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SPANKED BY MY SCARY BOSS

By

Sarah Hughes-Levitt


I walked into the phone shop where I work, fifteen minutes late, sunglasses on, sipping my crushed ice mango bubble tea and looking hot. My hair was up in a bun, my make-up was perfection (it’s all about the primer, girlies), I was wearing a black crop top that showed off my flat, tanned stomach, and my chunky white sneakers were box fresh. Mmm, a good way to start the day.

“You’re late, Vicki,” said Lisa, my co-worker.

I gave her the peace sign and a smile. She always hates when I do that. She was looking grumpy, and I guessed she’d had to cover for me.

“Sorry, babe,” I said.

“You’re not in your uniform."

“Ah it’s too lame to wear on the tube, I’ll change now,” I said, sauntering past the tables and stands. Lisa was on the verge of saying something, but I saw her remember in real time what a waste of effort that would be: between the drama I’d kick up, and the fact that Pete our boss would let me off, it was better for Lisa to just get on with her day. And, look, to be fair, I’m not that bad a co-worker, I just take some liberties because I can. Wouldn’t you, if you could? Pete, who’s like eight years older than me, has an embarrassingly hard crush on me and we all know it. He’s pure simp. As I thought about this, he appeared on the shopfloor.

“Oh, hey Vicki,” he said, enthusiastically.

I took off my sunglasses and flashed him a big smile. “Hey, babe.”

I’d swear he blushed a little.

I made my way to the staff area, and changed in the toilet. God I hate that toilet. And I hate my uniform, it’s so lame. A cheap purple polo shirt that only comes in three sizes. I put on my name tag then checked myself out in the mirror: tiny waist, bubble butt, perfect skin, full lips, eyelash extensions. My acrylics were looking great. I left the toilet and went into the breakroom for a minute, just to compose myself before the day began. I sat on a cushioned chair and watched a few TikTok videos. The way I saw it, working hard was for suckers. I was just waiting for the right rich guy to come along and then the world of work could kiss my ten-out-of-ten ass.

But Pete was fired that day, and replaced by Ali, the former Assistant Manager at the Tottenham Court Road Branch. And he was a very different vibe – stern, with iron confidence, about 6’3”, quite dark for a white guy (I think he was half Iranian?), deep voice, dark hair, hairy forearms, fiery hazel eyes, and always looked super serious. He was very good looking but I’m only interested in rich guys, not some broke ass store manager. I thought I’d better play it cool for the first week while I worked my magic on him, so I turned up on time literally every day. But I made sure to do it in my sexiest outfits: jeans slung so low you could tell I’m waxed down there; a cold shoulder top that showed off my smooth, alabaster shoulders and emphasised the jiggle of my breasts. The thing is, Ali didn’t seem to take any notice. My male co-workers were falling over themselves to spend time with me or try to impress me with their cringe jokes, but I didn’t catch Ali eyeing me up once. I decided to bring out the big guns. On Friday I wore my maroon scrunch bum leggings. These things go right up your ass. We’re talking full separation here. I’d swear it casts a spell over men.

And I got nothing from Ali. I tried to catch him looking at me and he just seemed to be concentrating on work. What the fuck?

Anyway, I was only able to last for a week at being punctual at this shitty job, and the next Monday I turned up six minutes late.

“Vicki, your shift started six minutes ago,” said Ali in a stern voice as I walked through the door.

“Sorry.”

“Don’t let it happen again. Also–”

He walked over to me. I don’t think he intends to be intimidating but he’s so tall that it just feels weird when he comes right up to you and you have to crane your neck. You feel a shadow cast over you.

“Your inventory take last week was full of mistakes.”

“Sorry, my bad.”

He didn’t move out of my way. “And that’s in the first week you’ve been working for me.”

“Er, yeah.”

“It’s not gonna get worse from here, is it?” he said in a deep, stern voice.

I looked up into his intense eyes and had this sinking feeling that he was looking right into me. That he already knew I was trouble and wasn’t impressed.

“No, Ali,” I said, wanting to end this interaction.

“Great.”

He strode away. I watched him for a second. His shoulders were broad and he was kind of scary. He definitely worked out.

***

I thought about rushing to be on time the next morning, but honestly I was tired from staying up too late on my phone and, realistically, what was Ali actually gonna do if I was five minutes late?

“Vicki,” boomed his voice as I came in. Heads snapped around to look at me. I saw Lisa smile to herself.

“Hey Ali,” I said.

“That’s two days in a row you’re late. You’re supposed to be ready to work at nine. You should be here at least ten minutes before, ok?”

I just stared at this patronising asshole, poker faced.

“We good?” he growled in that deep voice of his.

“Sure, no problem.”

“If it happens again I’m going to give you a written warning, ok?”

I could see how happy this was making Lisa and felt like screaming at everyone. But I swallowed it.

