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Jasmine
couldn’t believe her luck this summer. Her dad had gotten her a
position at his friend’s office.

Nothing fancy,
just fetching coffee, running errands, that sort of thing. But it
put some extra money in her pockets for weekend parties at the
clubs.

Being home from
college wasn’t so bad.

But getting a
sweet job like this was even better. Her dad and Bruce, her new
boss, had been friends for just about forever.

Jasmine figured
she could phone in most of her shifts, not really worry about
getting much actual work done. That was the beauty of the hidden
job market, wasn’t it?

Connections,
connections.

Besides, she
also got to wear the cutest outfits when she did decide to go in.
Hip-hugging skirts and nice blouses. Tall pumps. It was great!

It was even
better because she knew she was by far the youngest woman in the
office. Sometimes she saw all the older guys checking her out. Like
if she bent over to run the copy machine.

And because of
that, she decided to often leave a number of the top buttons on her
blouses undone.

She loved the
way those guys went red in the face when she leaned down against
their desk to ask if there was anything they needed, anything she
could do for them.

She imagined
there were lots of things those guys would like her to do for
them.

Things that
their boring old wives back home wouldn’t do anymore. It got her
off.

She often left
the office with moist panties, thinking about how she’d turned all
those guys on all day.

It was a public
service, when you thought about it. Give them something to help
them through their long, hard days!

Then one day
Bruce came out and found her by her desk.

“Hey, I’ve got
a bunch of stuff that needs to go to the shredder. Come and help
bring it down,” he said.

Bruce was a
tall, broad-shouldered man old enough to be her father. Gray
streaked back from his temples. He was kind of hot, for an older
guy.

Jasmine had
gone to school with his daughter, Emmy, for as long as she could
remember. They were practically sisters.

Though Jasmine
never told Emmy about how she liked to hide and watch Bruce when he
got out of the shower. Or when he did yard work shirtless, the sun
glistening off his body.

“Yeah, no
problem,” she said, pulling the wrinkles out of her skirt when she
stood.

She followed
him to his office, which had boxes of papers marked shred. She
pouted a little at having to do this sort of work.

But he helped,
taking a box under each arm.

They walked
side by side.

“So, I’ve been
told that you’ve only showed up for two of your shifts this week,”
Bruce said.

“Yeah, I had
other stuff to do,” she replied, not catching his tone.

“More important
than work?”

“More fun,
definitely!” she said, snarling at the box she held.

“Jasmine, your
dad got me to give you this job to give you some good experience
for when you finish school. And to get a good reference.”

“Thanks!” she
replied, “It’s been pretty great!”

His lips
tightened, “Do you think I’ll give you a good reference if you keep
not showing up? And I’ve also gotten some complaints about the way
you’ve been dressing.”

Jasmine clued
in. “What? That’s ridiculous! I’ve always been really good at this!
And those old guys should be happy to get an eyeful of what I’m
offering!”

She threw her
box down where all the others were being collected and then stormed
her way back inside.

“Don’t walk
away from me,” Bruce said as she came back into the office for
another load.

She stuck her
tongue out at him. Bruce grabbed her by the shoulders. The bowl of
popcorn she’d grabbed fell to the floor. Jasmine squawked.

“What the hell
is your problem?” She asked him.

“I can see
you’re going to need some harsher encouragement. Your dad told me
to do what I needed to,” he replied, closing the door to the office
and drawing the blinds closed.

She closed the
small amount of space between them. Her eyes flicked down to his
lips, then back up to his eyes.

Him getting all
gruff and tough like this had turned her on. She couldn’t stop
thinking about all the times she’d seen him shirtless.

“Are you man
enough?”

His fingers
squeezed into her shoulders, making her hiss.

“You’ve needed
this for a long time, I think,” he said.

Then he spun
her around and bent her over the snack table. Jasmine grabbed at
the edges, trying to get a grip to push herself up. But Bruce just
pushed down on the back of her neck.

Jasmine could
feel the juices flowing in her hot little pussy, then.

“Mister Acker!”
Jasmine said. She pushed back, but he was just too strong. “What
are you doing?”

She was going
to say “Stop!” but the heat that flooded her body made her change
her mind. She’d never had a man take charge like that before. He
knew what he wanted, and how he wanted to do it. She had no say in
it. The thought made a tingle run up her spine.

“You want to be
treated like a kid? Fine, you want it, you got it. So long as it
makes you learn your damn lesson,” Bruce said.

He found the
zipper along the side of Jasmine’s skirt. Her body went stiff as he
pulled it down. Still holding her down with one hand, he used the
other to push the skirt down. His hand shook a little as he got a
look at the crisp white panties she had on.

