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Chapter 1

I didn’t even get a chance to open my mouth before Steve tore into me.

“You bypassed compliance entirely, Leslie. Do you even understand what kind of liability that creates?”

I did. God, I did. I’d realized it the second I hit send, and my stomach had been in knots ever since.

“I thought it had already…”

“Don’t think. Know.” His voice cut like a blade, sharp and loud enough for everyone in the open office to hear. “Next time you want to freestyle legal decisions, maybe run it by someone who’s worked here longer than a month.”

I stared at the floor. My hands were locked on the edge of my desk to keep them from shaking. Everyone was pretending not to listen while absolutely listening.

I had dreamed of this job. The title, the office, the salary. I had imagined nailing every assignment and impressing the hell out of everyone. Instead, I was getting dragged in public like I was back in middle school.

Steve finally stormed off in a cloud of righteous fury, muttering about cleaning up my disaster himself. I stayed frozen, swallowing down the sting behind my eyes and trying not to look like I might cry. Because that would be the cherry on top.

“Christ, what a drama queen.”

I turned toward the voice. Diane was leaning against the edge of my desk, arms crossed, expression dry and unimpressed. Her lipstick was perfect. Her blouse was silk. She looked like she had been plucked from the cover of a finance magazine and dropped into this hellhole for fun.

“He’s not wrong,” I said quietly.

“He’s not right either,” she replied. “Missing a form doesn’t mean you deserve a public flogging. He does this when his ego gets bruised. Which is always.”

She took a slow sip of her coffee, like she had all the time in the world. Like nothing could touch her.

I looked at her and felt a sharp twist of envy. Diane didn’t just survive in this place. She ruled it. She was bold, unbothered, completely in control. Nobody talked to her the way Steve talked to me. She would have shut that shit down in two seconds. And if I were more like her, maybe I could too.

“You holding up?” she asked.

“Trying to.”

She studied me for a beat, then smirked. “Your face is doing that thing where you’re pretending you don’t want to scream into a pillow. Want to take a walk?”

I nodded, and she was already striding toward the elevator like it was her office and the rest of us were just visiting. I scrambled to keep up.

We ended up outside on the sidewalk, the breeze cutting the edge off the hot flush still clinging to my skin. Diane lit a cigarette without asking if I minded, and I didn’t. Somehow, it fit her. Chic. Defiant. Like she was daring HR to say something.

“You’ll survive,” she said, exhaling smoke. “First major fuck-up is always the worst. After that you get smarter. Sharper. Thicker skin.”

I gave a weak laugh. “Doesn’t feel like something I’ll bounce back from.”

“You will. You don’t strike me as the type who stays down.”

“You don’t even know me.”

“I know enough.” She flicked ash toward the curb. “You’ve got something. You just need to stop asking for permission.”

I watched her, trying to absorb even a sliver of the ease she carried in her body. The way she didn’t apologize for taking up space. The way she looked me in the eye like she saw everything and wasn’t the least bit afraid of what she might find.

It did something to me.

There was no way to pretend I wasn’t attracted to her. I had known since week one. I had blamed it on admiration, on craving a mentor, on anything but the truth. But the truth was simple. Diane was hot. In that commanding, sharp-edged, maybe-a-little-mean way that made me ache.

She caught me staring and smirked again. Not soft. Not shy. Knowing.

“You’ve got a little fire under all that polite,” she said. “I can tell.”

I looked away, heat blooming in my chest.

“I better get back inside,” I mumbled.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I’ll put in a good word with the wolves.”

I turned toward the door, but I felt her eyes on me as I walked.

And I couldn’t help wondering. If I messed up again, would she come save me? Or would she teach me how to bite back?


Chapter 2

By the time I made it home, I felt like my entire body had been wrung out and hung to dry. My head ached, my calves were sore from running around in heels all day, and my nerves were still buzzing from the disaster at work.

I didn’t bother turning on the lights. Just kicked the door shut behind me, stepped out of my shoes, and dropped my bag in the hallway. The apartment was quiet except for the soft hum of the fridge. I walked straight to the kitchen, peeled off my blazer, and shimmied out of my pencil skirt right there, letting it pool on the tile.

Standing in my blouse and underwear, I grabbed a wine glass and filled it almost to the brim. Classy, I know. I took a long sip and sighed, leaning back against the counter.

It wasn’t just the mistake. Or the way Steve had humiliated me. It was everything. The pressure to prove myself. The constant second-guessing. The little voice in my head that whispered maybe I didn’t belong here at all.

And then there was Diane.

I had spent all day trying to get her out of my head, but that woman had burrowed deep. The way she looked at me. The way she carried herself. The way she didn’t flinch when things got tense, didn’t try to smooth anything over, just met it head-on and dared anyone to push back.

I wanted that. That fearlessness. That edge.

I took another long sip of wine, then topped off my glass. By the time I was pouring the second bottle, the anxious knot in my chest had started to loosen. I slumped onto the couch in just my blouse, legs curled under me, laptop resting against my thighs.

I wasn’t planning on anything. Just distraction. Something mindless to erase the last twelve hours. But my fingers moved on autopilot, clicking open a private tab and typing in the usual sites. The usual keywords.

Softcore. Sensual. College girls.

I scrolled, but nothing caught. Everything felt flat. Scripted. The same pretty girls pretending to be into things they clearly weren’t. I clicked and clicked, but no spark.

