrading.

”That’s yours from now on. When I use it, you will clean it with your mouth, then, when I’m all done with you, you will take it into the bathroom and lovingly wash it. Wrap it in a paper towel and bring it back to me.”

She shivered, thinking about how it would make her feel. Like a whore. That’s what he was doing to her — making her into his perfect little whore.

”How much?” She asked.

Mr. Palmer chuckled. “Twenty-four an hour, starting Monday.”

She did the math. That would be nineteen-twenty gross, or about sixteen-thirty net. She stood up, the dildo at the edge of her mouth.

”Okay,” she said in a small voice.

She took her new toy to the bathroom and washed it. When she brought it back to her boss, he said, “Remember, no panties on Monday.”

Tomorrow was Friday. That would be the last time she would wear panties to her office, she told herself.

Chapter Ten

Her paycheck was direct-deposited on Friday and she checked to see if he had backdated this next raise, but he hadn’t. Still, twenty-two an hour was good money.

Daisy didn’t know what to expect now. Would Mr. Palmer demand more? Could she really refuse him now? It made her body shiver and her pussy throb.

At ten, he called her in and she expected to give him another BJ, so just before she rose from her desk, she reached under her skirt and slipped off her panties. She tossed them into a desk drawer, then stood, feeling the cool breeze on her naked sex.

She went in, relishing the moment when he discovered she had no panties on, feeling very naughty. But Mr. Palmer didn’t try anything! He just wanted her to compose another damn email!

She left his office frustrated — and angry with herself. She grabbed her panties from the drawer and hurried into the restroom.

She didn’t bother going into the stall, she just stood in front of the mirror and yanked her panties into position. Daisy saw herself in the reflection and wondered why she was acting this way. By all rights, she should be glad that her boss didn’t sexually harass her!

What she was feeling made no sense.

She shook her head and went back to work.

***

During the weekend, she tried to get her head and her heart back into loving Ben, but she felt a disconnect. She wasn’t sure if it was his demand for sex on his terms, or maybe his regular hints that she make things right financially, but the feelings she had for him were ebbing.

And it didn’t help that she thought of Mr. Palmer when he made love to her!

On Sunday, when Ben proposed they go out and enjoy this early spring day, Daisy agreed, but inside it felt more like an obligation than a fun day out. She liked Ben — she may still even love him — but she couldn’t get her mind off of her boss.

***

Monday, she showed up bright and early, eager to be a good secretary, her pussy fairly humming with anticipation. Of course, she wore her panties for the bus ride — didn’t want to accidentally flash someone! — but she removed them as soon as she entered the office and put them in her purse.

It felt free — and naughty — to be bare down there. She didn’t shave, so the sparse hair helped protect her. It gave her a little shiver when she wondered if Mr. Palmer would have a comment about her grooming habits.

Daisy got called in shortly after nine and went in, her stomach fluttering and her pussy leaking. She could smell her own arousal.

”Good morning,” he said.

“Good morning, sir.”

”Please, come closer.”

She went around the desk and stood in front of his chair. As expected, he reached under her skirt and felt her bare pussy. He smiled.

”I’m pleased.” He tipped his head. “But this hair will have to go.”

I knew it! She thought.

”Um, how will I explain that to my boyfriend?”

Mr. Palmer smiled. “Tell him you’ve been thinking about doing it and ask him his opinion. I’m sure he’ll say something like, ‘It’s up to you.’ Right?”

She nodded. “Probably.”

”Then tell him you’d like it if he did it for you. Tell him you can’t do it as well.”

Her mouth dropped open. “But Mr. Palmer! That would be… mean!”

He laughed. “Yes. All the while he’s shaving you, you’ll know you’re doing it for me.”

She nearly came right then! Her pussy throbbed and she felt dizzy.

“Now, come here and give me some sugar,” he said. He pulled out the pad from his desk drawer.

She came around eagerly, and it surprised her. Her fingers flew to the  buttons of her blouse as she got down on her knees. She pulled the sides of her blouse apart, giving him easy access to her bra, which, of course, fastened in front.

”No,” he said, startling her. “Take it off. Take it all off.”

Daisy frowned. “Uh, sir?”

He waved his hand at her. “Take off all your clothes. It will help me come faster.”

She hesitated. This was about two steps too far! “Mr. Palmer! I can’t do that! I’d prefer to remain, um, professional.”

He laughed out loud. “Come on, Daisy, we’re way past that, aren’t we? Remember, you’re making a lot more money this week!”

She stared at him for a long two seconds, then stood up and removed her blouse and put it on his desk. She shrugged off her bra and unfastened her skirt. She had shoes on, so she kicked them off. Her pussy was leaking down her thighs and she really wanted to do a lot more than give him a blow job!

