

    
        
          Billionaire Bosses & Pain:  3 Hot Office Shorts

        

        
        
          Daisy Rose

        

        
          Published by Daisy Rose, 2016.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BILLIONAIRE BOSSES & PAIN:  3 HOT OFFICE SHORTS

    

    
      First edition. May 31, 2016.

      Copyright © 2016 Daisy Rose.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1311869722

    

    
    
      Written by Daisy Rose.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Look Inside Office Domination

Look Inside Office Lust

Look Inside Office Tease

Office Domination

Exclusive Interview

Watch Her Scream

Strip, Vibrate, And Buy Coffee

Exhibitionist

Spanked, Fucked

Office Lust

Hiring Process

Strip or Leave

Spanked

Spreadeagle Meeting

Fuck Toy

Anywhere

Completion

Office Tease

Intern In Lust

Billionaire's Secret

One Night In Bondage

Naked In The Office

Exhibitionist

Ropes, Ties, And Other Things

Balcony Spanking

Exhibitionism and Sex

Change

Sneak Peek: Taken In Public By The Transit Strangers

Sneak Peek: Taken In Public By The Doctors

Sign up for Daisy Rose's Mailing List

Further Reading: Hot Group Action Book Bundle

Also By Daisy Rose

About the Author

​​​​​​​Look Inside Office Domination

"Do you like being watched, slut?" he growled, his voice a deep lustful vibration that went straight to my lady bits. I crossed my legs, feeling a wetness beginning to grow there already. 

The nonchalant way he had addressed me while he was finger fucking her had turned me on immensely. Everything about him was magnetic. I watched as he continued to tease her clit with his thumb while thrusting his fingers inside her wet pussy. 

"Tell me," he commanded, fingers pushed knuckle deep inside her as he pinched down on her nipple and pulled. 

"Ahh... yess!" she screamed, arching her body towards him. 

A delicious chill ran though me, igniting every nerve, every vessel in my body. He turned to me in an instant, as if he could feel the change in me. 

Her hands started moving to his trousers, looking for the straining member between his legs. "I want to touch you too," she begged, her voice a whimper. 

He stopped moving and turned to look at her dead on the eyes. "No," he said in a deep authoritative voice that vibrated through the air. 

She froze up, hands hovering awkwardly just above his pants. 

"I don't let dirty cunts touch me," he growled. "I want you to cum from just my fingers," he demanded. 

She threw her head back and moaned when his fingers started pumping in her in quick succession. She was panting and moaning, unable to catch her breath as he alternated between pinching her right and left nipples while filing her tight pussy with his long fingers. 

"Do you want to cum?" he asked. 

"Yes!" 

He paused and closed his lips to her ears, saying loud enough for me to hear, "Beg for it." 

"Let me cum! Please!" she all but screamed, her eyes clenched shut, fingers fisting tightly over her sides as she tried to control her body's reaction. 

"Louder."

Look Inside Office Lust

Heat radiated from him in waves, calming me despite how vulnerable I was.

"Are you wet yet?" he asked, breath tickling the flesh on my inner thighs. I squirmed and struggled to get away, but the bondage holding me up was merciless. The more I moved, the more the weights attached to my nipples swung, pulling my nipples until they felt as if they were being torn from my body. The mixture of pain and pleasure that coursed through me was unbearable.

He fingered my cunt, trailing kisses on my inner thighs until his lips finally touched my wet pussy. He began licking and sucking my clit while he continued fingering my pussy. Then, he moved his fingers from my pussy to the puckered hole behind it.

I began to scream through the gag, wanting him to stop but yet, secretly loving everything he was doing to me. I had never been fucked in the ass before. It was the one thing that remained sacred to me.

He pushed his finger in through the entrance, penetrating inside the same time he inserted his tongue into my pussy. I tried to relax my muscles there but found that I was utterly on the edge, unable to do anything. My body was no longer my own, a slave to the sensations he was introducing to it.

When he joined his finger with another, I felt myself being stretched to the limit and I wanted to scream "Enough!" Instead, saliva dripped from the sides of my mouth and any noise beyond strangled screams and moans were impossible.

