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SURRENDERING TO MY ROOMMATE’S BAD WHITE BOYFRIEND

BONUS CONTENT / MY BOSS IS MY SEXY WHITE DADDY


SURRENDERING TO MY ROOMMATE’S BAD WHITE BOYFRIEND

(And it was Amazing)

By

Sarah Hughes-Levitt


The first time I met Sean I was in my pajamas and felt a little embarrassed. Stacey had brought him home without warning me, which I was annoyed about. I don’t like having my space invaded, and somehow it feels extra embarrassing when the stranger who’s caught you on the sofa in pajamas eating crisps is some super sexy mean-looking white dude who looks at you like he’s judging you.

“Er, sorry, are you, er, Sean?” I said, looking bemused and throwing a glance at Stacey like ‘how are you just springing this on me?’.

“Yeah, that’s right. Nice to meet you,” said Sean, in a raspy voice. He had dark eyebrows and narrow, deepset brown eyes that pierced you. His cheekbones were great and he had a smile that made dimples in his cheeks. Holy fuck, he was hot. And just had this real bad energy like you know he’s going to bring drama into your life or suddenly flip out. I felt like he glanced up and down at my body, but I could have been wrong. Given what went on to happen, I probably wasn’t.

I spoke to Stacey after Sean went home.

“Umm, could you let me know if Sean’s going to come round? I was just here in my pajamas, you know?”

“Oh, I’m sure he didn’t mind.”

“No, but, like, I did.”

“I… really?”

“Yeah, just, you know, this is my home and it’s a private space and suddenly there’s a stranger here–”

“Well, he’s not a stranger, he’s my boyfriend.”

“Yeah but I haven’t met him before, and it’s a bit embarrassing to be in my pajamas."

“Honestly babe, it doesn’t matter, you don’t need to feel embarrassed. It’s just pajamas.”

“...Right. I just… Anyway, like, can you give me some warning next time he’s coming round?”

“You want a warning every time?”

“Er, yeah. Please.”

“Ok, fine.”

But Stacey only remembered about half the time. It was so annoying! One time I came out of the shower, a towel wrapped around my body and my bonnet on, to see Sean slouching on the sofa. He totally checked me out, and grinned. Urgh! Pervy white guy! I was a little surprised because, well, Stacey’s a very skinny white girl with a Taylor Swift aesthetic and I’m kinda… plump, I guess, and I usually wear drab clothes and not much make-up, I’ve got natural 4b hair, so, just a very different kinda gal from his girlfriend.

I reminded Stacey again to give me a heads up when Sean was going over and she kinda sighed like it was a joke but promised to do better.

She didn’t. And what was worse, Sean started sleeping over. I first realised this when I was woken up in the middle of the night by the sound of Stacey moaning. It took me a few seconds to work out what was going on. She sounded much more high pitched than she usually does and at first I thought she was crying or something, but then she moaned again:

“Hmmmnnnnnngh…”

Then:

“Ohhhhh… Oh!”

This kept going for what must have been several minutes until I got up to find my foam ear plugs. I put them in and grumpily got back into bed, but it wasn’t enough. Stacey’s cries got louder and louder, until she was basically wailing.

“OHHHH! OH! AHHHH! AHHHH!”

For fuck’s sake.

I put my pillow over my head, which made things a little better. But after a moment, a new noise entered the soundscape:

Thump, thump, thump, thump–

Stacey’s cries changed too.

“OH! OH! OH! AAH! AH! AHH!”

Jesus.

As the weeks wore on I felt a bit torn. I mean, I guess Stacey had a right to have her boyfriend over. She was paying half the rent. But four nights a week? Sometimes five? Without ever asking me? One time they woke me up having a furious row. I wish I didn’t hate confronting people so much – it gives me anxiety.

I got some specialist earplugs I bought online. It helped a bit, but the sounds of Stacey’s multiple brain-breaking orgasms still got through. I tried gently raising the issue with her, but she brushed me off and instead just rambled about how good in bed Sean was and that she loved his big dick.

Meanwhile, it felt to me like Sean was maybe flirting with me? Sometimes he’d compliment my outfits in a way that seemed inappropriate to me. I’d just smile and say thanks in a monotone voice. Again, I raised this with Stacey – I said he complimented me in a way that I preferred he didn’t. She just rolled her eyes and said that’s just how he is.