I paused. Took another sip.

Then, without thinking too hard, I backspaced and typed something else.

Older woman.

The search results made my heart stutter.

Boss. Professor. Neighbor. Curvy. Mature. Seductive.

I hesitated for a second. My cursor hovered over the screen. Guilt rose up, sharp and familiar. But it wasn’t enough to stop me. I clicked.

The first thumbnail that loaded was a brunette in a sleek pencil skirt and red lipstick, leaning over a younger woman in an office chair. Her hand gripped the girl’s chin. Her eyes were hungry.

My thighs pressed together.

It wasn’t just the age gap. It was the power. The control. The calm confidence. The way the older woman looked at her like she owned her.

I swallowed and clicked play.

The guilt didn’t go away. If anything, it twisted into something hotter. A secret thrill. Like I had stepped off a cliff and was still waiting to hit the ground.

But I didn’t stop watching.

The woman in the video pressed her subordinate against the desk, voice low and commanding. “Is this what you want?” she asked, and I swore I could hear Diane’s voice overlaying the actress’s. My body flushed hot.

I imagined Diane’s hands instead of hers, those long fingers with the perfect manicure gripping my jaw the same way. Forcing me to look up at her. Would she be gentle or rough? The woman on screen was all performance, but Diane would be deliberate. Calculated. She’d know exactly how much pressure to apply.

My free hand drifted down between my legs, brushing over my underwear. I was already wet.

The older woman in the video was nothing like Diane, really. Her confidence seemed practiced, her dominance an act. Diane’s power was effortless. Natural. I pictured her standing over me the way she had at my desk today, but instead of offering comfort, she’d be offering something else entirely.

I slipped my fingers beneath the elastic of my underwear, a small gasp escaping my lips. This was wrong. She was my coworker. A stranger, practically. But the wrongness only made it better.

Would Diane fuck the way she spoke? Direct and unapologetic? Or would she be surprisingly tender, breaking that hard exterior when we were alone? My fingers circled slowly, gathering wetness, spreading it upward.

On screen, the woman bent her younger colleague over the desk. I closed my eyes, replacing both their faces with ours. Diane wouldn’t rush. She’d take her time. Make me wait for it. Make me beg.

“Please,” I whispered to my empty apartment, my movements quickening. My head fell back against the couch as my fingers found a rhythm.

I imagined Diane’s lipstick leaving marks on my neck, my breasts, my thighs. The weight of her body pressing mine down. The way she might look at me. Like I was something to be consumed.

My breathing grew ragged. The laptop slid to the side as my hips lifted slightly off the couch. The video continued playing, but I wasn’t watching anymore. In my mind, it was Diane’s fingers inside me, Diane’s voice in my ear telling me exactly what she wanted me to do.

I came with a strangled moan, body tensing then melting into the cushions. For a moment, there was nothing but blissful emptiness, my mind wiped clean of Steve, of my mistake, of everything but the lingering fantasy.

Then reality crashed back.

I scrambled to close the laptop, face burning with a different kind of heat. What the hell was I doing? Masturbating to fantasies about a woman I worked with? A woman who had been kind to me today? Who had stood up for me?

I grabbed my wine glass and drained it, as if I could wash away the shame. But under the embarrassment, there was something else.

Want.


Chapter 3

I avoided Diane all morning.

Every time I saw her across the office, I felt my face heat up, like she could somehow see the fantasies I’d entertained the night before. I kept my head down, focusing intently on my computer screen, triple-checking every email before sending it. No more mistakes. Not after yesterday’s debacle.

“Morning, sunshine.” Diane perched on the edge of my desk, just like yesterday. Today she wore a navy pantsuit that somehow made her look both powerful and effortlessly cool. “You look like you had quite a night.”

I swallowed hard, praying she couldn’t read minds. “Just some wine and bad decisions.”

Her eyebrow arched. “The best kind of night.”

Was that a flirtatious tone, or was I projecting? I couldn’t tell anymore.

“Listen,” she continued, lowering her voice. “I talked to Steve. He’s still being an ass, but he’ll back off. Just make sure you CC me on the Davidson account moving forward.”

“You didn’t have to do that.”

“I know.” She smiled, and it transformed her face into something almost soft. “I wanted to.”

Our eyes held for a beat too long. My heart hammered in my chest. Did she feel it too, this electricity? Or was this just Diane being Diane: confident, kind to those she deemed worthy of protection?

“Thank you,” I managed.

She tapped my desk twice with her fingertips. “Don’t mention it. We girls have to stick together in this boys’ club.”

Girls. Right. She saw me as a girl. A colleague. Maybe a friend. Not someone she’d want to bend over a desk and…

“You okay?” She tilted her head. “You look flushed.”

“Fine,” I said too quickly. “Just… coffee. Hot. The coffee is hot.”

Smooth, Leslie. Real smooth.

Diane’s lips quirked. “Right. Well, come find me if you need anything. And I mean anything.”

She winked—actually winked—before sliding off my desk and walking away. I stared after her, watching the confident sway of her hips, the straight line of her shoulders.

What the hell was that? Was she flirting with me? Or was that just how Diane operated, all charm and innuendo without any real intention behind it?

I managed to get through the rest of the day without embarrassing myself further, but Diane’s “anything” followed me home, curled up beside me in bed, and haunted me for days afterward.

