
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Dominant Bosses

        

        
        
          Innocent Submissive, Volume 5

        

        
        
          Daisy Rose

        

        
          Published by Daisy Rose, 2019.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      DOMINANT BOSSES

    

    
      First edition. February 12, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 Daisy Rose.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386570936

    

    
    
      Written by Daisy Rose.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​This book can be enjoyed on its own, but for optimum reading experience, read this first!

[image: C:\Users\User\Documents\Miscellanous Writing\Kindle\Covers\PUBLISHED COVERS\Innocent Submissive 4 Violent Bossess.jpg]

Marie's life is interesting, to say the least. She is a shy, law-abiding secretary by morning, and a titillating, rule-bending seductress by night. 

Everyone needs something. It's her job to fulfill those needs, however depraved and perverse. She learns to lose control with men who are twice her size and men who want her to be on top.

Her life is interesting, but it is going to be even more interesting when The Master arrives at her night job and demands her submission, and when her best friend professes his love to her and demands her consent. 

Available Here

This is short story contains steamy scenes involving different alpha males and a young woman.

It also contains scenes with domination and submission, voyeurism & exhibitionism, public fingering, public humiliation, male domination, and rough sex. Chapters with 18+ scenes are indicated with an asterisk (*).​
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​Look Inside
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I whimpered, unable to deny what was happening. Fire spread through my body at the knowledge that he knew my body so intimately. He ground his hips against my buttocks, pressing me against the wall again. 

"If I touch you now, am I going to find you wet?" he asked. 

"No!" I gasped, my voice caught between a gasp and a sob. His hand wormed its way between the apex of my thighs and two long fingers pressed against the crotch of my panties. He slowly moved the fingers back and forth, following the divide between my lips, rubbing against me hard while he rubbed along my slit, stopping just short of my clit before pinching them between his forefinger and thumb. 

My legs failed me and I found myself leaning against his chest, crying out weakly. 

"Feels wet to me," he said. "Should we be sure?" he asked, still teasing, one hand holding onto my breast tightly to keep me from crumbling to my knees.

"No! Don't!" I whimpered meekly, shaking my head as my eyes filled with unshed tears. My cheeks burned from embarrassment. I wasn't doing anything to fight back. I couldn't. He was touching me in all the right places, his hand on my breasts tightening, fingers closing together to pinch my nipple. Pleasure weakened my resolved, crumbled it. 

"I think you're wet," he continued as though I hadn't spoken. He slid a finger beneath my panties. I gasped and tried to clench my thighs together as I felt his fingers moving against my opening. My head pounded so loudly that I could hear it drumming in my ears. 

"Steve," I moaned and whimpered the loss of his fingers when he pulled them from my heat. He drew his fingers to my face, showing me the glistening substance coating them.

"You're so fucking wet," he said and licked them both clean, flooding me with both embarrassment and heat. "You like it when I'm rough, don't you?" 

I turned my face to the wall, thoroughly ashamed. 

"Do you want me?" he whispered. "I want to hear you say it." His hand was back underneath the waistband of my panties and between my legs. "Say you want me." 

"Steve," I keened, shaking my head even though my body was screaming for me to say yes, to say I wanted him buried deep inside me. He squeezed my breast harshly with his other hand while he worked his two fingers inside me. I cried out at the intrusion as he worked his fingers in and out of me. It was almost painful, how rough he was being, but I could feel myself getting wetter, my walls sleek with lust. 

I caught myself trying to take more of the length inside me, riding his hand, but he kept his rhythm steady, entering nor more than half his fingers inside me. 

"I want you to say exactly what you want, or I'll stop," he threatened. 

I wanted to say it, but I couldn't bring myself to. "I can't," I answered breathlessly. "I'm not- I'm not like that." 

He didn't even bother stopping at my weak protests. "You're a little slut," he said calmly. "You're even riding my hand right now," he said, a little happily. "I don't even have to move my hand anymore. You're so fucking horny right now, I bet you want me to strip you and fuck you right here, don't you?" 
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Chapter 1: Run Away
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Two hours after walking out of my job, I was booking plane tickets to LA. I didn't even need to think about where I was going to spend my newfound freedom. I penned and emailed my resignation letter to the HR department of the company on the taxi ride to the airport, claiming an out-of-state family emergency that needed my attention for the foreseeable future. The only person who would know I was lying was the same man I was running away from. 

It wasn't so much that I've always wanted to go (which I did), nor was it that I liked the idea of losing myself in the mass of people too busy with their own lives to bother about mine (also true), so much as I really needed to get away from my life as it was now. What a mess I've made of things. 

I lost both my day job as a secretary and my night job as a high-end escort in the span of three days. The thought of going back to my empty apartment was suffocating, and if (when) I was going to break down, I deserved a nice place to break down at. 

Los Angeles, it turned out, was wicked expensive even with all the money I had saved up. I couldn't really afford to stay in the heart of the city, not if I wanted to make my money last. Having money at all was novel to me. Just a few years ago, I was worried about having enough change for dinner. 

I went through security like a breeze and headed straight to the bar near the boarding gate to have a drink. When I finally had time to breathe, I considered letting somebody know where I was, but then changed my mind. Let them worry. Madame Violet thought she was doing me a favor by firing me from her Pleasure House and Steve had his emotions in a jumble that I wouldn't touch with a ten foot pole. 

My phone buzzed, and I checked the screen. My heart clenched painfully as Steve's name appeared on my phone. 

I'm sorry, he'd written. 