“Got it,” I said, and made my way to the staff area. That fucking dickhead. I decided to ruin him. How would I do it? Start a rumour about him? Or maybe seduce him as a joke then laugh at him when he thought he was getting somewhere, then tell everyone about it? He’d be humiliated. Yeah, I’d make him think he stood a chance with me, then laugh in his face and tell everybody about it. After that, he wouldn’t be able to come down so hard on me or it would look like he was trying to get revenge for me rejecting him.

***

“Hey, Ali,” I said, walking into his office a few evenings later. The store was closed, and it was just me and him.

“Oh, hey,” said Ali, glancing up from his computer. “How can I help you?”

I sat on the edge of his desk in my tiny skirt. About 90% of my bare white legs were on display. “I was wondering if you could give me some advice on how to advance my career?”

Ali stopped typing, and looked at me. “You really want advice?” he sounded annoyed.

I crossed my legs. I’d had them waxed and moisturised that morning and the smooth softness as they brushed against each other made me feel so sexy. This guy was toast.

“Yeah,” I said, leaning towards him a little so a bit more of my cleavage was on display. “Like if you have time we could go for a drink and discuss how I can improve…”

Ali leaned back in his chair and laughed. “Vicki, you really aren’t as good an actress as you think you are.”

“What?”

“Fuck me, Vicki, are you gonna try to keep this up?”

“Keep what up?” I said, feeling my cheeks getting warm.

Ali stood up, blocking out the overhead light. “I know what you are, Vicki. You’re a self-centred, manipulative hot girl who thinks she can get by on her looks and manipulating people. Maybe that works on idiots but it’s not gonna work on me and it’s never gonna heal the damaged self-esteem that’s clearly at the bottom of this need for constant male attention and validation.”

“What the fuck–”

“I WASN’T FINISHED,” he boomed, his face going dark. My mouth snapped shut and my heart started beating fast. “You act arrogant and like you think you’re better than everyone else, but all I see is a mask worn by a scared little girl.”

“Don’t speak to me like that,” I said, standing up.

“I bet you no man’s ever spoken to you like that. But look, once you start meeting real men this stupid shit isn’t going to work. You think I’m going to give you a pass because you wore a short skirt and sat on my desk? Maybe that shit works on the other lads – but they’re all 21, they’re just kids, I’m a man, sweetheart. And you need to realise that the older you get–”

He was pointing his finger in my face now, I remember vaguely noticing how big his hands were.

“The more you’re going to have to cultivate some integrity and personality, because looks fade–”

He was right that no man had ever talked to me like this before.

“Are you listening to me?” he snapped.

“Er, yes,” I said.

“So don’t come in here and pretend like you’re gonna seduce me. Just do your fucking job like a grown adult woman. And admit to yourself you know you’re not as perfect as you pretend. Cos that shit will have to be dealt with eventually, whatever’s making you act like this. Now get out of my office.”

I looked up at him, stunned. I felt scared and outraged, and was also finally realising that this asshole was a very sexy man.

“Now,” he said.

I turned and left.

***

I turned up to work on time the next day. I can’t explain why exactly. I felt too sad to intentionally be late or cause a fuss at work. I was quiet all day. Some of my male coworkers asked me what was up and I said I was fine. But I kept thinking about what Ali had said. How weird to say I had self-esteem issues. Me. The bad bitch. The hottest girl you’ve met. I say what I’m thinking, expect the best service and don’t tolerate haters. I’ve obviously got high self-esteem. Women wish they could be like me and men would crawl over broken glass just to touch me. How could I have low self-esteem? Just fucking crazy. Stupid. What a stupid thing for that arrogant prick to say. He’d just read too many Instagram self-help quotes. How dare he? How fucking dare he? Because I don’t have low self-esteem. Right? I’d know if I did, wouldn’t I?

This train of thought went round and round my head all day.

***

After about a week, I had managed to mostly dismiss the thought from my head. And I had decided I wanted revenge. No one speaks to me like that. I was going to fucking destroy this guy. Our company has a policy of no relations between an employee and their direct line manager. This time I was going to go all out to seduce him, and fuck him where I knew the CCTV would catch us, and get him fired.

I walked into his office late after work on a Wednesday when it was already dark outside.

“Hey, Ali.”

“Oh. Vicki.”

“I’ve been thinking about what you said.”

“Which thing I’ve said?”

“You were right. No man’s ever talked to me the way you did.”

“Uh huh.”

“And I liked it.”

I took off my jumper. “I want you, Ali.”

His fierce hazel eyes narrowed, but he let me approach him. I saw him check out my body, and got the confirmation he definitely did find me sexy. We maintained eye contact as I walked right up to him. I paused for a second, then pulled off my strappy top, revealing my black lace bra. His gaze dipped to my breasts, then back up. I smiled – got him.

“Let’s go to the store room,” I said. “There’s more room.”

Ali stood up, forcing me to crane my neck. He stroked the side of my neck. I felt a shiver run down my spine. It’s a shame I was doing this for strategic reasons, otherwise I might enjoy it.

“Come on,” I said, and led him by the hand to the store room.