As Sean got more and more comfortable at my place, he’d start coming out of the shower in just a towel. Fuck, he was shredded. I mean, almost too much. There were angular lines from the muscle definition all over his taught body. He had a slightly hairy chest, a really flat stomach with a bit of a six pack, and some faded green-blue tattoos. He wore a fine gold chain that looked great draped over his collar bones. He’d keep the towel low round his waist, and there was a light trail of hair down from his belly button down to… Okay, if you’re wondering why I noticed all this in such detail, yes, I did think he was hot, even though I thought he was a dickhead. And if I was going to have to put up with him in my flat all the time, I felt it was payback that I could at least perv on him a bit.

Still, it was a bit much when he started occasionally lounging around in his boxers. He looked worryingly well-hung.

A part of me stopped being so bothered about the compliments he gave me – sometimes about my outfits (which was sus as a lot of the time round the apartment I’m a hoodie and sweatpants girl), and sometimes about my hair (less sus because I do moisturize the hell out of it and it does look good). He may have been mostly a dick, but damn he was sexy. All of Stacey’s friends fancied him. Anyway, it’s kind of nice knowing that like an elite sexy man thinks you look good.

One time, I was sitting at the kitchen table watching YouTube – Stacey was out for the evening at dance class – and as Sean walked behind me he gave me a casual shoulder massage. I decided to just let it happen. He had big, strong hands, and it felt kinda nice to let him touch me. It didn’t mean anything. He was just part of the furniture at this point. What had Stacey said again? He’s just like that.

His strong hands squeezed the muscles in my traps. His thumbs gently dug into some knots in my back. He worked his thumbs in carefully, dissolving one of the knots. I shuddered.

“You’ve got a lot of tension,” muttered Sean in his raspy voice.

“Yeah,” I said, a little self-conscious.

He worked my shoulders a little more.

“You’re good at that,” I said, making sure to sound very disinterested.

“Had a lot of practice,” said Sean.

He stopped, and went to get a snack from one of the cupboards.

The next Wednesday evening, when Stacy was at dance class again, he did the same thing. And the Wednesday after. I started looking forward to Wednesday evenings…

“Lean forward,” said Sean one evening as he was kneading my shoulders.

“Er, sure.”

He worked his hands further down my back than previously. Finding knots of tension in the muscles either side of my spine. He gently but firmly massaged them with his thumbs. It felt good. Then he dug in harder, really trying to crush those crunchy knots.

“Ooph,” I exclaimed.

“It’s gotta hurt a bit.”

“Right.”

I wondered whether we’d crossed a bit of a line. I wasn’t sure. But, fuck it, I’d brought this up with Stacey and she’d just rolled her eyes at me. She couldn’t complain, right?

Sean worked his masterful hands over my back for maybe a quarter of an hour. At some point, I realised we really had crossed some kind of line. He’d gone completely quiet. So had I. I liked the feeling of his hands on my body. And he clearly knew his way around a woman’s body – he sensually removed all the tension from my back. But fifteen minutes was very different from a thirty second friendly shoulder rub… This was a bit fucked up…

Still, I didn’t stop him. I didn’t want him to stop. My heart was beating hard. Finally, Sean stopped, and went and made himself dinner. When Stacey got home I went to my room while they watched TV in the living room.

Next Wednesday, I wore a strappy exercise top with bare shoulders and a bare lower back. I wondered whether he’d draw the line at touching my bare skin.

He did not.

I felt the warmth of his hands against my skin. His fingers pressed into me. Kneaded my flesh. We were both very quiet. Lost in the sensations. The taboo. Knowing this was wrong. Knowing we could never go any further.

He really crunched my shoulders. Looming over me from behind. I could feel his body heat.

Then he worked his way down my back, past the strappy top, and to my exposed lower back.

“Lean forward,” he said, trying very hard to sound monotone.

I did as he said, and felt his hands on the smooth skin of my lower back. He searched for knots, and dug in a little.

“Ooh!” I said.

“Hold still.”

He wrapped his hands around my waist to steady me. He had such big, strong hands. Fuck, I was definitely a little horny. Where would this end? We could never go any further. Oh the sense of frustration and guilt.

Sean dug his thumbs into my lower back for a little longer, then went and worked on his laptop.

The next week, he did something different.

“Go lie on the sofa, I can’t do your back properly otherwise.”