I was still trying to figure out the proper response when another text came through. 

When are you coming back to the office? Everything's a mess 

I texted back. I'm not going back, Steve.

I'd just sent him a copy of my resignation letter when my flight was announced. I swallowed the rest of my beer and headed for the gate. Rationally, I knew I should just ignore him, but Steve was a hard habit to break. We had been friends for years he turned into a basketball superstar.

I lost my best friend when he started getting the adoration of everyone else. I was the only one who was there for him when nobody else was, when he got an injury that took his future away. I was there to piece him back together and when he showed up at the place where I worked, I made the mistake of fucking him in the office. 

"Marie, I'm sorry," he said afterwards. And then, because he was the world's biggest fuckup, he punctuated the apology with, "We shouldn't have done this." I snorted at the memory and then mentally berated myself for falling for his charms in the first place.

I was a little disappointed he didn't text back before I shut my phone off.  

I fell asleep before the plane even taxied and managed to stay asleep the rest of the flight, coming awake only when the plane landed in Los Angeles, the wheels coming in contact with the ground loudly. I didn't realize how much I needed the change in scenery until I was being pushed out of the plane together with the crowd. 

When I turned my phone back on, there were two messages waiting for me, both from Steve. 

Marie, I'm sorry.

Please come back. 

I turned the phone back off and caught a taxi to the hotel. 

"First time in the city?" the overexcited driver offered as a conversation starter. 

I checked my watch and grunted something noncommittal, hoping he'd get the cue. 

"There's a great club by the hotel that you should totally check out!" he continued. "I'm getting off at eight if you want to-"

"I'm sorry," I interrupted. "Thank you, but no," I said, making a mental note to avoid any clubs near the hotel in case I'd run into the guy again. 

The taxi let me off at the entrance and the driver didn't even bother getting out of the cab to help me with my bags. It wasn't heavy.

I checked into the hotel and was back out an hour later, wearing a skin-tight black dress that left little to the imagination. 

I wandered down the streets until a club with tolerable music prompted me into getting in. The smell of beer and perfume took over my senses and I was instantly regretting the decision to leave the hotel room in the first place.

"Can I get you a drink?" a man asked the moment I walked up the bar. I appraised the man with a raised eyebrow, taking in his warm blue eyes and brown hair. He was wearing a college sweatshirt. 

"Sure," I murmured. "I could use a drink."

His expression went from hopeful to stunned surprise that he wasn't shot down instantly and then he was clambering towards the bar to get me a drink. 

I smiled and found a seat a little away from the dance floor. 

He reappeared five minutes later with a tray full of assorted drinks of varying colors and a grin that was bright enough to light up the entire bar. 

"I didn't know what you wanted, so I got a bunch of stuff that's pretty amazing," he said, shouting a little to be heard over the music. 

"Thank you," I said quietly and realized I meant it. 

"I'm Chuck," he said, then looked slightly apologetic for his name, which endeared him that much more. 

I gave him another smile. "I'm Marie."

Sometimes, in between trading complaints about the companies we worked with, he realized I hadn't taken a single sip of the drinks he had so graciously bought for us. "Not a fan of these?" he asked. 

I shook my head. "It's not that," I said. "You'd get in trouble if I drank any of these," I admitted, a little sheepish. "I'm not twenty one yet." 

His eyes widened.

I shrugged. "Nobody tried to check my ID." 

He looked impressed. "You're eighteen, at least?" he asked. 

I nodded. 

"Then, have a drink. I won't tell if you won't," he said, motioning towards a bright pink drink. He took a sip first and nodded at the taste, then pushed it towards me.

The drink was too sweet, but I tossed it back quickly and a warm heat rushed to my cheeks instantly. My lips parted in shock at the sudden warmth of the drink as it traveled down my throat. I've had beer before, but nothing that tasted this sweet and made me feel so warm. 
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Chapter 2*: The Marine (Exhibitionism/Fingering)
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I saw a man come up from my peripheral but didn't think to turn until he was standing by our table. It was all I could do to keep my jaw from falling to the table. 

"I thought I recognized you," the man said, his voice a little more than a deep growl. 

I had seen him before, but he looked bigger with all his clothes on. The scar on his jaw line was more pronounced in the dim lighting in the club, as was everything about him. I found myself staring blatantly, drinking in the way his shirt clung to his muscles. There was no tension in his muscles here though, no anticipation of what was to come. 

He looked relaxed and calm. My gaze stopped at his shoulder, where I knew the tattoo would be. US Marine.  

"Travis," I said. "What're you doing here?" I asked. 

"To get away," he said with a lopsided grin, signally his utter failure in doing so. Was he trying to get away from me? He asked in return, "Why are you here?" 

I laughed and echoed his words back to him, "To get away."

"Think your friend will let you dance with me?" 

I raised an eyebrow at that, and then suddenly remembered the guy I had been talking to for the better part of the night. I could barely remember his name now that Travis was so close to me. 

"I'm sorry, Chuck," I said. 

The man looked forlorn, and then nodded. "Maybe next time." 

I let Travis lead me out into the gyrating masses and we wasted no time cozying up to each other on the dance floor, fitting together like two pieces of the same puzzle, grinding to the heavy bass beat. It reminded me of our nights together, where the dance was much less subtle. 

I gasped a little when he grabbed hold of me, settling his hands low on my waist.

"You cancelled our sessions," I whispered, stepping closer towards him and pressing my thigh against his half-hard cock. I looked up at him with hooded eyes and he looked guilty. 
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