Our store room is surprisingly nice as it was originally going to be the break room. I turned up the dimmer switch, revealing the dark blue carpet, and the various boxes of phones and tablets stacked against the wall. Ali came up behind me, blocking out the light from the doorway.

I felt just a twinge of fear – I barely knew this guy, and he was massive and so strong, with this dark, intimidating edge.

“Take off your leggings,” he said, and I did so.

I stood before him, 5’6” of tanned Instagram hottie in lacey underwear. I had him now. He put a big hand around my throat. My eyes widened a little. It was a little hot but mostly a bit unnerving. Too forward of him, too possessive – we hadn’t established that was ok.

His fierce eyes looked deep into me. “The cameras are off. So this little game of yours isn’t going to work.”

“What?”

“I’m fed up with your shit, Vicki. And here’s a tip, if you’re gonna try to get me fired, maybe don’t blab about it to your colleagues first. It makes you look like an idiot.”

“I… I was just joking with the others.”

“I think you’re fired.”

“No! This is a misunderstanding. I need this job!”

“Oh, you need this?”

“My rent’s due on Tuesday, I’m in the red.”

“Huh, I thought you laughed at broke losers? Turns out that’s just what you are.”

“I wasn’t trying to mess with you!”

“Oh, you really just wanted to sleep with me?”

“Yes!”

“No you fucking didn’t, you were trying to get me fired.”

He was so scary, standing over me like this in a deserted workplace at night. I felt incredibly vulnerable in nothing but my underwear.

“I wasn’t trying to get you fired, Ali,” I said, my heart pounding in my chest. I was very aware he was in between me and the door. That stern gaze of his was so intimidating.

He stared at me in silence, looming over me, his eyes burrowing into me.

Looking up at him, my eyes wide and worried, I went for broke, and stroked his arm. Fuck, his arm was big and solid. Scary strength.

“I just think you’re hot… The way you stand up to me… Like a real man…”

He just sneered. “I see through you, Vicki. I see who you really are. Deep down you’re a good person, but you need to work on yourself.”

I caught myself wondering – could he be right? Did I need to work on myself?

Ali suddenly grabbed me by the hair and I gasped in fear.

“You wanna sleep with me?” he growled.

I nodded my head, wide eyed and afraid, with a glimmer of hope that this could all be alright.

Then Ali dragged me across the room by my hair, and bent me over the boxes. While holding me bent over with one arm, he ran his other big, powerful hand over my smooth body. He felt the back of my neck, then he stroked my upper back and shoulder blades with big, circular motions. He let his hand slide slowly down my toned back. I was doing this for strategic reasons but to be fair this was starting to turn me on a bit. His hand reached my lower back, brushing against my dimples. Then his hand slid down to my ass. He squeezed my right ass cheek. Then– I heard a CRACK like a firecracker that made me jump.

I wasn't sure what happened for a split second as I felt this warmth spreading across my ass cheek. It started to sting, as I realised he’d spanked me so hard my body was having trouble registering it.

“Ahhh…” I moaned, as the pain started to flood my senses. “Fuck, that really–”

SLAP!

“Oww!”

“You like that?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“No you fucking don’t. You’re still lying to yourself. And you’re lying to me.”

SLAP!

“Ahh!”

“It hurts, doesn’t it?”

“Yes!”

“Now we’re getting somewhere.”

SLAP!

“Oww!”

“No more lying to me, understand?!”

“Yes!” the pain was starting to become too much. My ass must be glowing pink.

“You’ve been a bad fucking girl, do you understand?!”

SLAP!

“Ah! Yes! Oww!”

He yanked on my hair and spanked me again. “You think you’re the top bitch, and now here you are, bent over in the store room getting spanked.”

I didn’t know what to say, I felt so angry and, for the first time in years, ashamed.

“This is what you fucking need, bitch. You’ve spent so long feeling superior, you want what you can’t have. A man who won’t play your little games. Who’s not at your beck and call.”

SLAP!

“Ahh!”

“Someone you have to look up to.”

Why was my pussy getting wet?!

SLAP!

“That’s enough!” I said.

“I say when you’ve had enough,” he boomed, anger in his voice. I went silent. I started to realise I really was no longer in charge. He was.

He pulled me up by my hair and made me look at him. Those eyes of his were so intense.

“You’re not superior to anyone. Do you understand?”

I just looked at him.

“All this bullshit is an act. You need to accept what you really are. A girl who’s looking for someone to look up to. Who can tame the worst of you.”

“N… no…” I said, trying to take a step back, but he held me firmly by the hair.

“Ha,” he laughed. Then, still looking me in the eye, he moved his free hand down to my panties. Gently cupped around my vulva. I gasped.

“Then why are you wet?” he sneered.

I didn’t have an answer for him. It was like my body was betraying me. My pussy was starting to throb.

“Your pussy knows what you need better than your head does. You need a man to–”

With a jerk he bent me over by my hair again and started spanking me.

“Put–”

SLAP!

“You–”

SLAP!

“In–”

“Your–”

SLAP!