The next week passed in a blur of paperwork and meetings. I kept my head down, determined to rebuild my reputation after the compliance fiasco. I stayed later than everyone else, arrived earlier, triple-checked everything. No more mistakes.

On Wednesday, I caught Diane watching me during the department meeting. Not just glancing—watching. Her eyes lingered on my mouth when I spoke, tracked the movement of my hands as I gestured. When our gazes met, she didn’t look away. Just held it, her lips slightly parted, something dark and intent in her expression that made my skin prickle with heat.

But then someone asked her a question, and she turned away, professional mask sliding back into place so seamlessly I wondered if I’d imagined the whole thing.

It happened again on Friday. I was reaching for a file on a high shelf, my blouse riding up slightly, when I felt eyes on me. I turned to find Diane staring, her coffee cup frozen halfway to her lips, that same hungry look on her face. When she realized I’d caught her, she didn’t blush or apologize. She just smiled, slow and deliberate, before walking away.

Was I losing my mind? Reading too much into casual glances? Projecting my own inappropriate desires onto innocent interactions?

By Tuesday of the following week, I’d convinced myself it was all in my head. Diane was just being friendly. Mentoring me, maybe. Nothing more.

That night, most people had cleared out by seven. I stayed behind to finish organizing the Franklin proposal, determined to have it perfect for tomorrow’s presentation. By eight, the office was silent except for the hum of the air conditioning and the occasional ping of the elevator.

I needed to make copies of the final draft, but the machine was being temperamental. I’d fed the same stack of papers through three times, and each time it jammed halfway, spitting out crumpled, toner-smeared pages.

“Come on, you piece of—” I muttered, hitting the side of the printer with more frustration than force.

“Need some help?”

I jumped at the voice, nearly knocking over the stack of papers I’d managed to salvage. Diane stood in the doorway of the copy room, jacket off, sleeves rolled up to her elbows. I hadn’t even heard her approach.

“I thought everyone was gone,” I said, my voice embarrassingly breathless.

“Not everyone.” She moved into the small space, closing the distance between us. “Let me.”

She reached around me to open the printer’s side panel, her body so close I could smell her perfume. Something expensive and subtle, with notes of amber and vanilla. I froze, suddenly hyperaware of how alone we were, how confined the space was.

Then I felt her press against me from behind, her front to my back, her hands sliding around my waist.

“You know,” she murmured, her lips brushing my ear, “I’ve been thinking about you bent over this printer for weeks now. Skirt pushed up, those pretty little panties around your ankles while I make you come so hard you forget your own name.”

My breath caught. Heat exploded through my body, pooling low in my belly and between my legs. This couldn’t be happening. I had to be dreaming.

“Diane, I…”

“Tell me to stop,” she whispered, her hands tightening at my waist. “Tell me I’ve read this all wrong and I’ll walk away right now.”

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. Could barely breathe.

“I want you, Leslie,” she continued, her voice rough. “Have since the first day you walked in wearing that ridiculously prim blouse buttoned all the way up. I kept thinking about unbuttoning it. Slowly. One by one.”

I turned in her arms, needing to see her face, to confirm this was real. Her eyes were dark, pupils dilated.

“I thought you were just being nice,” I finally managed. “I didn’t think…I mean, I hoped, but I wasn’t sure…”

“I’m not nice,” she said, her thumb brushing over my bottom lip. “And I’m rarely unsure.”

“I’ve never…” I swallowed hard. “With a woman, I mean.”

Her expression softened slightly, though the hunger remained. “Never?”

I shook my head, embarrassed by my inexperience. At twenty-six, I should have figured this out already. Should have known what to do with the wanting that had lived inside me for years.

“But you’ve thought about it,” she said. Not a question.

I nodded, unable to lie. Not to her. Not now.

“With me?” Her hand slid to my neck, thumb stroking over my pulse point.

“Yes,” I whispered, the confession burning on my lips. “God, yes. I’ve thought about you. A lot.”

Diane’s eyes darkened with satisfaction. “Good girl,” she purred, the words sending a shiver straight down my spine.

Her lips found my neck, hot and insistent. Not tentative like I’d imagined, but confident, knowing exactly where to press, where to suck, where to graze with teeth. I gasped as she found a particularly sensitive spot just below my ear, my knees going weak.

“Hands on the machine,” she murmured against my skin. “Bend over for me.”

I obeyed without thinking, my body responding to her commands before my mind could catch up. The cool surface of the printer pressed against my palms as I turned around and leaned forward, my heartbeat thundering in my ears.

Diane’s hand stroked up my leg, lingering at the back of my thigh before continuing its ascent. Her touch was tortuously slow, deliberate, mapping every inch of my skin as it disappeared beneath my skirt. I felt her fingers slip inward, higher and higher until they brushed against the damp fabric between my legs.

“Already so wet,” she murmured, pressing lightly against the soaked material. “Such an innocent little thing on the outside, but look at you now. So desperate for it.”

I whimpered, unable to form words as her fingers circled teasingly over my panties, never quite giving me the pressure I craved.

“Is this what you think about, Leslie? When you’re alone at night? My fingers inside you, making you come until you can’t take anymore?”

“Yes,” I gasped, pushing back against her hand. “Please, Diane.”