But that would be wrong. It wasn’t fair to Ben.

She dropped down between his legs and unfastened his pants. Pulling out his cock, she went down on it at once. She felt safe once it was in her mouth. Daisy felt his hands on her breasts and closed her eyes and tried to concentrate on her duties.

That’s right, her duties. In addition to being his secretary, she was now his little whore.

He gasped and put his hands around her head, encouraging her. She took his cock deeper into her throat and felt a strange sensation — a calming acceptance. She had to time her breathing. She took his cock all the way down, then came up again, his hands moving with her. Her orgasm hovered close, but not quite there.

She moved up and down, feeling safe and warm, despite her nakedness. Her eyes were closed and she just floated there, her only purpose was to make his cock erupt.

”Here it comes,” he said and she went all the way down and felt his cock spew directly into her throat. She swallowed quickly, as she could not breathe. He squirted again and she took that too. His hands came away from her head and she slowly pulled up, taking in a deep breath as she did.

She was so close! She wanted to feel his fingers on her pussy, wresting that powerful climax that hung just out of reach.

Daisy was confused when, instead of dropping down next to her, he pulled her up. She looked at him, begging him with her eyes. He helped her to lay over the desk and she realized she was laying on her clothes.

”What?” She asked.

”Hush.”

She looked over and noticed he had that realistic rubber dildo in his hand. She groaned. He began to tease her with it, sliding just the tip in and then pulling it out. Then a little further, then out again.

“Please,” she begged.

”Please, what?”

”Let me come. Please.”

Again, the teasing. She moved her tips to encourage him, but he kept it just out of reach. Daisy knew what she must look like.

“Will you shave for me?”

”Yes!”

”By tomorrow?”

”Yes! Please!”

She felt the dildo thrust into her. Her pussy clamped down on it and she came hard, her body jerking and her mind exploding into stars. She gasped and clung to the desk like it was a life raft. Her body kept rippling until the sensations faded.

”Oh my god,” she gasped.

”That was wonderful, Daisy.” He helped her up. She could barely stand. She stared at her clothes.

”I’d like you to ask permission before you put your clothes back on,” Mr. Palmer said.

She stared at him. “What?”

”You heard me.”

”Uh, can I put my clothes on?”

“Yes. Here, let me help.” He pulled her skirt into place and helped her put her bra on, fastening it for her because her fingers didn’t seem to want to work. Finally her blouse was on and she felt a little more herself.

”Uh, thanks.”

”Well, back to work, hmm?”

Daisy nodded dully. She found her shoes and slipped them on. She went at once to the restroom and cleaned up. She didn’t bother with mouthwash, although she could still taste him in her mouth. Looking in the mirror, she hardly recognized herself.

”What happened in there?” She asked.

Chapter Eleven

Daisy had no illusions about how the rest of the week would go. As she rode the bus home that afternoon, she tried to imagine the conversation she’d have with Ben.

”How was your day,” he’d ask.

”Well, I got naked for my boss and gave him a blow job! Oh, and he made me come with a dildo that looked a lot like his penis! I came so hard I saw stars! How was your day, honey?”

Yeah, that would be a fun conversation.

Naturally, Ben wanted a BJ not ten minutes after she walked into the apartment. She could have refused. She was earning good money now and paying her own way. But she didn’t want to rock the boat. Not now.

So, for the second time that day, she got down on her knees and gave a blow job for the man in her life. Only this time, she kept her clothes on.

And her pussy hardly made a peep!

***

Tuesday, she removed her panties as soon as she got to work, her stomach fluttering. She was nervous, yes, but her pussy was wide away and ready for action.

What a slut, she told it.

She puttered about, expecting to be called into his office for some naughty business, but it wasn’t until ten-thirty that the intercom buzzed. She was feeling a little left out!

”Yes?” She said.

”Please come into my office.”

”Yes, sir.”

Daisy rose, feeling the air on her pussy. Especially now that she had Ben shave it last night! It had gone almost exactly like her boss had predicted. Not only did he do a good job, but he also went down on her for the first time in ages. She remembered feeling odd about it, as if her pussy belonged to Mr. Palmer.

She went in and stood in front of his desk.

”Well?”

”I did what you asked, sir.”

”Good. Come here.”

She went around his desk and stood there while he reached up under her skirt and felt her bare pussy. Her knees grew weak. She tried not to moan.

”Ohh, that’s nice. Did Ben do that for you?”

”Yes, sir.”

His fingers never stopped rubbing.

”He did a good job.”

”Please, sir.”

”What?”

”You’re gonna make me cum.”

”Oh, we can’t have that, can we?”

Daisy was confused. “No?”

He led her around to the front of his desk and had her lay over it. He tucked her skirt up under her belt.

“Are you going to spank me, sir?”