“Place!

SLAP!

He pulled me back up again.

“Now tell me you didn’t like that? I dare you.”

Fuck, I’d never felt so aroused in my entire life. This fucking asshole. What the hell was happening to me? I felt shaken. My pussy was aching and wet, and the feeling was starting to spread to the rest of me. My heart felt funny, and there was a weird feeling in my throat.

“Sit on the table,” commanded Ali.

“What?”

“Sit on the table.”

Feeling really unsure about whether that’s what I really wanted to do, I backed away from him and sat on the edge of the table. Ali prowled up to me, still with that dominant look in his eye, and grabbed the sides of my panties in his big hands. Looking me fiercely in the eye, he started pulling them down. Unthinkingly, I lifted my ass off the table so he could get them off. There was a slight smirk at the corner of his lips as I did this, and as he pulled my panties off I realised I’d just submitted to him.

He brushed the back of his fingers against my pussy lips as I looked at him uncertainly. My breathing was becoming heavier, and with each brush of his fingers a tingling buzz of deep arousal pulsed in my pussy. I swallowed, nervously.

Ali firmly pushed me onto my back, then leaned down and kissed my pussy.

“Ohhh…” I sighed.

“That’s better,” said Ali.

Then he grabbed my hips and licked at my pussy lips. With each brush of his tongue, he pushed my pussy lips slightly further apart, forcing his tongue fractionally further into me, as my breathing got heavier and heavier. I was so confused. I felt humiliated and outraged – and yet, I didn’t stop him. It felt so fucking good. Waves of simmering pleasure pulsing in my pussy with each firm stroke of his tongue. Then he thrust his whole tongue in me and I groaned with pleasure. I heard Ali make a low, rumbling noise to himself as he started to devour me. He slid his strong hands from the sides of my hips to underneath my ass cheeks, holding me firmly and squeezing my ass. He pressed his face more firmly against me and slid his tongue deeper into me, savouring my pussy.

“Ohhhh…” I groaned. Fuck, he was so good at this.

Then he squeezed my ass so hard it almost hurt, and slowly pushed his splayed tongue upwards, towards my clit… closer… closer… slower… then I felt his wet tongue stroke my clit and I let out an embarrassingly low moan for a girl. He firmly stroked my clit with his tongue a second time. Then again. And again. Oh it started feeling incredible. Who was I kidding? This guy was a fucking stud.

He lapped at my pussy, occasionally letting out a masculine groan as he started to speed up.

“Oh my god…” I murmured, my eyes closed.

His tongue started circling my clit – it felt gorgeous. He moved one of his big hands to the top of my left thigh. Then he rubbed his tongue from side-to-side, fast and delicate, groaning to himself and I started squirming.

“Oh, fuck,” I blurted out.

He slid two fingers into me.

“Oh!” I gasped, as he started slowly thrusting them in and out of me, pressing them against the ceiling of my wet pussy. The pleasure started building into a kind of pressure. Oh fuck, I didn’t want this asshole to have the satisfaction of making me cum. I clenched my eyes and gritted my teeth, focusing on not cumming, but it was building, it was building, it was building. Ali sped up his licking of my clit and rubbed his fingers even more firmly against my G-spot. No. This fucking dick who’d just given me a dressing down, put me in my place and spanked me, he wasn’t going to make me cum too. No. No. No–

“Aaaaaaah!” I wailed as pleasure erupted inside of me, my pussy blossoming and waves of beautiful orgasm thrumming through my body. My ass cheeks clenched and my hips bucked. Fuck it felt so gooood. Fuck, he was good, I had to admit that. Damn. Wow…

I tilted my head forward, panting a little as I looked at Ali. He stood up, once again with that stern look on his face, and grabbed me by the hair.

“Get on your knees, bitch,” he pulled me to the floor.

“Don’t call me bitch–” I started, but he grabbed me forcefully around the chin and tilted my head to look up at him. “I’ll call you what I want, understand? Because I know what you need. Got it?!”

I just looked at him.

“Got it?!”

“Yes,” I said, flatly.

“Call me Daddy.”

“Mm, nah.”

He yanked my head down by my hair so I went from kneeling to almost on my stomach, I tried to get up and ended up face down, ass up–

SLAP!

“Ah!”

“Say ‘Yes, Daddy’!”

SLAP!

“Uhh!”

SLAP!

“Ow! Yes, Daddy! Yes, Daddy!”

“Good fucking girl,” he said, rubbing my ass gently. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

He kissed me on my ass and I shivered. Then he brushed the back of his fingers against my pussy lips and I moaned. He leaned over and kissed my pussy. I sighed with pleasure.

Ali stood up again, pulling me to my knees. He unceremoniously unzipped his fly and pulled out his massive cock. He started jerking it off and I watched as it grew. Jesus, it must have been over eight inches, and had a big head. It swelled up some more, getting even harder and firmer. Really rigid. Then, before I could say anything, this fucking asshole slapped his dick against me face.

THWACK!