“Um, ok…” I said a bit awkwardly. I knew I shouldn’t be doing this. I didn’t really want to. But I also didn’t want to say no to him. Didn’t want to stop getting this sexy badboy’s attention…

I lay face down on the sofa, and wondered what he’d do next.

Sean placed one knee on the sofa, in between my thighs. The cushions dipped and he was almost toughing my inner thighs. He kept his other foot on the floor, and leaned over and started massaging my shoulders. Neither of us said a word. He moved his hands down my back, kneading and raking me. Caressing me. Digging into the muscles.

“Mmph…” I whimpered when he dug a thumb into a particularly deep knot.

“That’s good…” he said in a deep, reassuring voice.

His hands reached my lower back and subtly shifted position. His leg was now touching my inner thigh. And it felt electric.

Sean worked my lower back some more, his hands pressing hard against my bare skin. I realised I was feeling deeply horny. When had I last masturbated? This was too much. Sean shifted again. His knee was still on the sofa but now the sides of his muscular thigh were touching both my inner thighs and the top of his leg was resting gently against my ass. Okay, this was too much. This was blatant, and out of line. No denying what was happening here. This was wrong. But it felt so good. He was just so fucking sexy. He moved his thigh slightly, and squeezed my lower back with his big hands. An involuntary moan escaped my lips. Fuck! I felt so embarrassed. My cheeks flushed hot as Sean chuckled.

There was a pause and some rustling. I half got up on one elbow and turned to see what was happening. Sean pulled his top off. His chest was bigger up close. There was something sexy about the the triangle of hair at the top of his pecs. His whole body was so hard and toned and tanned. His ab muscles weren’t big but they were so well defined. His tattoos seemed so casual and careless. And that strip of hair leading from his belly button down to… I snapped out of it.

“Hey, what are you doing?!”

I wriggled around and was now on my back, up on my elbows, looking up at him as his legs pinned me to the sofa. I suddenly felt vulnerable – my wide-eyed gaze pierced by Sean’s intense brown eyes.

He smiled seductively. “I want you, Jada.”

“But… Stacey…”

Sean leaned slowly forward. I could feel his body heat. See his shredded physique up close. Smell the scent of his warm skin. My mouth went dry.

“We shouldn’t…” I whispered.

Sean kissed me. Slowly. On the lips. It felt so good. He was a really good kisser. I had this burst of guilt, this sudden impulse that I was definitely going to stop him. It was my duty. But… I didn’t… I felt myself yield to him. We kissed passionately. He breathed in deeply through his nose, inhaling my scent, and stroked my face with his right hand.

I brought a hand up behind his head and stroked his hair. I’d only been with one white guy before so it felt a bit strange to me. But still nice. Kinda silky.

Sean stopped holding his body up and lay on top of me, his warm muscular body pressing into me. He stopped kissing me for a second then kissed me on the cheek, then the side of the neck. I let out a small gasp, and he moved to my throat, kissing hungrily down to my collar bone.

“You sexy fucking thing…” he whispered to himself, then he suddenly moved down to my waist, lifted up my top and planted hot sloppy kisses across my stomach.

“Sean, we’ve gotta stop…” I said.

“I need you, Jada.”

“This is cheating…”

“It’s not cheating if you don’t touch my dick.”

Then he kissed me on my jeans, right where my pussy was, and I moaned. Sean pressed his face hard into the spot, moaning to himself in a low, masculine growl. Some part of me let go. I needed this. I wanted this so bad. It was going to feel so good. Animal lust took over and I felt myself surrender. Sean started unbuttoning my jeans and I lifted my ass off the sofa so he could pull them off. I felt stupid with my socks still on but he yanked them off and kissed my ankle, then my calf, then my thigh, then my inner thigh… I moaned again. My pussy was wet.

Sean pressed his face against my black panties and kissed my pussy lips through the material. Then he kissed my other inner thigh. By this point I was moaning at everything he did. Just assume that going forward!

He kissed across my stomach again just above my panties, then brought his hand up and brushed the back of his hand against my pussy lips, making me shudder. Then finally he grabbed the sides of my panties and slowly, very slowly, pulled them off. He stopped, teasingly, just before revealing my pussy, then ripped them off.

“Fuck…” he growled, gazing at my pussy as I lay there feeling vulnerable beneath him. “I knew you’d have a gorgeous pussy.”

