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"Shh..." he urged, "if you may have noticed, any noise in here can be heard in the entire floor." 

"C-could we go elsewhere?" I asked tentatively. 

"What's the fun in that?" he teased, one hand caressing my neck while the other continuing to tug and pull my panties upwards from the back. I bit my lower lip, swallowing my tremors of arousal in fear of being heard by my colleagues. 

"P-please," I begged, squeezing my thighs together, only to have him ease them apart with his strong, rough hand. He slid a finger inside my wet folds as his lips clamped onto my neck, suckling gently as his finger alternated between rubbing my sensitive clit and penetrating deep inside my sex, making me gyrate against his touch lewdly.

"Ahh..." I moaned, unable to keep my arousal absolutely quiet despite his warning, as his finger found the sensitive g-spot in my pussy and rubbed against it skillfully. "Fuuckk..." I murmured, wanting him to penetrate me with his hard erection then and there. 

He stopped abruptly and took a step away from me. The sudden lost of his body heat pressed against mine and his finger inside my warm pussy made me shudder with a primal need. He undid his blindfolds and focused his eyes entirely on me, drinking in my half-naked body with his green orbs. Then, bending down, he pulled my panties downwards to focus on my engorged clit and pulsating pussy. I was sure he could see how my sex yearned for his touch. 

Instead of touching me, he leaned further down to pull my dress up and zipped it completely, dressing me in my body-fitting dress again. 

"You're dismissed," he said suddenly, surprising me in my state of arousal. I wanted nothing more than to jump him, straddle my legs on his strong hips and sink my teeth into his shoulder, bury my pussy with his manhood. Instead, I turned around and walked towards the door I came in, minus a white underwear on the floor. 
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I ignored the infuriating mixture of disappointed glares and sympathetic glances from my colleagues as I made my way towards the dreaded bosses' office. In all my two years in the company, I have never had reason to visit his office. 

Mr. Jonathan Daniels had an imposing presence that was impossible to ignore. I have only ever looked at him from the distance, drinking in his firm muscles and incredible and though my position in the company is all but insignificant, he has never introduced himself to me before. 

I wiped my sweaty palms on my white body-fitting dress, specifically chosen to prepare myself for the meeting with the dreaded Mr. Jonathan Daniels, the backbone of the corporation, the man whose voice can command a thousand armies. 

The dress hugged my body tightly, making it impossible for anyone to ignore the outline of my full bosom, the curve of my waist, and the tight round ass that I spent many months of painful yoga lessons to achieve. The dress cut short just above my knees and was tight enough to make people wonder if I am wearing any underwear at all. I was, for the record. 

As I neared the door, I pulled my dress down a little, allowing me to showcase my cleavage a tad more and hopefully mellow the bosses' mood for me to get away with my mistake multimillion-dollar mistake. I cringed just from the thought alone. I knew that I was lucky to get out of it with my neck. 

"Come in," Mr. Jonathan's seductive voice echoed from within the office even before I raised my hand to knock on the hardwood door. 

I realized, with dread, that I have listened to many long discussions and heated arguments thunder out of the same room. 

The wooden floor made my footsteps echo in the massive room. It looked more like an apartment room than it did an office. There was kitchen sectioned off at a corner, and even a living room, complete with couches and a large TV. I saw several doors that led to other rooms at the corner and felt as if I had entered a different building altogether. It suddenly dawned on me that he lived in the office. 

My eyes searched the scene carefully for Mr. Jonathan, but could not find him at all amidst the impeccably clean interior. The decor was minimalistic, yet comfortable. It reminded me of my own apartment, though it is highly possible that I have to let that place go once we are done with the discussion here. 

"Mr. Jonathan?" I started, unable to keep the tremble of fear out of my voice. 

"Hello Ms. Pamela."

I turned frantically to look for the source of the voice and was surprised to find him sitting leisurely on one of the couches, facing away from me. His dark brown hair was combed neatly and the smooth muscles on his shoulders can be viewed clearly from where I was standing. 

"Um... why aren't you wearing... anything?" I asked as I approached him, licking my lips when I saw the size of his semi-erect manhood.

"I am wearing a blindfold," he said. 

"That's not- umm..." I stuttered, completely out of my comfort zone. So way out that I have no idea whether I should be joining him on the couch, or making notes for a sexual harassment suite.  

"I am brainstorming for my next multimillion dollar project, since you have quite completely obliterated the last one," he said finally, shattering the awkward silence between us and introducing a topic that was even more awkward to me. 

I gulped, "About that," I started, "I'm so sorry." 

"Perhaps," he nodded. "But it's already done. There is not use crying over spilt milk," he said, crossing his arms and leaning into the couch comfortably, allowing the soft material to envelop him. 

"Then I'm good to go?." I started, taking the time to memorize the view of his deliciously naked body. The blindfold he put on himself allowed me to do so without fear of being caught. I stared at the taut steely muscles on his chest, short soft hair darkening the skin under his bellybutton all the way to the enticing slant of muscles to his manhood. His hard thighs told me that he does plenty of yoga himself, or maybe just participate in enough sex to keep him in such wonderful shape. 

He chuckled in a way that was clear that he did not find our situation humorous in the least and said, "That does not mean your mistake does not go unpunished." 

"What punishment do you have in mind?" I asked, dreading the answer. 

He turned his head towards me, the blindfold preventing me from seeing his eyes. Nevertheless, I found myself being mesmerized by the intensity of his sightless gaze. I wondered if the blindfold was a hoax and he could see past it. "What punishment do you think is fitting?" 

"I had thought," I paused, wondering if I should continue. 

"Thought what?" he urged. 

"I thought you were going to fire me," I answered honestly. 

He nodded, "The board considered that for a while, yes," he said. "But I convinced them that keeping you with us is the best course of action to take."

I was surprised he came to my defense and asked him why he did so. 

His lips curved into a small smile, "because you will never make the same mistake ever again." 

That was true enough. I didn't know what to say to that and chose to keep quiet. 

"Now for you punishment," he said conclusively. 

I gulped, anticipating all the late nights I will have to pull in the coming months, the reduced salary, and the demotion. 

"I would like you to submit yourself to me completely," he stated as if it were the most natural demand in the world. 

I gulped, wondering if I had somehow misheard him, then decided that while my judgment may not be the best, my hearing was perfect. "How so?" I asked finally, not quite sure about what he wanted me to do. 

"I want you to play by my rules until the end of today. You will take orders from me and only me, and it will involve a series of tasks that you may find utterly uncomfortable but incredibly arousing." He licked his lips, an action that made my insides clench. 

"These are my rules," he said, opening his arms wide and resting them on the couch, "if you decline, which you are allowed to do, you can leave the company and never come back."

I weighted my options, knowing full well that news of my mistake has travelled far and wide to any company that would have fitted me and make it impossible for me to seek employment elsewhere. I finally settled for, "why?" 

He grinned, "because I've wanted to fuck you senseless the first time I laid eyes on you, all prim and proper," he said honestly with a savage smile that send shivers down my spine. "Since the company frowns upon banging the hot employees, I'll have to settle for negotiating my way into your pussy." 

I felt a blush crept up my chest to my cheeks at his obscene manner of speaking, completely surprised by his audacity. I found myself hating his underhanded way of courting me while being absolutely turned on.  

In any case, it would only be for the end of the
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