“Uh–”

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

“I didn’t–”

“Just take it,” Ali sneered. He started rubbing his big, pulsing cock over my face. I caught the scent of sports deodorant.

“You pretty fucking thing,” he growled, and I realised I was feeling incredibly horny. “Now suck my cock.”

I really fucking wanted to, but I still had my pride. I just stayed there on my knees.

“Don’t pretend you don’t want this,” rumbled Ali. “You could stand up and leave right now. This could be the start of something special if you’d just learn to behave.”

He slapped his big hard dick against my face a couple more times. “Think how horny you feel right now, bitch. And I promise you… That’s just the tip of the iceberg. You’re the kind of girl who needs to be dominated by a man who knows what he’s doing. That’s what your pussy’s trying to tell you right now, even if your head can’t admit to it yet.”

He rubbed his cock over my face while I thought about this.

“Now open that beautiful mouth of yours. Or this is over.”

Feeling kind of pissed off, I opened my mouth.

“Good girl,” Ali murmured.

He stroked my face with his big hand, then grabbed the base of his dick with the other, and pointed it at my mouth.

“You’re always going to remember this moment, bitch. The moment you submitted to your boss, to a real man, who put you in your place and made you his bitch.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, the words coming out of my mouth almost involuntarily.

“Good girl.”

He thrust his big pulsing cock into my mouth, and I realised I fucking loved it. Plus my ego means if I’m giving a guy head I want it to be the best head he’s ever had – it’s part of being a hot girl. I swirled my tongue against the underneath of his shaft and I pushed my head forward and relaxed my throat.

“Oh, fuck,” growled Ali. “You’re good at this. Oh, wow.”

I moaned with his cock deep in my mouth – guys always love that – and Ali groaned to himself, stroking my hair. I made sure to breathe through my nose and forced my head even further forward, making a few choking sounds as I did so.

“Oh you beautiful fucking slut… You’re a natural fucking cocksucker… Wow…”

I pulled myself off his big cock, gasping for breath, a strand of saliva hanging between my tongue and his big juicy cock. I dove in again, licking his wet cock slowly from base to tip.

“Oh, fuck…” he sighed.

I did it again, splaying my wet tongue flat and stroking it firmly up his cock before giving the underneath of the head a sloppy kiss, smooshing my full lips against him. He growled with pleasure and stroked my face. Then I planted wet kisses up and down his cock as I felt it twitch and strain and grow even fuller and harder.

“Good fucking girl…” breathed Ali, and I felt my pussy twitch.

He grabbed my hair and thrust his great cock back into my mouth. He started thrusting his hips back and forward – the audacity – he didn’t ask, he just took charge and started fucking my face. I felt so pissed off and yet wildly horny at the same time. Like I kind of liked that he was so overwhelmed with lust for me, so sure of his own authority over me, that he felt he could just grab my head with his strong hands and fuck my mouth like this. I moaned involuntarily, spit dribbling from my lips as he started to pound my face harder and harder.

“Good… fucking… girl…” he grunted, his voice under pressure like he was about to explode with pleasure.

He thrust harder and harder and I tried to relax my throat. I realised he was fucking my face like a pussy. Using me like a total slut. And although a part of me was outraged and furious, I couldn’t help but admit my body was loving it. I was glowing with pleasure, with arousal. My pussy throbbed, my heart fluttered, I felt this warm glow in my body. Fuck this was hot. Fuck, he was sexy, I thought, as I gagged and spluttered on his big, masculine cock. Finally after several minutes of fucking my throat into submission he pulled out of me, my saliva coating his glistening cock. All I could do was pant and look uncertainly up at him, my mascara running down my face.

“That’s better,” he growled. “Realising your place, aren’t you?”

He pulled off his shirt, revealing his big, hairy, muscular chest. His stomach looked muscular and toned, with a trail of hair running from his belly button to his groin. He looked like a real fucking alpha male. He pulled off his trousers, revealing muscular, hairy, tanned thighs. His big cocked bobbed up and down as he moved and I realised I was staring at it.

Now get on your hands and knees,” he barked.

“What?”

“GET ON ALL FOURS, BITCH!!”

A small jolt of fear ran through me and I did what he said.

Ali knelt down behind me, and rubbed the thick head of his cock against my smooth pussy lips. He leaned over, and whispered in my ear:

“I’m about to make you my bitch, now. Understand?”

“Y– yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.”

And he forced his big, slick cock into me.

“Ffffuck!” I gasped as he pushed into my pussy. Ooph, he was so wide. So tight against my pussy walls. It hurt, like he was pushing me open. He slid back a little then pushed further in again.

“Oh… god…” I whimpered.

I tried to crawl forward but he grabbed my hips, holding me in place. God he was so strong. His whole body so muscular, and rigid with desire for me. He gripped my waist as he pushed his incredible cock further into me, tugging at my puss walls, stimulating me like crazy. The feeling of friction and stretching was a mix of intense pleasure and pain.