“Please what?” Her other hand slid around to cup my breast through my blouse, thumb brushing over my nipple. “Tell me what you need.”

“Touch me,” I begged, beyond shame now. “I need you to touch me.”

She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my panties and tugged them down just enough to expose me. The cool air hit my heated skin, making me shiver.

“Look at you,” she whispered, her fingers sliding through my wetness. “So pretty. So ready.”

I moaned as she circled my clit, the pleasure sharp and immediate. My hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more.

“Easy,” she soothed, her other hand pressing down on the small of my back, holding me in place. “We have all night. I’m going to take my time with you.”

Her fingers dipped lower, teasing at my entrance. “Have you thought about my mouth on you too? My tongue inside you?”

The image alone nearly made me come. “Yes,” I admitted, my voice breaking.

She thrust into me without warning, two fingers sliding deep inside, stretching me in the most delicious way. I cried out, the sound echoing in the empty office as she began to move with purpose, hard and fast.

“That’s it,” she growled, curling her fingers to hit a spot that made stars burst behind my eyelids. “Take it all.”

My forehead dropped against the cool surface of the copy machine, my hands scrambling for purchase as she fucked me relentlessly. Each thrust sent shockwaves through my body, building pressure that threatened to shatter me completely.

“Such a good girl,” Diane purred, moving her free hand to my hip to hold me steady. “Walking around here so innocent and naive. But look at you now, dripping all over my fingers, taking everything I give you.”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. Could only feel the exquisite pressure of her fingers pumping into me from behind. My legs trembled, threatening to give out entirely as pleasure built to an unbearable peak.

“Everyone thinks you’re so sweet, so innocent,” she continued, her voice raspy with arousal. “If they could see you now, bent over the office printer, getting fucked.”

The filthiness of it all—her words, the setting, the forbidden nature of what we were doing—only heightened my arousal. I was vaguely aware of making sounds I’d never made before, desperate little whimpers and moans that would have embarrassed me if I’d been capable of feeling anything but the mounting tension in my core.

“I bet no one’s ever fucked you like this,” she said, twisting her fingers inside me. “Hard enough to make you feel it tomorrow. Every time you sit at your desk, you’ll remember this moment.”

My knees buckled, but Diane’s arm wrapped around my waist, holding me up as she continued her relentless pace. The pressure was building, coiling tighter and tighter at the base of my spine.

Her fingers withdrew suddenly, leaving me aching and empty. I started to protest when I felt her hands grip my thighs, forcing them wider apart. Before I could process what was happening, Diane dropped down behind me, her hot breath against my exposed flesh the only warning before her mouth replaced her fingers.

“Oh god!” I cried out, my voice bouncing off the walls as her tongue swept across my pussy. My upper body collapsed against the copier, breasts crushed against the hard surface, cheek pressed to the cool plastic as pleasure rocketed through me. The machine hummed beneath me, adding vibration to the overwhelming sensations.

Diane’s tongue was relentless, lapping at me with broad strokes before focusing on my clit with devastating precision. Her hands gripped my thighs, holding them apart, keeping me spread open and vulnerable to her. I couldn’t move, couldn’t escape the intensity even if I wanted to.

“Diane!” I screamed, not caring who might hear, not caring about anything but the exquisite pressure of her mouth. My hands scrambled uselessly against the smooth surface of the copier, searching for something to hold onto as she devoured me from behind.

She hummed against me, the vibration sending shockwaves through my core. I felt her tongue push inside me, then withdraw to circle my clit again. The dual sensations, penetration and stimulation, had me climbing toward orgasm with frightening speed.

“Please, please, please,” I babbled, barely recognizing my own voice. My hips jerked involuntarily, grinding back against her face, chasing the release I desperately needed.

Diane’s grip tightened, her nails digging into my flesh as she redoubled her efforts. I felt her lips close around my clit, sucking gently while her tongue flicked rapidly across the sensitive bundle of nerves.

The orgasm hit me like a freight train. My entire body seized, back arching, thighs trembling as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me. I screamed her name, the sound tearing from my throat as my vision blurred and my mind went blank.

She didn’t stop. Even as I shuddered through the aftershocks, Diane continued lapping at me, gentler now but still insistent, drawing out every last tremor until I was whimpering from oversensitivity.

When she finally pulled away, I nearly collapsed, my legs like jelly beneath me. Only her hands on my hips kept me upright.

“Breathe,” she murmured, pressing a kiss to the small of my back as she rose to her feet. “I’ve got you.”

I gulped air, trying to steady myself as she turned me around to face her. Her lipstick was completely gone, her chin slick with evidence of what she’d just done. The sight sent another jolt of arousal through me.

“You taste even better than I imagined,” she said, her voice husky with desire.

Something inside me snapped. The last thread of hesitation, of uncertainty, dissolved completely as I stared at her, this woman who had just shattered me into a thousand pieces and looked so damn pleased about it.

I grabbed her shoulders and spun us both around, shoving her against the nearest counter with a force I didn’t know I possessed. Her eyes widened in surprise, but there was no fear there. Only a dark, delighted curiosity.

“Look who found her courage,” she started to say, but I silenced her with my mouth.

The kiss was messy, desperate. I tasted myself on her lips, on her tongue, and it ignited something primal in me. My hands were everywhere. In her hair, on her neck, tugging at the buttons of her blouse. I pressed my body against hers, wedging my thigh between her legs and grinding forward, feeling the heat of her through the fabric of her skirt.

