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My Boss is a Life-Wrecking Demon
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I’m fixing up some Excel spreadsheets when Mr. Chang throws a folder onto my desk. I hide my clenched fists. What does my boss want now? I’ve already fetched his mid-afternoon snack (not to mention his breakfast, mid-morning snack, first lunch, and second lunch), made him 5 cups of coffee (not to mention his hourly cup of green tea), and given him spreadsheets compiling data for the first fiscal quarter (not to mention the spreadsheets that I’m currently working on now). 

“I want you to come into the office on Saturday,” he says.

I blink. “Um, I have plans—”

He waves my objection away. “Cancel them. I want you to finish these reports. Mr. O’Connell’s PA was supposed to finish them, but well, he fired her. So I volunteered you for the task.”

I force myself to take a deep breath. Inside, however, I’m screaming with fury. It’s not enough that I work 60 hours from Monday to Friday, but this son of a bitch also wants me to come to this hellhole on Saturday? Hell to the no. “I’m happy to work on the reports from home—”

He shakes his head. “I want you in the office with me.”

Don’t kick your boss in the balls, don’t kick your boss in the balls, don’t kick your boss in the balls. I force myself to smile. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Mr. Chang.”

“Be here at 7 AM, Miss Song.”

It takes every ounce of my willpower to not lift my computer and throw it through the window of his stupidly big office. My boss is a life-wrecking demon. I was supposed to go on a coffee date tomorrow with Elliott, a cute guy who goes to my gym. Guess that’s not going to happen. Exhaling, I text Elliott, Sorry, can’t go out for coffee tomorrow. My demon boss is making me work overtime ): 

His reply is immediate: Sorry to hear that. Maybe we can grab dinner tomorrow night instead?

A smile lights up my face. I type, That’d be great! I’ll let you know when I get out of work.

My computer pings. An email from my boss:

No texting at work, Miss Song. 

Damn life-wrecking demon. My blood boils with anger, and I impulsively write:

Dear Mr. CFO (aka Cock-sucking Fucking Ogre),

Eh, not my most clever insult, but whatever. It gets the point across.

I hate you. And I don’t use that word lightly. A lot of people say they hate their bosses, but I truly hate you. You make me work ridiculous, INHUMAN hours. Because of you, I have a nonexistent social life. And look at all of my gray hairs! They weren’t there before I started this *FUCKING TERRIBLE* job. Also, I hate you because you can eat SO MUCH FOOD yet still have a six-pack. WHERE’S THE JUSTICE IN THAT?!?!

I hope you choke on your green tea.

Sincerely, 

Miss Song

Wow, writing that felt good. Then without thinking, I hit send.

Oh. Shit.

I HIT SEND.

I SENT AN EMAIL TO MY BOSS. AN EMAIL IN WHICH I CALLED HIM A COCK-SUCKING FUCKING OGRE.

Panic yanks me into its grip. This is definitely a fireable offense. People at O’Connell, Thompson, and Taylor Enterprises have been asked to leave for less. 

“Miss Song!”

I flinch at Mr. Chang’s voice. Oh, he is pissed. 

He stands in front of my desk, glowering at me. “My office now, Miss Song.”

Like a good employee who would never send a profane email to her boss, I nod and say meekly, “Okay, Mr. Chang.”

Bye, bye, steady paycheck and health insurance. Hello, unemployment and poverty. 

When I step into his office, he barks, “Sit,” and I obey. Then he pulls down the curtains and shuts the door, ensuring that there will be no witnesses to the hell that he is sure to rain down upon me. I gulp. Oh God, oh God, oh God. I am so screwed, so unbelievably screwed.  

“Needless to say, Miss Song, I was surprised when I read your email,” he says in an ice-cold voice. “It contained quite a bit of profanity, in addition to a few instances of highly unnecessary capitalization.”

I wince. “Should I start packing my things?” I ask, blinking away tears. I loathe this job, but it pays well and has good health insurance. I need this job.

“I haven’t decided yet.” Then, causing me to go still with shock, he runs a finger down my cheek. The touch is utterly G-rated, but somehow, it feels intimate, like he’s done much more than touch my face. 

“Are bosses supposed to touch their employees like that?”

“Are employees supposed to call their bosses cock-sucking fucking ogres?”

Touche.

“I want to punish you,” he continues, “but I’m afraid the punishment I have in mind wouldn’t be approved by HR.”

