








  Happy Boss

  Luna Noir





Happy Boss

Hi, thanks for buying this book.

I’m passionately kinky and love writing out my desires. I hope you enjoy them, too!

Follow me for more on Books2Read, or on Smashwords.






A Day to Remember

The scent of sweat clung to me as I stepped out of the meeting room, my legs still trembling from Jackson’s rough handling. He had bruised my thighs where his cane had landed, and the sharp sting lingered like a ghostly reminder of how he’d used me. My pussy throbbed with the remnants of his cum, oozing out in slow, wet streaks that I could feel pooling against my inner thigh. It was bad enough that I was leaking from Jackson, but Jeff’s semen still sloshed around inside my belly from drinking him earlier, as well. And I was soaking wet, Jackson had fucked me good. I love being a submissive little slut, and Jackson knew how to treat me like one. I didn’t want to draw attention to myself, but the way his semen was drenching my pink panties and probably ran down my legs felt impossible to ignore.

I adjusted my miniskirt slightly as I walked through the office, trying not to make any sudden movements that might cause more of Jackson’s cum to escape. The fabric clung to me in all the wrong places. My heart thudded against my ribs as I passed one of the engineers’ desks, catching them glance at me out of the corner of their eyes before quickly looking away. They knew what had happened, didn’t they? Of course they did. The meeting room had a glass door, and we weren’t quiet, either. Also it was so obvious from the way Jackson and Jeff both looked when they saw me again.

I didn’t want to be the one who made a scene, but I couldn’t help but revel in the thought that everyone now suspected something was going on between us. That’s what I wanted, in my own twisted desire: everyone knowing exactly how I had given myself over to them without question. It wasn’t just about sex; it was about power, about control, about being controlled, and I crave that. They were all so afraid of being discovered, and I loved watching their faces when they realized I wasn’t upset by the thought at all. I just wanted more of this.

The engineer at the desk nearest to me cleared his throat, a low sound that made my skin prickle. He gestured toward the door with a flick of his wrist, fingers stained with ink from the blueprint he’d been sketching. “You look like you could use a break,” he said, voice smooth but edged with something I couldn’t place. The other two nodded, their eyes lingering on the dampness seeping down my toned legs. I tilted my head, letting them see the way my breath hitched when I shifted. “Yeah lunch sounds good,” I replied.

The engineer leaned back, his chair scraping against the floor as he spoke. “There’s a place across the street,” he said. The others nodded, their eyes flicking to the door where Jackson and Jeff appeared one after the other. When they did, the engineer stood, brushing dust from his pants before offering a hand. “You two coming?” His tone was casual, but Jackson’s jaw tightened, still he nodded. Jeff grinned, already moving.

The moment he come closer, the air shifted. Jeff’ smile faltered as his gaze landed on me, then flicked to Jackson’s face. I stepped forward, and let my miniskirt ride higher as I walked. Jackson’s hand found my hip, just briefly, and I tilted my head up, feeling the dampness between my legs. The engineer’s throat bobbed. Jeff laughed, loud and too easy, but I saw the way he glanced at me before nodding again. They were uneasy about this, no, positively afraid: they’d both taken me this very morning, on my first day at work, and hadn’t fully processed this. Now they were afraid it would come to light.

I pushed my way through the office doors, heading toward the café. The last thing I needed was for everyone to see the cum dripping down my legs like this, that was a little too much even for my taste.




The Café Chaos

As we walked into the café, the familiar buzz of conversation and clinking glasses greeted us. The engineers sat down around a table, their faces lit up by the soft glow of the overhead lights and the scent of freshly brewed coffee wafting through the air.

“Lumi!” one of them with whom I hadn’t talked yet called out from across the table, waving enthusiastically I smiled, feeling the flutter in my chest as they all turned to look at me. “How’s your first day going?”

The way their eyes lingered on me felt electric, and it fueled again my desire for them to learn what had happened between Jackson and Jeff earlier that day. I don’t really know why I am this way, but I’ve always been insatiable, always craving more male attention. When Peter had suggested I come work for him at this office, and after he’d outlined in his pretty direct but still not saying it explicitly-kind of way, I’d felt warm feelings down there. Now I was really here, and felt Jeff inside my mouth and belly, and Jackson inside my holiest of places. And I wanted to tell them this! But of course I didn’t. Not yet.
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