She moaned into my mouth, her hands gripping my hips, encouraging the movement. I rocked against her harder, mimicking what I’d seen in porn but never imagined doing myself. The friction was intoxicating, the power even more so. Diane—composed, controlled Diane—was trembling against me, her breath coming in sharp little gasps each time I pressed forward.

“Jesus, Leslie,” she breathed when I broke the kiss to trail my lips down her neck. “Where the hell did this come from?”

I bit down on the sensitive juncture where her neck met her shoulder, and she hissed, her nails digging into my back through my blouse.

“I want to make you feel good,” I whispered against her skin. “Show me how.”

I grabbed the lapels of her blouse and pulled them open. The fabric parted to reveal nothing but smooth, golden skin beneath. No bra. No tank top. Just Diane, exposed and magnificent.

My breath caught at the sight of her breasts. Full and heavy, with dusky pink nipples already hard. They were perfect. Mature. Real. Not the perky, artificial kind I was used to seeing in magazines, but the kind that spoke of confidence and experience and a woman who knew exactly what she was worth.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, reverence overtaking my voice.

Something primal took over. I lunged forward, capturing one nipple in my mouth, my hands coming up to cradle the weight of her breasts. They filled my palms perfectly, soft and warm and so much more than I’d imagined in my late-night fantasies.

“That’s it,” Diane encouraged, her fingers threading through my hair, holding me against her chest. “Take what you want.”

I licked and sucked, moving from one breast to the other, unable to get enough. My hands kneaded and squeezed, my thumbs brushing over her nipples when my mouth was elsewhere. I was lost in her. In her scent, her taste, the little sounds she made when I sucked particularly hard.

“You’re so beautiful,” I murmured against her skin, trailing kisses across the slope of one breast. “So fucking perfect.”

I couldn’t believe this was happening. That I was here, worshipping Diane’s body, feeling her tremble under my touch. My inexperience didn’t matter. Instinct drove me forward, hunger making me bold. I dropped to my knees, pressing my face between her breasts, inhaling deeply before dragging my tongue along the underside of one heavy globe.

“Look at you,” she breathed, watching me with dark, hooded eyes. “So eager. So hungry.”

I was. I wanted to devour her. To memorize every inch of her body with my hands and mouth. To make her feel even a fraction of what she’d made me feel.

I reached behind her, unzipping her pants and tugging them down her hips. She stepped out of them gracefully, now wearing nothing but her open blouse and a pair of black lace panties that made my mouth water.

“What do you want?” she asked, running her thumb along my lower lip.

“Everything,” I answered honestly. “I want to taste you. Feel you. Make you cum.”

She smiled, that confident, knowing smile that had first captured my attention weeks ago. “Then do it.”

I hooked my fingers into her panties and dragged them down, revealing a neatly trimmed patch of dark hair. My heart hammered in my chest as I leaned forward, pressing a kiss to her inner thigh.

“I’ve never done this before,” I admitted, looking up at her.

“Don’t worry about that,” she murmured, her voice tender despite the hunger in her eyes. “Just do what feels right.”

I lowered myself fully to my knees, the hard floor pressing against my skin, a discomfort I barely registered. My attention was fixed entirely on what was before me: Diane’s pussy, exposed and waiting. Her thighs parted slightly, an invitation I couldn’t resist.

I gazed at her, taking in every detail. She was different from me. Fuller, with delicate folds of darker pink, glistening with arousal. Beautiful in her maturity, in her confidence. Something about seeing her like this—so raw, so real—made my heart race even faster.

“You’re incredible,” I whispered, my breath ghosting over her sensitive skin.

Without further hesitation, I leaned in, drawing a deep breath of her scent—musky and sweet and utterly intoxicating. My first tentative lick sent electricity through both of us. The taste was complex, tangy and rich. Better than anything I could have imagined. I moaned against her, the vibration making her shudder.

Diane’s fingers tangled in my hair, not pushing, just holding as her head fell back. The sound that escaped her lips was primal, deep and unrestrained. It emboldened me, that evidence of her pleasure.

“Just like that,” she encouraged, her voice husky and strained. “God, your mouth feels amazing.”

I explored her with growing confidence, learning her body through taste and texture. What made her grip tighten, what made her thighs tremble. I circled her entrance with my tongue before moving up to focus on her clit, mimicking the rhythms she’d used on me.

Her hips began to move, subtle at first, then more insistent, grinding against my face. I gripped her thighs, steadying myself, lost in the intimacy of the act. There was something profoundly powerful about being on my knees yet feeling completely in control.

“Fuck, Leslie,” she gasped, her composure fracturing. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

Suddenly, Diane’s grip in my hair tightened, taking control. She pulled my face harder against her, holding my head exactly where she wanted it.

“Stay right there,” she commanded, her voice rough with need.

My hands fell away as she took over completely, grinding herself against my mouth with deliberate, rhythmic movements. I surrendered to her pace, to her desire, my tongue flat and obedient as she used me for her pleasure.

The realization hit me with startling clarity, I wasn’t in control anymore. I was just a vessel for her satisfaction, a tool for her release. And god, I loved it. Loved the way she held me in place, the way she took what she needed without apology.

“That’s it,” she panted above me. “Just like that. Don’t move.”