He leaned down and lovingly, sloppily, kissed at my pussy, moaning to himself as I really started to get loud. I felt his hot tongue enter me and again heard him let out a gravely moan as he seemed to savour the taste of me. His flat tongue made its way up to my clit and firmly brushed against it. I was in ecstasy now, completely lost in the moment. Sean grabbed my hips with his strong hands and started devouring my pussy. He lapped and kissed and slurped like he was in love with it. Then he started really focusing on my clit – up and down, side to side, round and round, faster and faster. He finally settled on up and down and started really intensely massaging it. I felt an orgasm building. Oh God. It was so good. So good. So good. So…

“Aaaaaahhhh!” I wailed, as my hips started bucking. “Oh, Goddd!”

My back arched and my hips started bucking so wildly that I thought I’d throw him off, but he gripped me in those powerful hands and kept worshipping my pussy and waves of pleasure flooded through my body and mind. My heart pounded in my chest and my pussy felt like it was throbbing as the last waves of a beautiful orgasm pulsed out of my clit. Then I got too sensitive and I reached down to prize his face away.

Sean moved to my stomach again, kissing me all over. He knelt up a little and I could see he was rock hard underneath his jeans, straining to get out. He pulled my top off over my head, then reached underneath me and undid my bra. He pulled it off me, and his expression became even more intense.

“You’re fucking gorgeous,” he said, then pressed his hard body against me and kissed my neck. Then my ear, which made me melt. Then we kissed passionately on the lips again as I felt his hard cock pressing into my thigh through his jeans.

After kissing me some more he slid down my body and licked my nipples, then started sucking on one while his hand squeezed my other breast. Then he couldn’t resist, and moved down to my pussy and started eating me out again. This time he inserted two big fingers and started rubbing my G-spot while his tongue danced over my clit. He increased the pressure of his fingers, moaning to himself, and I felt another orgasm building. Then he increased the speed, fucking me with his fingers while he lapped insatiably at my clit. The two sensations intertwined – fuck, it was too much – overwhelming, and I– I–

“OHHHH!” I cried, my whole body shuddering. “OH GODDDD!”

It was exquisite and powerful and a bit too much.

“Good girl,” growled Sean as he kissed his way up my body.

He stood up, and I came face to face with the powerful shape straining through his jeans. I gulped. He took off his belt.

“Umm…” was all I managed.

Then he started unbuttoning his fly.

“Uh, you said… It wouldn’t be cheating if I didn’t…”

“It’s not really cheating if we don’t fuck, beautiful. But I need you to touch my cock.”

He pulled down his jeans, and his enormous cock was stretching his white boxers so far that there was a gap between his waistband and his stomach. I could make out the full shape of his dick and there was a wet patch of precum at the tip. It was shocking.

I heard a deep voice from above me. “Take off my boxers.”

“Umm…”

“Do it.”

“O– Okay.”

“Good girl.”

That made my pussy purr, and I lost my mind for a moment. I brushed the back of my hand against his rock hard dick through his underwear. I gave it a squeeze. It was so thick. Finally I place my hands on his waistband and then… Pulled down his underwear.

His huge pink cock sprung up and bobbed in my face, lewd and swollen and big and throbbing.

Sean stroked my face with his strong hand.

I gulped.

“Kiss it,” rasped Sean.

I leaned forward, puckered my full lips, and felt the warm, firm, head of his cock press against my lips. It felt so naughty, so obscene, so wrong… and I felt so horny.

‘Mwah.’

A little of his precum lingered on my lips. It tasted salty.

I looked up at him – his eyes were intense with lust. He looked consumed with it.

“You beautiful fucking thing…” he murmured. Then: “Suck my cock, Jada.”

There was something about his arrogance, his dominance, and, yeah, his eyes and cheekbones. This isn’t a guy I’d want to date. But right now, it would be so much fun to suck his dick.

I leaned forward again, and took him in my warm mouth. He sighed in ecstasy.

“Jesus Christ…” he whispered, almost trance-like.

His dick felt warm and hard in my mouth. Harder than I was used to, if I’m honest. His girth and length was almost too much for me and I really had to remember to relax the back of my throat. I pressed my tongue firmly against the underneath of his dick and heard him moan with pleasure. I realised I was moaning too. I let my lips tightly caress his shaft as I bobbed my head up and down. Sean groaned again and gently stroked my face.

“So beautiful…” he whispered.