“That’s it,” he crooned. “Feel me take your pussy. Feel it. Feel me take it.”

“Mmmm…” I moaned, my eyes closed in bliss.

“Give it up to me.”

“Yes, Daddy, it’s yours,” I rasped, almost in a trance.

“Good girl. Good girl…”

Then he started slowly but powerfully fucking me, still holding me in place with his strong hands. Powerful, dominant thrusts that sensually stroked my pussy walls, stretched me and forced me open. The body language of domination, letting me know he’d conquered me and that he was in charge. And I fucking loved it. My pussy was so wet. And the orgasmic feeling building up inside me was incredible. He let go of my waist and placed his big hands on my ass cheeks, spreading them apart as he drove into me (I feel like all men love doing this and I’ve never understood why, but I knew it meant he was completely in lust with me now). He started really pounding me deep now, making my whole body rock with each brutal, beautiful thrust and making me yelp.

He placed his big hand on the back of my head and shoved my face down, so I was face down and ass up as he slammed his cock into my pussy.

“Arch your back,” he demanded, and I did so, feeling his dick getting slightly deeper in me at the end of the next thrust.

“You gorgeous fucking thing,” Ali snarled, pummeling my pussy in a blur of motion as I gasped and panted. He must have fucked me like that for almost five minutes, forcing yelps and whines and gasps out of me. I started to feel another orgasm growing in me, like this big, beautiful, dark, rainstorm cloud that was slowly swelling up in my body, hidden over the horizon, but it was coming. Oh it was coming. And it was going to be big.

“Daddy, I’m going to cum.”

“Good girl, good girl. Cum for me.”

“Yes, Daddy. Oh, fuck, keep pounding me.”

He started smashing his hips into me, jostling my body, making my booty shake, penetrating my so deep it almost hurt. He angled his hips so his cock started rubbing even more roughly against my G-spot. Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh–

“Fuuuuuuuuuuck!” I wailed, my leg shaking uncontrollably and my back arching as a massive orgasm like overwhelming light blew up inside of me. I think I might have squirted but I can’t remember. All I know is that my eyes were clenched shut and my neck was arched and I screamed for about half a minute as wave after wave of pleasure overwhelmed me as he battered my tight pussy with his magnificent big dick.

Finally I stopped cumming and tried to get a sense of what was going on but he was still relentlessly fucking me.

“You beautiful fucking thing,” he said, as I looked over my shoulder at him. Sweat was pouring down his broad, hairy chest. His muscles were bulging and his eyes were intense. He pulled out of me.

“Lie on your back.”

I obeyed him automatically.

“Good girl.”

I smiled coyly up at him.

He climbed on top of me, grabbed his cock and unceremoniously pressed it back into me, thrust deep in one powerful stroke.

“Ohh!” I gasped.

“That’s it. Take it like a good bitch. You’re my bitch now, understand?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

This seemed to drive him into a frenzy, he put his big hand around my throat and started slamming into me while I squealed and closed my eyes in ecstasy.

Then he took his hand away, kissed me on the neck, on the cheek, on the ear, the shoulder, the collar bone, and then my nipples.

I gasped in excitement, which he clearly liked and he started sucking hard on my nipples.

“Oh fuuuck,” I cried as he rammed into me.

“Open your eyes, bitch.”

I opened my eyes.

“Open your mouth, stick out your tongue.”

Of course I did so.

“I’m going to spit in your mouth, ok?”

I nodded my head and he spat into my mouth. I swallowed it and said what I knew would drive him wild.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

“Fuuuuck!”

He stroked the side of my face. “Listen, beautiful, I’m going to cum in you now and you’re going to be my obedient bitch from now on, okay?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He leaned down and kissed me passionately. I felt so surprised by this. It was so passionate, so, I don’t know… I think I realised there was tenderness in him. Our tongues swirled against each other, our lips caressing, and he gutturally roared in his throat as he started to cum. It sent me over the edge and I came again, my back muscles contracting of their own will and I screamed into his mouth as we snogged each other’s faces off while he kept cumming in me. Fuck, so much cum! He kept on thrusting and kissing me and spurting his cum into me while he stroked my face. Finally, he stopped. We pulled our faces apart, our cheeks flushed, both panting.

“Good girl,” he said.

We do that every Thursday evening, now. And yeah I do my job properly these days. He’s just asked me out, and I think I’m going to say…….. Yes?

***
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Sample Excerpt below from Punished by my Boss :-( – an intense story about a mistake-prone 22-year-old girl in her first job, and her looming, powerful, 40-year-old Managing Director, self-made millionaire Grant White:

My first day was pretty uneventful, though I was nervous. The offices were high ceilinged, with antique wooden flooring, white walls, big Victorian windows and small chandeliers. I was introduced to everyone, including Grant, who once again seemed to be looking into me with those dark eyes of his. We shook hands – and, looking back now, I think I felt something. Just a little bit of stress in my stomach? I felt the strength of his grip as I looked up at him.

“I think you’re going to be a good fit,” he said in a deep voice.