Her thighs began to tremble on either side of my face as her movements grew more frantic, less coordinated. I gripped her calves to steady myself, feeling her muscles tense and release with each thrust. My jaw ached, my neck strained from the angle, but I couldn’t have pulled away if I wanted to—and I definitely didn’t want to.

I looked up, past the heaving expanse of her torso to her face. Her head was thrown back, lips parted, eyes squeezed shut in concentration. She was magnificent in her abandon, all pretense of sophistication stripped away, leaving only raw, animal need.

Her hips jerked erratically, rhythm faltering as she chased her climax. I struggled to maintain contact, to keep my tongue where she needed it as she bucked against my face. Oxygen became secondary to her pleasure; breathing was just something I did in the milliseconds between her thrusts.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she chanted, her voice rising with each repetition.

Then everything changed. Diane’s body tensed completely, her thighs clamping around my head as she shuddered violently against my mouth. A guttural moan tore from her throat, echoing off the walls of the copy room as her orgasm crashed through her. I held on, letting her ride it out, drinking in every tremor, every aftershock.

When the waves finally subsided, she released her grip on my hair, her hands falling limply to her sides. I pulled back slightly, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, looking up at her with what must have been naked adoration.

Diane’s chest heaved as she caught her breath. Her eyes, when they finally opened, were dark and hungry despite her release. She looked down at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read—satisfaction mixed with something else. Something almost predatory.

Suddenly, she pushed away from the counter, pulling me to my feet.

“I want to fuck you,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Lie down on the floor. On your side.”

I blinked, momentarily confused by the abrupt shift. “On my side?”

“Yes. And lift your leg up.”

I hesitated, looking around the small copy room. The floor was hard linoleum, not exactly comfortable, but I was too far gone to care. I lowered myself down, positioning as instructed, feeling oddly vulnerable with one leg raised in the air.

“Like this?” I asked, uncertainty creeping into my voice.

Diane nodded, her eyes raking over me. I realized with a jolt that I was still mostly dressed. My blouse rumpled but buttoned, my skirt hiked up around my waist, panties somewhere around my ankles.

“What are you going to…?” I trailed off, looking around for a bag, wondering if she’d brought something with her. Some toy I hadn’t considered. “Did you plan this?”

She laughed, the sound rich and throaty. “Oh, Leslie. So innocent.”

Before I could process what was happening, Diane lowered herself to the floor, positioning her body perpendicular to mine. She straddled my bottom leg, then guided my raised leg to rest against her shoulder.

“Wait, what are you—” My question died in my throat as she shifted forward, bringing our bodies together.

The first touch of her wet heat against mine sent electricity shooting up my spine. She ground down, her slick folds sliding against my own, our clits brushing together in a way that made stars explode behind my eyelids.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, the sensation unlike anything I’d ever experienced.

“This is how women fuck,” Diane murmured, beginning a slow, deliberate rhythm. “Without toys. Without men. Just us.”

I stared up at her in wonder as she moved against me, her hips rolling with practiced precision.

My body went rigid with shock. I’d always assumed this position was just for show, something performers did for the camera but didn’t actually enjoy. But the slick friction where our bodies met sent waves of pleasure radiating through me that felt more intimate than anything I’d ever experienced.

“Oh fuck,” I whimpered, my hips jerking involuntarily as Diane ground down harder.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, finding a rhythm that had us both gasping. “Feel that? That’s real.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her. She loomed above me, powerful and gorgeous, her body moving with confident precision. Her breasts swayed with each thrust, hypnotic in their fullness. Sweat glistened on her collarbone, a droplet trailing down between those perfect mounds. She wasn’t just having sex with me, she was claiming me.

The obscene wet sounds of our bodies meeting filled the room, punctuated by our increasingly desperate breathing. Each slide of her against me sent electric pulses straight to my core. The visual of our bodies joined this way, our most intimate parts pressed together, was almost too much to process.

“I never knew,” I managed between gasps, “that it could be like this.”

Diane’s lips curved into a knowing smile. She shifted slightly, changing the angle, and suddenly the pressure against my clit intensified tenfold.

“There’s so much you don’t know yet,” she purred, her pace quickening. “So much I’m going to teach you.”

My hands scrambled for purchase on the slick floor as tension built deep inside me. I was completely at her mercy, pinned beneath her weight, my leg trapped against her shoulder. The vulnerability only heightened every sensation.

“Look at us,” Diane commanded, her voice husky with exertion. “Watch how perfectly we fit together.”

I forced my eyes downward, past the rumpled fabric of my skirt, to where our bodies merged. The sight of her glistening folds sliding against mine, our wetness mingling, pushed me dangerously close to the edge.

“I’m going to cum,” I warned, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears.

“Not yet,” she growled, slowing her movements to an agonizing pace. “With me. You cum with me.”

The command in her voice left no room for argument. I surrendered completely, collapsing back against the cold floor, my leg still propped against her shoulder. Diane’s eyes darkened as she took in my submission, her movements growing more deliberate, more possessive.

“That’s better,” she murmured, lowering her mouth to my ankle. Her lips traced the delicate bone there before moving higher, placing open-mouthed kisses along my calf.

I watched, transfixed, as she reached my foot and took my big toe into her mouth. The sensation was unexpected—intimate in a way I hadn’t anticipated. Her tongue swirled around it as she maintained eye contact, sucking gently while continuing to grind against me below.