We stayed like that for several minutes – me sat on the sofa, him standing over me as I slowly worshiped his dick, both of us completely naked, almost in silence apart from his heavy breathing and the sound of my slurping. It was one of the hottest few minutes of my life. I found myself really getting into it – after a few minutes I took him out of my mouth and licked the underneath of his shaft slowly from base to tip, coating him with my saliva.

“Oh…my…God…” he croaked, almost overcome with pleasure.

I repeated it, moaning this time as I did it. His whole body tensed. I’d swear I nearly gave him an aneurysm. I slowly licked his dick several more times, making eyes at him as he stroked my face and whispered praise and showered me with compliments. Then I grabbed the base of his dick and started planting kisses all over him. Big, sloppy, wet kisses.

‘Mwah… mwah… mwah…’

At this point he basically lost his mind. “Oh… Jada… You’re incredible… I need to fuck you… I need your beautiful body… I have to have you…”

“But you said… We said…”

“It’s not cheating if she treats you like shit. You don’t owe her anything…”

“It’s still wrong…”

Sean leaned down and kissed me passionately on the lips. I felt myself melt. Felt my pussy throb. He reached down and cupped my pussy possessively. He gently caressed it and I moaned. But…

“Sean, we shouldn’t…”

He kissed the side of my neck and inhaled my scent. He slowly pushed me into the deep cushions of the sofa… He got on top of me… I felt the warm pressure of his big white dick resting against my pussy lips. Christ it was hot as hell. Sean stroked my face again and we kissed fiercely and sloppily, our tongues intertwining, warm and wet and hot and rough. He pulled away and looked at me.

“I need you, Jada.”

I just looked at him, wide-eyed.

He tilted his hips slightly, and I felt the thick head of his cock push past my lips. My eyes widened even further and I let out an involuntary moan: “OH!”

He was so thick, it was almost too much. I felt myself stretching open. Sean looked me in the eye, and thrust several more inches of his big cock in me. My eyes rolled back in my head and I let out a long low moan, my left leg shaking a bit.

“Goood giiirl…” whispered Sean, and I swear I nearly came when he said that.

Sean pulled almost all the way out and slowly pushed back in. It felt so tight, he was pressing so firmly against the walls of my pussy, but I was so wet he slid in relatively easily and I sighed with pleasure. He started slowly increasing the power of his thrusts, getting slightly deeper into me each time. Sometimes I’d whimper when he got deeper. It was sensually overwhelming. His hard body pressed firmly against my soft body, that warm, skin-to-skin contact. His breath in my ear. His hand stroking my face. His big dick driving deeper and deeper into me. I mewled involuntarily, entangled in sensuality.

“Oh, fuck… Jada…” murmured Sean.

He put a hand on my shoulder, holding me in place against the cushions, and started really fucking me, hammering his dick into me.

“Oh!” I wailed. “Oh! Oh! Ahh!”

Fuck it felt so good. So intense and explosive and powerful and sexual. His thick hard dick stretching and rubbing against the walls of my pussy. Hard and fast and deep. Urgently. Possessively. I could feel his lust. Feel his deep desire for me. Harder and harder. Faster and faster. I felt an orgasm building up in me. Normally it’s very hard to make me cum just from penetration, I need my clit stimulated. But just occasionally… Oh god I could feel it building. Deep and hot and primal. From deep within my body. From deep in my subconscious. Coming up from the deep…

“Oh my god, I’m gonna… I’m… I’m gonna… I’m- SEAN!!! OHHHHHH! SEAAAAN!!! OH! MY! GOD! FUCK!”

I realised I was squirting, my body shaking, my eyes clenched shut, it was almost painful it was so good. I was doing the stanky leg, shivering and wailing as I came and came, ecstasy exploding through my body, hot and wet and incredible. Fuck, this guy was incredible. I loved his dick. His sexy body. The way he desired me.

He leaned down and kissed me fiercely, hungrily, cupping my face. I grabbed the back of his head and pulled him into me, appreciating his weird silky white guy hair. I actually clenched my fist and pulled his hair a bit. God damn it was incredible.

Sean looked at me. “I need to fuck you from behind, baby.”

I got up and turned around, kneeling and looking out over the back of the sofa, pointing my ass and pussy at him.

“Good girl. Fuck, you’re sexy.”