He pulled his fingers free abruptly and replaced it with something cold and hard. I realized that he was putting a butt plug inside me, forcing the plug to be embedded into my virgin asshole.

The entire time he was sodomizing my asshole, he was eating me out with the expertise that I would not expect of a man of his wealth and power.

I felt myself soaring close to the edge. Then, he stopped abruptly and stood back, as if he was admiring his work.

The sound of the door knocking echoed in my ears and I blushed beet red immediately. He had company.

Surely he wasn't going to let them in? Not the state I was in-

"Come in," he said.

The sound of the door opening was the most ominous sound I have ever heard in my life. Then, the gasp of the man who entered.

"Have a seat," Trent insisted, abandoning me completely, butt plug, nipple clamps and all. 
Look Inside Office Tease

Andrea was still in the office, eyes glued determinedly at the screen. I felt a breeze blow over my exposed bottom half. The icy wind against my heated skin only compounded my fear and increased my heartbeat even more. I knew there was only one thing to do.

There was only one thing I could do.

I had to ask him if he had any spare clothes I could borrow. It was that or going into the main office outside with dozens of eyes staring at my half naked body. HR would have my ass out in the streets before I could say, 'help.'

I tried to hide the quivering in my limbs, but my fear was painfully obvious. Cyndi was going to get it when she comes back. That horrible, horrible mentor. When I asked her to help me seduce my boss, this wasn't quite what I had in mind.

At the sound of the door opening, he looked up and locked me in a gaze so intense that all my breath went out of my lungs.

"Haley," he breathed, his voice vibrating through me. "What're you doing here? What happened?"

There was concern in his eyes and something else. I had my hands over my crotch, hoping to cover as much of my nakedness as possible. My nipples brushed against my blouse uncomfortably.

He drank in the sight of my trembling thighs and shaking fingers without an ounce of thought of the humiliation I was going through, as if mapping and memorizing every inch of my curves for his private collection.

"I- umm..." I wasn't sure what to say. Coming into his office was my only option but I suddenly felt I should have considered other options. Running out into the public felt like a viable possibility now that I was standing in front of this statue of a man.

"Cyndi took my clothes," I blurted out, feeling like a complete tattle tale even though it was true. It felt surreal. A woman almost twice my age stole my clothes and now I'm in the office of a man who was old enough to be my father for help.

He got up from his seat. "She took your clothes?" he glanced out of the room, seeing that there was nobody else in the reception area where we usually sat. "Why?" he asked, closing the space between us with alarming speed.

I backed away until my back was pressed firmly against the cold glass door. I tensed from the sudden contact. My lungs begged for air and cold sweat trickled down the side of my face.

His masculine scene oozed off him in waves. Gone was the kind, gentle man I had grown to know over the past few months.

There was nothing kind and gentle about the animal look he was giving me. My pussy throbbed with need and I gasped as my naked bottom pressed tighter against the cold glass in my feeble attempt to put as much distance between us as possible.

I was afraid.
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Office Domination

(Exhibitionism, Public Humiliation, BDSM)

Daisy Rose

Alice Starling thinks she is prepared for the interview with notoriously eccentric multimillionaire, Caleb Stone. That is, until she walks into the office and sees him pinning a woman against the wall, firm fingers buried deep inside her as she writhes and moans in pleasure.

Unbeknownst to Alice, her interview with the dominating businessman is about to veer into uncharted territory. For each question he answers, she had to complete a unconventional, perverse task, ranging from strolling around the office in just her underwear, to walking to the coffee shop with vibrators inside her. 

And she has a lot of questions...
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Exclusive Interview

"You're an hour early," the receptionist said in a dull monotone that was not unlike raking sharp fingernails over a blackboard.

"It's alright. I'll wait," I said graciously. I ignored her look of disapproval as I made myself comfortable on the pristine white couches opposite the reception area. She seemed one of those people who was stuck in a perpetual pms but will mellow out as long as I continued to drown her in my optimism. 

I flashed her a bright smile that unnerved her a little. She frowned, but the corner of her lips moved ever-so-slight upwards, the muscles almost straining from the unfamiliarity of the motion. Maybe she was just having a really bad day. 