“Oh!” I gasped, the dual sensations overwhelming my nervous system.

She released my toe with a wet pop. “You like that? Having every part of you worshipped?” Her voice was silky, dangerous. “Look at you, spread out for me on this dirty floor. Such a good little slut.”

The words should have offended me. Instead, they sent a fresh wave of arousal flooding through me. I moaned, beyond shame now.

“That’s right,” she continued, taking another toe into her mouth, sucking harder this time. “The perfect corporate princess, letting herself get fucked on company property.” She released my toe. “What would everyone think if they saw you now? If they knew what a desperate little thing you really are?”

“Diane,” I whimpered, my hips bucking involuntarily against hers.

“I bet you’ve never been this wet in your life,” she said, grinding down harder. “Never been this filthy. This free.”

She was right. I’d never felt anything like this—this complete abandonment of propriety, of control. The floor was hard beneath my back, the air conditioning raising goosebumps on my exposed skin, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was Diane, this goddess above me, taking me apart piece by piece.

“Please,” I begged, not even sure what I was asking for.

Her movements grew more insistent, our bodies sliding together in perfect rhythm. “You’re mine now,” she growled, licking a long stripe along the arch of my foot that made me shudder. “Everyone else gets the polite, professional version. But I get this. The real you. Desperate and wet and begging.”

The tension coiled tighter inside me with each thrust, each filthy word. I was floating somewhere beyond thought, beyond reason. Just sensation and need and the overwhelming presence of Diane consuming me.

“Now,” she commanded, her rhythm faltering as her own orgasm approached. “Cum for me now.”

My body obeyed instantly, convulsing beneath her as waves of pleasure crashed through me. I cried out her name, the sound echoing off the walls as she followed me over the edge, her body shuddering against mine.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I cried as the waves of pleasure crashed through me. But instead of slowing down, Diane pressed harder, grinding her hips with renewed purpose, prolonging the sensation beyond what I thought possible.

“Don’t you dare stop,” she commanded, her voice ragged as her own orgasm rippled through her body. “Keep going. I want more from you.”

Our bodies moved together in perfect synchronicity, slick with sweat and arousal, the obscene wet sounds of our connection filling the small room. Each time I thought I couldn’t take anymore, Diane would shift slightly, finding a new angle that sent fresh sparks of pleasure shooting through my oversensitive flesh.

“Look at you,” she panted, her body convulsing even as she maintained control. “Taking it so well. Such a good, good girl for me.”

Her praise washed over me like warm honey, making me whimper and arch up harder against her. My leg trembled where it rested against her shoulder, muscles burning from the strain, but the discomfort only heightened the pleasure.

“I can’t—” I gasped, feeling another orgasm building impossibly fast on the heels of the first. “Diane, it’s too much.”

“You can and you will,” she growled, her fingers digging into my thigh as her body shuddered through another wave. “Because you’re mine now. Every inch of you belongs to me.”

The possessiveness in her voice pushed me over the edge again, my vision blurring as a third, more intense climax ripped through me. I screamed, the sound bouncing off the walls as my body bucked wildly beneath hers.

“That’s it,” she cooed, her voice gentler now though her movements remained relentless. “Give me everything.”

Time lost all meaning as we rocked together, drawing out every last tremor, every aftershock. When Diane finally stilled, collapsing forward onto my chest, we were both gasping for breath, our bodies slick with evidence of what we’d shared.

“Holy shit,” I managed when I could speak again, my voice hoarse from screaming.

Diane laughed softly against my collarbone, the vibration sending pleasant tingles through my oversensitive body. “Not bad for your first time with a woman.”

She rolled off me, stretching out beside me on the cold floor. For a moment, we just lay there, staring at the fluorescent lights overhead, our breathing gradually returning to normal.

“What happens now?” I asked, suddenly aware of how vulnerable I felt. Half-dressed on the office floor, my body still humming with aftershocks.

Diane turned her head to look at me, that confident smirk returning to her lips. “Now? We clock out.”


Chapter 4

I lay on the cold floor, my lungs burning as I struggled to catch my breath. Something about the absurdity of it all—the copier humming nearby, my skirt bunched around my waist, the fact that we’d just had sex in the office—suddenly struck me. A bubble of laughter escaped my lips before I could stop it.

“What’s so funny?” Diane asked, propping herself up on one elbow beside me.

“Everything,” I said, gesturing vaguely at our surroundings. “Us. This. I came to make copies for tomorrow’s presentation and instead…” I dissolved into giggles again.

Diane’s face softened, and then she was laughing too. Not her usual controlled chuckle, but a genuine, full-bodied laugh that made her whole face light up. I’d never seen her like this before, completely unguarded. It was even more beautiful than her confidence.

She leaned over, still smiling, and pressed her lips to mine. The kiss was nothing like the hungry, desperate ones we’d shared earlier. This was tender, almost reverent; a brush of lips so gentle it made my heart ache. There was something in it I couldn’t name, something that felt distinctly feminine.

We stayed like that for a moment, foreheads touching, sharing breath, when the unmistakable sound of the front office door opening echoed through the silent building.

“Shit!” I hissed, panic shooting through me as I scrambled to my feet.

Diane was already moving, gathering her scattered clothing with efficient grace. “Relax,” she whispered, though I noticed she was dressing just as quickly. “It’s probably just security.”