Discomfort creeps into me when I notice the lust in his dark brown, almost black eyes. Underneath the discomfort is something else...something a lot like his lust. “What?”

“I want to lift up your skirt and spank that tight ass of yours.”

Um, what the fuck? I exclaim, “You pervert!” I attempt to ignore the wetness in my panties. Ag, I should be disgusted, not turned on. In my defense, my boss is objectively hot. He’s all lean muscle, and on more than a couple of occasions, strangers have mistaken him for a member of BTS. Also, I haven’t had sex in 6 months. I would fucking squirt in my skirt at the sight of a cute guy eating grapes. 

“Are you telling me you don’t find the idea appealing? Because I bet if I put a finger in your underwear right now, you would be far from dry, Bella.”

My panties turn wetter from his cocky, dirty words. God, what is wrong with me? “I should report you to HR.”

“Like I should report your email?”

Bastard. “You’re the worst.”

“You don’t become the CFO of a multibillion-dollar company by possessing good morals.”

“So...I let you spank me and you let me keep my job?”

“Precisely.”

Am I really going to do this? I should walk away and keep my dignity. Sure, I’ll be out of a job, and I might or might not be able to pay rent and I might or might not end up begging for coins at the closest 7-Eleven. 

Fuck.

I’m going to let him spank me.

Faking nonchalance, I ask, “How are we doing this? I bend over your desk and you start smacking my ass?”

He shakes his head, sitting down. “I want you bent over here,” he says, patting his knee.

My face reddens. This is going to be very humiliating. “You’re an asshole.”

“Maybe, but right now, I’m your daddy.”

Puke. In. My. Mouth. 

At least that’s what my mind is saying. My soaked panties are saying completely different things. Ugh, my body is so stupid.

I walk toward him, each step like a knife to my pride. As soon as I’m close enough, he takes hold of my hips. “I’ve been wanting to do this ever since I first laid eyes on you,” he says, caressing my ass. 

“Pig,” I say through clenched teeth, paying no heed to the throbbing under my skirt. The second I get home, I’m going to town with my vibrator.

“Oh, this is going to be so much fun.” He pulls me down and bends me over his knee. I squirm, my body burning with indignation—and okay, fine, with lust too. I’ve been celibate for half a year, remember? Don’t judge me.

I gasp when he yanks up my skirt and I feel the air conditioning hit my exposed skin. Flushing, I remember that I put on a tiny little black thong this morning.

“Such skimpy underwear,” he says. “Did you somehow know I was going to spank you today?”

I roll my eyes. “Every day, I decide on what to wear with you foremost in my mind.”

“I knew it.”

“Can we get this over with?”

“No, I’m enjoying this too much.” He rubs the crotch of my thong, making me writhe. Oh my God.

“Hey, you’re only supposed to...” I’m cut off when he finds my clit and I moan.

“Are you asking me to stop?”

I’m ashamed of myself when I breathe, “Don’t stop.” Being horny makes me ridiculously stupid. I should be slapping the smugness off his face or punching him in his groin, not going crazy with arousal.

He slides a finger inside my underwear. A gasp flies out of my throat when his finger enters my sex. My boss is fingering me. And I am loving it.

“You’re so wet, Bella,” he says, his finger feeling so much more satisfying than my vibrator.

“Shut up, Mr. Chang.”

He laughs. “Still being so formal with me? I’m finger-fucking you. I think we should be on a first-name basis.”

“You’re an asshole, Bryan.” I groan as he drives his finger deeper into me. I should hate his touch like I hate everything else about him, but my body refuses to cooperate with my brain. When he pulls his finger out before I can come, I can’t help shouting, “What the fuck?”

“It’s time to spank you.”

“But...but...” Ag, I need to shut up and preserve what’s left of my (nearly nonexistent) dignity.

“You’ve been a naughty employee. You think you deserve to come?”

“Never mind,” I mutter. 

Smack.

I catch my breath, somehow enjoying the sting. Am I kind of a masochist? More of my juices soak my thong when he spanks me again. I guess I am.

“Christ, seeing you like this has got me so damn hard,” he says before giving my ass another slap.

“Punishing women gets you off? Psychopath.” 

“Only punishing you.”

He spanks me 7 more times, then slips his finger into my panties again. He touches my nub and caresses my folds, but it’s not enough to bring on an orgasm. Then he pulls me up into a sitting position and wraps an arm around me. He raises his finger to my lips. “Suck my finger like you would suck my cock.”

“Excuse me?”

“Do
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