Sean kissed the back of my neck, savouring the taste of me. I smiled and moaned, my pussy hot and dripping. He caressed my back and shoulders appreciatively, then kissed his way down my back, lingering on each kiss and once again inhaling my scent. Then he planted kisses all over my ass, gave my right buttcheek a playful slap, and kissed me on the pussy. I yelped and then felt the head of his dick against my lips. He pushed in – from that angle it’s harder to enter me I always find – so he had to push more firmly, almost a little painfully given his size, but when he pushed into me, his rock hard dick pressed against my g-spot so powerfully I realised he was going to make me cum again.

“Can I pull your hair?”

I don’t always like having my hair touched, but fuck it. “Yes.”

He grabbed my hair, his grip firm, and placed another hand against my waist as he pushed his dick into me and I found myself moaning once again. He started fucking me hard, picking up more and more speed.

“God damn, you beautiful fucking thing!” Sean rasped, as I clenched my eyes and wailed. I felt my ass jiggling and a little sweat forming in the dip in my lower back. My scalp tingled where he was pulling my hair, and my pussy throbbed and pulsed from each rough, powerful thrust. The underside of his shaft rubbed against my g-spot with such force I felt another orgasm building in me, expanding in me from deep within my body. I bit my lower lip and concentrated on the sensations as Sean rambled semi-incoherently about how beautiful and sexy I was. Then I finally made out what he was saying:

“I’m gonna cum, Jada, I’m gonna cum in you! You gorgeous fucking sexy thing! I have to cum in you! I need you! I need you! I need you!”

“Seeeaaan!” I warbled, my own orgasm building.

“OH FUCK! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

I felt his hot cum spurting into me. So much cum. My own orgasm exploded and I wailed, hurting my throat, clenching my eyes and clenching my fists. “Oh, Sean! OH GOD! OH GOD! OH GODDDD!!!”

It was like hot wet pleasure rushing through every part of my body, my heart pounding in my chest, my pussy contracting as Sean’s big dick continued to thrust into me and cum in me.

Finally we stopped, and collapsed onto the sofa, Sean kissing my neck and shoulders. Eventually I turned over and we kissed and cuddled for a bit. I tried very hard not to think about how wrong what we’d done was. Stacey was due back in half an hour, so we both showered as quickly as possible and I went into my room.

I moved out a few weeks later, feeling too guilty to look Stacy in the eye. She and Sean broke up like a month later due to some row they had on a night out – she still doesn’t know about me.

As for me and Sean, we fuck two or three times a week. He’s made some vague hints that he could be my boyfriend, but I don’t know, I’m just not sure he’s boyfriend material. Damn is he a good lay, though.

***

Please leave a review, it helps so much. For more stories from the Good Girls series, click here: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FF69P99H. If you want to join my mailing list for occasional updates on when the new stories, bundles and deals are coming out you can find out how here: https://bit.ly/3HZilMl


BONUS CONTENT / MY BOSS IS MY SEXY WHITE DADDY

Sample Excerpt below from My Boss is My Sexy White Daddy – a story about a young, overachieving and insecure Black woman at a big corporation, who catches the eye of her powerful, tall, handsome CEO. It starts with him realising her talent is being underappreciated by her problematic manager, but after she makes an embarrassing mistake – her kindle downloads some erotica on the workplace wi-fi – he is forced to discipline her.

Over a month passed and things mostly went back to normal. It seemed Hannah really had managed not to gossip about my secret shame (!), which, to be fair, would have been a big breach of workplace law if she had (I obsessively googled the issue) and my colleagues seemed genuinely none the wiser. And I was doing well at my job. I’m conscientious, driven, and I genuinely find marketing really interesting and I was definitely starting to feel I’d got the hang of my role at Zenith.

But then I got another email:

Jennifer

There has been another breach of workplace policy and I have to say I’m disappointed. We can speak informally about the issue at 5pm and you can decide whether you’d like to go through a formal process.

J

Fuck!!! What was it this time?! It couldn’t be my Kindle, I’d unticked the connect automatically box for the wifi.

As it turned out, it was the fucking Kindle. It had somehow forgotten my settings. I replaced it with a new one after that, and threw it in the river.

So I found myself sheepishly walking towards Julius’ desk again, feeling like a girl in the headmaster’s office. Julius’ intense stare seemed to be looking right into me, seeing past all my layers and regarding the real me, naked and afraid. He stood up, towering over me, and ushered me to the breakout area where we sat in easychairs.

“Jennifer…”

“I’m so sorry, I’ll throw away the kindle!”