”Yes, I am.”

”But why? I haven’t done anything wrong!”

”No, you haven’t. In fact, you’ve been great. I’m just doing this because I like to.”

With that, he gave her four quick swats with his hand. It startled more than it hurt. Still, she felt she must protest. “Please, sir!”

”Hush.”

He swatted her four more times. He stepped away and she thought it was over. She started to get up.

“Stay there!”

She stayed.

He retrieved the dildo from his desk.

Yes, she thought. I really want to come!

Mr. Palmer began to tease her with it, just as he had yesterday. She moved her hips, trying to encourage him to slide it in further.

”Please, sir!”

”Please, what?”

”Let me cum!”

”Wouldn’t you rather have the real thing?”

Daisy gasped and looked back. He unzipped his pants and pulled his hard cock out. She was torn. She wanted to feel him inside her, but she still had loyalty to Ben. It wasn’t right.

”I … I can’t,” she gasped. “I can’t do that to Ben!”

”You mean Ben, the man who shaved you for me last night?”

“Oh god,” she moaned, realizing she had already betrayed him with a dozen blow jobs given to her boss long before she made him shave her.

The dildo moved in and out, just the tip, driving her mad.

“Please, just… let me cum!”

”Tell me what you really want.”

”I … I want…”

”Yes?”

”I want you inside me!”

He tossed the dildo on the desk and she felt him grab her hips and in an instant, he had thrust himself inside her. Her eyes opened wide — he felt bigger in her pussy too! He began to move and she moved with him, hovering on the edge of an orgasm.

”Tell me, Daisy, are you on the pill?”

”Yes,” she gasped.

”Would you like me to come inside?”

”Yes!” As soon as she said it, her orgasm erupted inside her. She shook and gasped. Her boss kept pumping and she realized she was going to come again soon.

”Oh my god!” She had never come twice with Ben!

”Yes, fuck me! Fuck me, sir!” She liked calling him sir, it made her swelling orgasm stronger.

He pumped his cock faster and Daisy felt her orgasm grow until it burst. She cried and shuddered through it and still Mr. Palmer kept stroking.

”Oh Mr. Palmer!” She moaned.

Her pussy had come alive. She thought she might even be able to come again. This was unheard of.

”I’m gonna come!” He bellowed.

”Yes! Yes! Give it to me!”

She felt his cock stiffen inside her and throb as it released his seed. It triggered another orgasm, smaller, but very satisfying. He held her there for a long moment while they both let their breathing return to normal.

He pulled out and she felt his semen leak out and splash onto the linoleum floor.  She could not move.

Mr. Palmer helped her up and sat her down on one of the chairs in front of his desk. Her hand went immediately to her pussy. She didn’t want to stain the chair.

”Please, give me some tissues… uh, sir.”

”Of course.” He handed some over.

She felt embarrassed, holding tissues against her leaking pussy in front of her boss. She didn’t know why. After all, it was his seed leaking out!

”I need to go clean up.”

He waved his hand at the door. “By all means.”

Daisy got up, her legs shaky. She kept the tissues against her pussy and peeked out the door to make sure no one was out there. The outer office was empty. She scooted around her desk to the bathroom.

Inside, she sat on the toilet and let the semen drip out of her. She cleaned up and wondered if Mr. Palmer would be mad if she put her panties back on.

Just to catch the drips, she told herself. I can remove them later.

Epilogue

One month later, things had changed at David Palmer, Esq.

Daisy arrived at eight-thirty, as usual, wearing her conservative blouse and skirt. Underneath, she wore a bra and panties, as one would expect. Once she was safely inside, however, she would go into Mr. Palmer’s office and greet him. While she was asking him about her assignments for the day or ask if he needed a BJ or a fuck, she would remove her clothes and place them on the desk.

Sometimes, he would take advantage of her while she was naked. She would get down on her knees and suck him off, or she would bend over the desk and allow him to fuck her.

If he was busy, he would simply send her out to begin her duties. But she always had to ask permission to put her clothes back on. This gave her a certain amount of anxiety, as he didn’t automatically agree. Once, he had told her to only put her blouse back on. She spent the morning sitting at her desk, scooted up close and naked from the waist down, her nipples making hard points against the silky material of her blouse. Often he would allow her the blouse and skirt, but no panties or bra.

This always made her feel exposed and very, very naughty. By the end of the day, she often found herself hinting at her boss to fuck her.

She had moved out of Ben’s place and gotten her own. She could afford it. Ben had expressed shock when she told him she no longer wanted to see him.

”But I thought we were getting along great,” he had protested. “I thought you’d get your own place, but we’d still be a couple.”