I turned my phone to silent mode and started looking through the notes I had saved over the past week. It wasn't that I hadn't finished preparing for the interview. If anything, I would say I had over-prepared for it. 

Not only had I pulled up his history all the way to his date and place of birth (July 31st, 1979 and Baltimore, Maryland), I had gotten so far as to list down all his past relationships and individual reasons of why each relationship failed.

The receptionist's sour mood was probably due to being one of his recent flings. In the five years since he had commanded the business, he had dated twenty or so women. She should have known what she had gotten herself into.

I couldn't blame her for falling for his charms. Even looking through his pictures online was enough to make my knees go weak. The phrase, "sex god" came to mind every time I saw a picture of him.

Even as I sat in the lush reception area of the skyscraper, I wasn't sure why I had been chosen to do the interview for his most recent business expansion into China. I wasn't about to look a gift horse in the mouth and start asking questions I didn't want the answers to. 

The tabloids enjoyed focusing on his love life despite his massive success in other fields. And it was his own damn fault. He scoffed at any chance of being interviewed and remained a recluse in a business where connections meant everything. The fact that he could be so successful in spite of that was a testament to his skill and expertise. People went to him. Not the other way 'round.

"You're the writer from the magazine?"

I looked up at the receptionist, surprised by her sudden desire to get to know me. 

"Yeah," I said with a slight blush. I hadn't quite gotten used to being called a writer just yet. Two years ago, I was a starving physicist, unable to make heads or tails of the paper I had been slaving on for far too long.

It was sheer luck that brought me to Brock, the founder of the small magazine publication company. I had contributed articles to his magazine only twice before he decided to hire me full-time. I rode the wave of success with the company and was now the primary writer for the Entrepreneur Reaches International.

"I'm Lindsey," she offered a hand over the counter and I stood up to shake her hand. 

"Alice Starling."

"It's nice to meet you, Ms. Starling," her voice was smooth and sultry now that she had mellowed slightly. It has a sensual hint to it that curled in the pit of my stomach not altogether uncomfortably. 

When I shook her hand, electric sizzles coursed from where our fingers touched and I had to remind myself not to flinch and pull back. Her fingers twirled over her curly long hair and she flashed me a bright smile that went all the way to my loins. 

My gaydar started beeping off the charts. I blushed a beet red from the sensual look she was giving me. She looked as if she was ready to eat me right up. The smile removed years from her age. Lindsey was in her late thirties, but looked to be no more than thirty. 

"I hope I'll be seeing a lot more of you in the next few hours," she said mysteriously, her beautiful crystal blue eyes glinting with mischief. She had the look of a little girl keeping a secret.

Before I could ask her anymore questions, a smooth, masculine voice vibrated through the intercom on her desk, "Is Ms. Starling here, Lindsey?" 

She glanced at me apologetically before answering, "Yes, Mr. Stone. Would you like me to send her in?" 

"Not yet," he said, sounding a little breathless.

I felt my heart beat faster when I heard an unmistakable moan from inside the office. My surprise must have showed on my expression. The smirk on Lindsay's face grew wider. 

"Ask her if she wants an exclusive," he continued. The moan in the background continued to increase, compounding my curiosity and confusion. 

She smirked wickedly. "Of course, sir." 

"Send her in after she signs everything." 

Right before the intercom was cut, I heard the sound of a smack from flesh striking flesh. I gasped but quickly caught my composure and tried to remain unperturbed. 

There was an unmistakable threat in the command. There was something he wanted me to agree to before we meet and if I choose not to sign, I had to turn back and call this a lost cause. I knew that I was going to sign whatever he wanted me to without question. As much as our magazine had grown over the years, an interview with Mr. Stone was sure to multiple our sales tenfold, especially since he was notorious for hiding from the press.

"Do you drink, Ms. Starling?" she asked, standing up and swaying sensually towards the bar at the other end of the reception area. 

"Excuse me?" I asked, unsure if I had heard her right the first time. 

"Do you imbibe alcohol?" she asked again, amusement clear in her voice. She ran her fingers over
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