“I’m beginning to wonder if I overestimated you. I hear you did a good job on the Protocol campaign, but, this… Once can be considered bad luck, maybe, but twice begins to look… Like you might not be an appropriate fit for Zenith. I had been in talks about promoting you…”

I didn’t know what to say, I just stared at him. Julius rolled his eyes, stood up, and paced. “I almost wonder if this was really an accident. I mean you’d have thought an intelligent girl like you would avoid making the same mistake twice. I know some people get off on getting caught…”

He let the unspoken question linger in the air.

I looked up at him, overwhelmed at this point. “No, I… I swear I turned off autoconnect on my Kindle. I really did.”

“It didn’t occur to you to completely forget the network?”

“No, in case I needed–”

“Bear in mind you’re not supposed to connect personal devices to work wifi anyway.”

“Yes.”

“And then there’s the issue that you’re bringing a device with adult material on it into the workplace.”

“You make it sound like I’m bringing in porn!” I whined.

Julius took out a folded piece of paper from the inner pocket of his suit jacket. He unfolded it, and read aloud, in his deep voice: “Punished by my Boss - a HOT humiliation, praise kink and Alpha Dom story.”

He looked up at me, and my voice seemed to dry up, I couldn’t be more embarrassed and humiliated. I wanted to disappear. I felt this tugging in my chest and my cheeks glowed hot. Was it weird that I got a little wave of something else when he said those words?

He read on: “Owned by my Bully, Dominated by my Younger Boss. There’s a lot of stuff by the same author here. You a big Sarah Hughes-Levitt fan?”

I stood up, trying not to cry. “Please accept my resignation. I need to leave this job.”

I turned to leave–

“SIT DOWN, JENNIFER” boomed Julius.

I turned and stared at him. Something about the look on his face. I felt I’d better obey. I trotted meekly back to my chair and sat down.

“It’s hard to find good staff. I dug into your work on the Protocol campaign and you’re clearly an overanxious overachiever with rare talent. Yes, you’ve made two massive blunders, but I want you to go on an information security course as you clearly have a blindspot there. The company will pay, of course. And I want your solemn promise that you’ll be as good as gold going forward.”

“I…” I felt like crying. “I can’t work here anymore. It’s humiliating.”

My eyes were welling up. “You know all my most embarrassing secrets. You probably think I’m disgusting–”

Julius chuckled. “Jennifer, let me tell you something. I’m older than you. I’m experienced, and I’ve seen a lot. This–” he indicated the sheet of paper, “is nothing. We had a Head of Finance years ago who was rumoured to be into asphyxiation.”

I stared at him. My throat muscles felt tight and I shook my head. “I have to leave.”

I started to get up–

“JENNIFER.”

I sat down again. He was just someone you obeyed.

“Look. Maybe this will help. You feel embarrassed because I know that about your frankly pretty run of the mill sexual fantasies. It’s an imbalance. Would it help if I told you some of the erotica I read?”

My jaw dropped. I just stared at him for I don’t know how long.

There was a twinkle in his eye. “Well? Would that make you feel on a more even footing?”

“Uh… maybe…”

“The last three I read were titled, Caught by my Husband, Punishing the Secretary, and… Spanked Over My Desk.”

We looked at each other. Julius cocked an eyebrow. “So now we’re even.”

“Er… I suppose so…”

I had never thought about Julius in a sexual context before. Suddenly, a part of me was viewing him in a whole new light. He looked at me with those piercing eyes.

I blinked back. “Umm, thank you for… being honest with me. And showing your trust in me.”

“So, will you stay?”

“Uh, yes.”

“Good. That’s brilliant. Take my number, you can WhatsApp me if you have more workplace issues we need to discuss or if you ever want a bit of mentoring or advice.”

He gave me his number, then stood up, and for the first time I noticed how muscular his legs were. And how well filled the front of his suit trousers were.

“Well don’t let me detain you,” he said, looking down at me – had he caught me looking? “You’ll get an email about the info security course.”

“Thank you, sir–” I said, standing up. “Sorry, I mean, just, thank you.”

“You can call me sir, if you like.”

We looked at each other. Oh fuck. Did he mean… There was this charge in the air, for maybe just two seconds, as we stood about two feet apart and looked at each other. I’d just suddenly felt this little burst of arousal. Like this pulse travelling through my body.

“Um, yes, s– er, yes,” I stammered.

Julius just smiled at me.

“Thanks for everything,” I managed, and left.

Click here to read the rest of the story: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FHQ2M4TW
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