The thing was, though, it turned out I wasn’t. It’s always hard starting a new job. The pace was tough, and most of our clients were Very High Net Worth Individuals with exacting standards and big egos. I was a junior in the social and digital team and I made a few big mistakes – like sending the draft version of a PDF to a client instead of the final version. That might not sound like a big deal but when your clients have huge egos, strong opinions and expect only the very best, and each account is worth millions of pounds, that kind of thing is an issue. In one meeting I didn’t realise it was me who was supposed to be taking notes. Anyway it was just lots of little things like that, but it kept adding up.

Eventually I got called in for a meeting with Grant. This freaked me out! Why was it the Managing Director I had to see and not my manager, or her manager?

I found myself waiting outside his office late on a Thursday, after nearly everyone had gone home. I was sitting on an upholstered Louis XVI-style chair with red cushioning and an antique gold finish to the frame, nervously glancing over at Grant’s severe Executive Assistant, busily at work behind her huge iMac screen.

Eventually she looked up. “Grant will see you now.”

I got up, and slid open the huge sliding wooden door, painted white like everything else, that stretched from floor to ceiling. I stepped into Grant’s cavernous office and slid the door shut behind me. Looking up, I was intimidated by the sense of space. About twenty metres of dark wooden flooring stretched out between me and Grant’s big mahogany desk. There was a fireplace to my left, and oil paintings on the walls. There was a breakout area with a tasteful rug and some low easy chairs. But Grant was sitting at his desk, looking intently at me.

“Um, hi,” I mumbled, and walked towards him, my heels echoing click-clack in the high-ceilinged chamber. I felt his eyes burning into me as I walked towards him and I avoided eye contact, feeling a little self-conscious. It seemed to take an age to reach him, each clack of my heels on the wooden floor somehow making me feel more like the embarrassed centre of attention.

I reached his desk – there were two low-slung chairs in front of it.

“Take a seat,” he said in a deep, authoritative voice.

I sat down obediently.

“Sophie…” he said. “When I hired you, I felt I saw something special in you. And I can still see it. There is something special about you. But you’re not showing it. There’s too many mistakes–”

“I’m sorry.”

“Let me finish. These are very high profile clients. They’re demanding. They’ve got big egos and a sense of entitlement. If I met them in my personal life I wouldn’t give them the time of day. People that rich become like short tempered children. We mess up a couple of times and we lose them, along with millions of pounds. I’d have to let you go before that happened.”

“I’m sorry, sir!”

I blushed and my eyes went wide. I don’t know where the “sir” came from. I felt like such a fool. I hadn’t called anyone sir since Sixth Form. I went to private school before university and it was old fashioned there.

Grant chuckled – a deep, low rumble. A smirk crept across his face. And there was something intense in his eyes.

I mumbled apologetically, “Sorry, I don’t know where that came from.”

“It’s alright,” he said, reassuringly.

“How can we help you make less mistakes? Is it a focus thing? Are you stressed?”

“Um, I don’t think it’s a focus thing. Er, but, I am stressed…”

“Why’s that?”

“Well, it’s like, I’m still new here…”

“It takes time to settle in, I understand that.”

“And, er, I get stressed about the thought of making a mistake, but then the stress kind of, I think I rush things maybe and then that makes me make mistakes.”

Grant got up and casually sauntered around the desk. His large powerful legs looked good in his  grey tailored suit trousers. He leant against the front of the desk, arms folded, looking down at me.

“Try not to worry. And look, if it helps, I’ll bear that in mind. If stress is causing you to make mistakes, we can reduce your workload a little, and just know that I understand it takes a while to settle in.”

“Thank you,” I said, looking up at him. I glanced down for a moment and realised I was looking directly at his crotch. He looked very big down there. Let’s just say he had ‘presence’.

“Sophie?”

I looked away. Jesus, had he caught me staring? God I wanted to shrivel up and disappear. I looked up at Grant, there was a thoughtful expression on his masculine face, and he smiled politely. “We’re going to bed you in, okay? It’s going to be alright. I like having you here, ok?”

“Thank you. And um, I like working under you.”

Fuck! Why am I always embarrassing myself? Doing the wrong thing? Saying the wrong thing?!

There was that smirk on Grant’s lips again. “Glad to hear it.”

I stared up at him and gulped, feeling mortified.

He smiled. “Have you tried mindfulness for stress? Breathing exercises?”

“Um, no.”

“Well, try this. It can help in stressful moments. Breath in for four seconds, through your nose. Do it,” he said, calmly.

I did as he said, still looking up at him as I breathed through my nose.

“Good. Now hold.”

I held my breath.

“Now breathe out through your mouth for five seconds. That’s it, slowly.”

I realised I was blowing air on his groin. I hoped he didn’t notice. He shifted slightly.

“Good. Now, again,” he said in his deep, authoritative voice. “In through your nose, two, three, four. Hold. That’s it, good. Now, out through your mouth, slowly, two… three… four.”