”I’m sorry, Ben, you’ve been great, but I think I’ve just outgrown you,” she said, trying to let him down easily. She didn’t have anything against Ben — he had saved her, after all — she just didn’t feel the same and she knew Mr. Palmer was the reason.

Ben could never make her feel the way Mr. Palmer did!

Yes, she still called him Mr. Palmer or sir. Once she slipped and called him David and he had spanked her until she had cried.

She wasn’t sure if she loved him or not, but she definitely respected him! And she loved what he did to her. She knew it might sound perverse to others, but she liked being his little sexy secretary. Being under his control satisfied her on a deep level she didn’t fully understand. He never really hurt her — he always spanked her with his hand, not his belt, and he always made her come afterward. Daisy actually started to look forward to her discipline sessions. The orgasms were mind-blowing.

He could fuck her whenever he wanted, but that was usually only once or twice a week. He liked blow jobs because they were quick and let him get right back to work. And he always made sure she came too.

She had more sex — and more powerful orgasms — than she ever had with Ben. Ben was nice, but Mr. Palmer was a true alpha male. There was no way she could give her boss up!

She’s now making twenty-six an hour and she knows that’s because she offered no resistance to anything he wanted to do with her. She often wondered if Mary was the same way and can’t imagine how that would have worked with her husband! Someday, she hoped to ask her boss.

He’d been talking lately about having her get a tattoo, something discrete like a “Property of Mr. Palmer” above her pussy or his initials on her butt. It always gives her a start when he mentioned it and she wasn’t sure if she’d like to be permanently marked or not. But it always made her wet when he brought it up.

One thing he did make her do — and he paid for it — was have electrolysis to remove the hair on her pussy. Once Ben had gone from her life, she had to take over the shaving duties herself and she found she could not do as good a job.

Mr. Palmer had complained that he felt stubble and spanked her. She had tearfully explained her difficulties and he made her an appointment that very day! Now she’s smooth and sexy down there and she couldn’t be happier.

She’s stayed on the pill, of course, but she can’t help but think what it might be like to carry Mr. Palmer’s child. She often pictures herself rubbing her swelling belly, knowing that he planted his seed inside her, marking her for life.

It always makes her shiver.

There was only one aspect of their relationship she’s still getting used to. It started last week and Daisy still feels odd about it, but it’s what Mr. Palmer wants, so…

She had been at her desk, wearing only her blouse, scooted up close to hide her nakedness. She thought she’d be alone in the outer office, but was startled when the bell tinkled and a man walked in!

”Uh, hello,” she said, pressing herself up against the desk. “Can I help you?”

”I have an appointment with Mr. Palmer.”

”Oh!” Funny how he hadn’t mentioned that to her! “Just one minute. May I tell him who’s here?”

”Yes, it’s Mr. Evers”

She called on the intercom and Mr. Palmer told him to come on in. When he entered the office, Daisy realized, with a sudden bolt of fear, that most of her clothes had been left on his desk! Surely he had moved them!

They were in there a half-hour. When they came out, she was facing away, hoping the back of her chair would hide her from him. But Mr. Everes came right up behind her and reached down between her legs and felt her pussy! And she was very wet! She couldn’t help it.

”You’re right,” Mr. Evers said, “She’s really naked under here!”

Daisy felt her blush extend up from her chest into her face. She must be bright red! But Mr. Evers wasn’t finished. His fingers kept moving against her clit, driving her crazy.

”Uh, Mr. Palmer!” She begged. Surely he didn't want some stranger touching his secretary like that!

”It’s okay, Daisy. He’s a good client. Why don’t you give him a BJ, hmm?”

She turned and looked over her shoulder. “Uh…”

The fingers were driving her crazy. She wondered how Mr. Evers dick might taste.

“It’s okay, Daisy,” he said again. “I’m giving my permission.”

With that, Mr. Evers spun her around, exposing her to him. She closed her eyes in embarrassment. There came a familiar sound. When she opened her eyes, the stranger had his cock out!

Daisy didn’t even think about it. She just bent over and took his cock into her mouth. After all, her boss told her to!

She suckled him as she knew how to do and it didn’t take long. Lubricate & stimulate… Soon, he groaned and squirted into her mouth. She swallowed it like a good girl.

He zipped up and turned to Mr. Palmer. “So I’ll expect those documents by next week?”

”Yes, should be no problem.”

And he patted Daisy on the head and said, “Thanks.” And then he was gone.

”Mr. Palmer!” She exclaimed. “Why did you make me do that!? Don’t you, uh, want me to. yourself?”

”Mostly, yes, but occasionally, I might share you. You don’t mind, do you?”

He left her stammering and went back into the office. She had a sinking feeling why he was willing to pay her so much money. It occurred to her that he could make good money whoring her out. Surely he wouldn’t do that, would he?

Her pussy throbbed in response.

The End
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