“Maybe a tanned
hide will help with your attitude problem.”

She whimpered
as he hooked the side of her panties with one finger and drew them
down. His finger felt so hot against her. It made her jump, made
her flesh prickle with goosebumps.

Can he feel
how damp I’ve made them? She wondered. Her pussy seemed to
throb as her walls got slicker.

“Like what you
see, Bruce?”

Jasmine didn’t
know why she suddenly felt so sassy. She wiggled her butt at him as
he stooped lower to push her panties all the way down.

When he stood
back up, she saw how flushed he was in the face. When he raised his
hand high in the air, she saw how big it was. She winced in
anticipation.

The pain was
sharp and delicious.

His hand
smacked her ass. The sound cracked in the small office. Her head
jerked back, her teeth gritting, each time his palm connected with
her bare flesh. Soon, her cheek stung. She stopped trying to push
herself up. Instead, her fingers gripped the edge of the snack
table for dear life.

“What do you
have to say for yourself, Jasmine?” Bruce said, stopping for a
moment.

He flexed his
fingers as he examined his handiwork. Handprints stood out in red
welts on her fair flesh. One cheek was bright red, like a ripe
tomato, while the other was still unblemished. Her body trembled,
and she fought back against the pressure behind her eyes.

She couldn’t
let him have the satisfaction of seeing how he’d bent her to his
will.

Wiping at her
face, smearing the makeup she’d so painstakingly applied that
morning and then touched up every hour in the office restroom, she
turned to look at him.

“What
lesson?”

Bruce’s lips
pressed into a thin line. The corners turned downward in a scowl.
His fingers flexed again, and she thought for a moment that he
would spank her again. Some of her juices started running down her
legs, and she licked her lips.

The buzzing
sting from the spanking seemed to spread through her body. Her
little clit got stiff as the buzzing passed through her sex. She
hissed as her lust seemed to kick into overdrive.

“I can see this
is going to need to be taken up a notch,” he said, “Stay right
here.”

She wanted to
give him some witty retort, but the needs of her body won out and
all she managed was a low moan as she rested her head on the snack
table.

Bruce
disappeared into one of the cubicles. The sharp sound of castors
rolling along the bare floor came up behind her. Jasmine looked
back.

He’d wheeled
out an office chair with no armrests. Sitting down, he lifted up
his jacket and vest enough to reveal his belt. The gold-colored
buckle shone in the fluorescent light as he undid it, then pulled
the belt out from its loops. He made the belt shorter by pressing
the tip against the buckle, holding the buckle and tip in one
hand.

Then he wrapped
his free hand around her bare hips. He pulled her back. She yelped
as she fell onto his lap. Something long, hard, and thick pressed
into the cleft of her ass.

She sucked in a
breath as she ground against his stiff shaft. More wetness leaked
from her as her desire to have him in her mounted.

“Bruce...” She
moaned, throwing her head back against his shoulder.

He’d scrunched
his eyes shut, and she felt his cock jerk against her body. Then he
opened his eyes, putting the mask of the disciplinarian back on his
face.

Snarling, he
bent her over his knees. Jasmine put her hands on the cold floor to
steady herself.

Bruce snapped
the belt a couple times in his hands. She winced both times at the
sharpness of the noise. Her round and firm ass cheeks trembled and
seemed to burn in anticipation.

“This stops as
soon as you say you’ve learned your lesson.”

“Fuck!” Jasmine
screamed as the belt lashed both her cheeks at once.

Her back arched
up so much that her hands came up off the floor. Her own parents
had never punished her with spankings, so the pain was strange to
her.

It made the
walls of her pussy tremble and throb. Fingers of pain marched up
her spine, made her hair want to stand on end. Her nipples had
stiffened in her blouse, and they rubbed against her bra.

“No!” She
screamed as he brought it up over his head again.

He didn’t pay
attention.

Again, her body
went rigid as the belt cracked across her bare bottom hard enough
to make a snapping noise.

“You’ve been a
very bad girl, Jasmine. Bad girls get punished. Don’t you
understand?”

He punctuated
his point with another whipping. The tears came freely out the
corners of her eyes, smearing her mascara. All Jasmine could think
about was his hardness against her stomach, and how badly she
needed to have it in her.

Just the
thought of him taking what he wanted from her, feeling his hardness
slide against her soft wetness made her body shudder with its
need.

“Yes!” She
said.