We did this a couple more times, then he looked at me. “How are you feeling? Relaxed?”

“Um, yes.”

“Good.”

He went back around the desk and sat down again. “Don’t let me keep you. And don’t work too late today.”

I got up, and turned to leave. “Okay, I won’t”

“Good girl,” he said, already looking at an email.

My steps faltered for a split second. Did he really just call me that? I hurried out of there.

Things went ok for the next couple of weeks and I did feel I was improving at work. But then the most embarrassing thing possible happened. My landlord replaced my broken washing machine with a new model, and the first time I used it I somehow got the setting wrong. I shrunk ALL my clothes and only realised in the morning, before work. It wasn’t a work from home day either. The dress code is very strict and old fashioned at Zenith and I only had four appropriate outfits, all of them now shrunk. In the end, I went in in a very tight blouse and super short, shrunk skirt, hoping no one would notice.

At the end of the day, I got called into Grant’s office, and once again found myself nervously click-clacking towards him across the cavernous space.

“Sophie,” he said in his stern, deep voice. “I know this is a delicate topic, but that is not appropriate clothing for the workplace.”

“What do you mean?” I said, feigning ignorance and really hoping I could persuade him I hadn’t done anything wrong.

He sighed. “This skirt is far too short.”

I looked down at my bare legs. My tights had shrunk too and without them I felt even more exposed.

“It’s normal for Gen-Z,” I lied, starting to feel stressed. Was this the mistake that was going to get me fired?

“You don’t think that’s inappropriate?”

“Um, no?”

“You’d feel comfortable walking past my desk like that?”

“Uh, yes…”

“Do it, then.”

“Um… sure…”

I walked up and down while he watched me.

“Now come and hand me my stapler,” he ordered, darkly.

I walked around the desk, feeling his burning eyes on my smooth legs, feeling embarrassed. Avoiding eye contact with him and looking at the ground, I picked up his stapler, and handed it to him. I could tell he was staring at my legs and I felt so flustered, but also… flattered? Just a little horny? This was so fucked up.

“You think this is appropriate?” he said again in that deep voice.

“Yes,” I whispered, feeling humiliated.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

I obeyed. I felt utterly embarrassed, my cheeks burning. I was basically showing him my ass, my skirt was that short.

“You feel comfortable wearing this skirt to the office?”

“I promise, sir, uh– I mean– this is just a normal office skirt, I haven’t done anything wrong.”

“Yes you fucking have,” he growled. He seemed to be holding something back. “Turn around.”

I did so, and he stood up. He picked up a pen, all the while holding my gaze, and casually dropped it on the floor.

“Pick that up.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And prove you can do it in an appropriate manner for the workplace, in a skirt like that.”

I realised I couldn’t bend over. His gaze seemed to hold mine, to command it. I slowly crouched down, unable to look away from his stern expression, my eyes wide with something? Fear? Nerves? Anxiety? I realised I was turned on. But this wasn’t right. He was my boss. I was in so much trouble.

I got to my knees, and picked up the pen.

He looked down at me.

“Look at you,” he sneered. “Your skirt’s ridden up over your panties, for god’s sake.”

I gulped, staring nervously up at him.

He sat in his chair.

“Stand up.”

I obeyed, and stood up, not thinking to pull my skirt back down. I stood there, silently showing him my white cotton panties, blushing.

Grant swallowed. His jaw muscles tensed up like he was trying to restrain himself.

“You’re comfortable like this?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Bend over for me.”

I was turned on out of my mind at this point, unable to think more than two seconds ahead. I bent over the desk, showing him my pale ass and white cotton panties. He stood up, and stepped towards me.

“You’ve been a bad girl.”

“Yes, sir. I’m sorry.”

With one big hand he grabbed my hair, which I wasn’t expecting, pinning me against the desk.

“I’m going to have to punish you.”

I felt my pussy tingle. “Yes, sir.”

SPANK!

“Owwww!” I cried out in pain. My ass stung and throbbed where he’d spanked me. I couldn’t believe this was happening, this was so humiliating. I was a 22-year-old being spanked over her desk by her boss, for making too many mista–

SPANK!

“Oww!”

This was arousing me. I couldn’t believe it, but I was feeling this buzz of electricity swelling up in me.

SPANK!

“Aargh! It hurts!”

“Good. Now start apologising.”

SPANK!

“I’m sorry!”

SPANK!

“I’m sorry!”

SPANK!

“I’m sorreeeee!” I squealed, my eyes closed, my cheeks flushed, my pussy wet.

“And you won’t let it happen again?

SPANK!

“No sir!”

SPANK!

“Say it!” he growled.

SPANK!

“I won’t let it happen again, sir!”

“Good girl…”

He stopped. We were both panting, stunned. He held me in place by my hair. My pussy was dripping wet. What was he going to do next?

He sat back down in his chair. “Now make yourself presentable, and get out of my office.”

“Yes, sir.”

I staggered away, tugging my skirt down, stunned.

Click here to read the whole story: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FF5G7W6S
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