His cock jerked
against her again as she screamed. The belt cracked across her ass
again and again, leaving long red lash marks across the quivering
flesh. It hurt so much that it began going numb. Soon, wetness and
heat were all she felt. Her fingers scrabbled at the smooth floor,
unable to find any purchase.

Finally, he
stopped, panting. He draped his belt over his shoulder. The weight
of the buckle pulled it back down until it touched her bare thigh.
The metal felt warm from his grip.

Bruce rested
his hands on her stinging cheeks. Just his light touch hurt. But
the ache went much deeper than that. It penetrated her sex, went up
into her stomach. It was an ache of emptiness.

An unfilled
ache.

A single bead
of sweat rolled down Bruce’s cheek. He licked his lips, which had
gone dry. She felt his fingers squeeze her lightly. His cock
flexed.

“I hope you
understand what you’ve done wrong,” he asked.

“Yes, Mister
Acker,” she said. She wiped at her eyes with the backs of her
hands.

There was only
one thing left for either of them to do. Bruce didn’t try to stop
her as she slid off his lap and went down onto her knees. The
movement flexed and stretched the muscles of her ass, and she
hissed as the welts crisscrossing her flesh felt like they burned
hot enough to turn water to steam.

He didn’t try
to stop her as she undid his pants.

“So you want
the rod too, do you?” Bruce said, “You really have been very
bad.”

She yanked his
pants down far enough for his stiff cock to spring free. She tried
to grab it, but he grabbed her hand and squeezed. Crushing her hand
in his grip, he stood. He pushed her down even farther, until she
had to put her other hand on the floor to keep from falling onto
her stomach.

Bruce spun her
around so that she looked into an empty cubicle across from the
snack table. Grabbing her by the hair, he hauled her to her feet.
She moaned.

Sitting down on
the chair again, behind her, Bruce grabbed her by the hips and
started pulling her down onto his lap. She had to grab his thighs
to keep from falling on his cock, even though that was all she
really wanted.

His hands moved
to the bottom of her ass, spreading her cheeks apart so he could
watch as her pussy quivered against his hardness. Her whole body
throbbed, and the walls of her sex seemed to tremble and undulate
with their need.

When she didn’t
move any farther, he grabbed her by the hips again and forced her
down. Her lips peeled back from her teeth as she stretched around
him. The hard, bulbous head of his cock spread her apart around its
stiffness. Her juices glistened as they trickled down his shaft.
She was so tight around him that his member trembled against her
grip.

“Yes...” He
hissed as that tightness yielded to him.

She sank down
his length until she sat on his lap. Her mouth open, Jasmine leaned
her head back on his shoulder as she started rolling her hips back
and forth. She could feel her clit rubbing against his shaft each
time her hips rolled forward. His cock just seemed to swell harder
each time.

Bruce reached
up under her blouse and bra to squeeze and fondle her breasts. His
lips felt hot and wet as they left a wet trail up the side of her
neck and down her shoulder. They both grunted as her pussy clenched
up around him.

She looked into
his face, saw the way he gritted his teeth. Her ass hurt so much as
she ground against him, but she’d never felt so wet around a man’s
cock before in her life.

“You’re making
me come...” She said.

Bruce’s breath
caught in his throat, and his cock seemed to jump in her. She
groaned, trying to rub her tight pussy up and down his shaft harder
and faster. His fingers squeezed her breasts more firmly, making
her whimper.

“It’s so
warm...” was all Bruce could manage.

“Fill my little
pussy up with your hot cum,” she growled at him, slamming her pussy
down as hard and fast as she could.

His body went
rigid under hers. His back arched, lifting them both up slightly.
He let his head roll back as his cock became like hot iron in her.
She buried him all the way in her, clenching up around him, holding
him in as he erupted. Hot cum splattered the back of her pussy
again and again. As her walls closed up and relaxed around him, she
massaged even more from his hard cock.

Soon, there was
so much that it trickled out down his cock and balls.

They both
relaxed, Bruce slumping against the chair, and she against him.
Sweat ran freely down their faces. Her ass still stung, but she
pushed the feeling to the back of her mind.

“Get up,” Bruce
said, pushing at her.

Her panties
were still around her ankles. She pulled them up as she stood up
off him. Her breath caught as he left her pussy and she pulled her
panties back up before his cum could run out down her legs. It
still felt so hot inside her aching pussy.

She found her
skirt and put that back on, tucking her blouse back into it. Bruce
just watched from his seat after pulling his pants back up and
stuffing his cock into them.

“So, am I going
to tell your father that you’ve learned your lesson and that you’re
doing to show up on time and do your job?” Bruce said.

“Yes,” she
replied.
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