I yanked my panties up from where they’d been tangled around my ankles, nearly losing my balance in the process. My fingers fumbled with my skirt, smoothing it down over my thighs. I ran a hand through my hair, trying to tame what I was sure was a disaster.

Diane looked impossibly put together already, buttoning her blouse hastily. She reached out and straightened my collar, then used her thumb to wipe something—lipstick? Worse?—from the corner of my mouth.

“Deep breath,” she murmured. “You look fine.”

Footsteps approached, heavy and deliberate. Male.

“Just follow my lead,” Diane whispered, then raised her voice to a normal volume. “So as I was saying, these quarterly projections need to be completely redone before the meeting tomorrow.”

I blinked, momentarily confused before catching on. “Right, yes. I’ll make sure they’re updated first thing.”

The security guard appeared in the doorway, eyebrows raised in surprise. “Ladies. Working late?”

“Big presentation tomorrow,” Diane said smoothly, gesturing to the stack of papers I’d abandoned on the copier.

The guard’s eyes narrowed as they darted between us, lingering on my disheveled hair and Diane’s slightly smudged makeup. “Everything alright in here? You both look like you’ve been running laps around the building.”

I felt heat crawl up my neck. “Just been a really long day,” I said, forcing what I hoped was a casual smile. “These quarterly reports are killing us.”

“Exactly,” Diane added with a practiced laugh. She ran a hand through her hair, somehow making the gesture look elegant rather than nervous. “Nothing some coffee and determination can’t fix.”

He nodded slowly, unconvinced. “I saw both your cars still in the lot. That’s why I came up to check. Most folks cleared out hours ago.”

“We appreciate the concern,” Diane said, her professional mask firmly back in place.

“Well,” he said, jingling his keys, “probably best to wrap it up soon. Getting pretty late. I’m sure your husbands are wondering where you ladies disappeared to.”

I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from reacting. Diane just smiled politely.

“You’re absolutely right,” she said. “We’ll be heading out shortly.”

“Good night then,” he said, giving us one last suspicious look before turning away.

We stood frozen until his footsteps faded completely. The moment the front door clicked shut, we both doubled over, hands pressed to our mouths to muffle our laughter.

“Your husbands,” Diane wheezed, tears gathering at the corners of her eyes.

“If he only knew,” I gasped, clutching my side.

Our laughter echoed in the empty office, releasing all the tension and absurdity of the moment. When it finally subsided, Diane stepped toward me, her eyes soft in a way I hadn’t seen before. She cupped my face in her hands and kissed me, slow and deep and full of promise.

“This isn’t over,” she whispered against my lips. “But he’s right about one thing…we should go.”

I nodded, suddenly aware of how exhausted I was. My body ached in places I’d never felt before, a delicious soreness I wanted to savor.

“Will you…” I hesitated, unsure how to navigate this new territory. “Tomorrow, should we talk about this?”

Diane’s smile turned enigmatic. “Tomorrow, we’ll be professionals. Colleagues.” She traced my lower lip with her thumb. “And after hours, we’ll be whatever we want to be.”

She gathered her things while I finally made those copies I’d come for in the first place. We walked to the parking lot together, our fingers occasionally brushing but never quite holding. The night air felt electric against my skin, cooling the flush that still lingered there.

At my car, Diane leaned in for one last kiss, quick but possessive.

“Sweet dreams, Leslie,” she murmured before turning toward her own vehicle.

I sat in my car for a long time, hands resting on the wheel, heart still pounding with the weight of everything that had just changed. The office, the job, the endless pressure to prove myself, it all felt different now. I wasn’t just surviving anymore. I was discovering what I wanted, who I could be, and maybe even who I wanted it with.

Tomorrow, I’d play it cool. I’d be the picture of professionalism. But tonight, I let myself smile in the dark and whisper her name like a secret.
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Lesbian Awakening in Paradise: First Time Lesbian Threesome with an Older Couple

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F24W5MNW

One runaway bride. Two irresistible women. One night that changes everything.

Kelly was supposed to be on her honeymoon—but instead of saying I do, she bolted. Alone in paradise, she meets Alicia and Ronnie, a flirty, fun-loving older couple who take her under their wing. Watching them ignites something deep inside her… something she’s never let herself explore.

One wild night. No more doubts. A confession she can’t take back.

Lucky for her, Alicia and Ronnie are more than happy to help her figure out exactly what she’s been missing.
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Broken by the Lesbian Dominatrix

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F85RCWSQ

Lily’s been the quiet girl her whole life; shy, closeted, and terrified of what she really wants. Her nights are filled with locked doors, drawn blinds, and late-night searches for videos that make her ache in all the wrong places.

Until one click leads her to Mistress Dita, a woman who promises no judgment, no labels… just raw, unapologetic pleasure.
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First Time Lesbian Sleepover: Friends to Lovers Erotica

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F1TYPMVP

Abby and Kate have been inseparable since as far back as they can remember —late-night talks, shared secrets, and sleepovers that never lost their magic, even in their twenties. But when Kate confesses there’s something she’s never done, Abby makes a shocking offer: Let me be your first.

It’s a reckless, thrilling proposition that sends a spark straight through Kate. Is this just best friends playing a dangerous game, or has something been simmering between them all along? As touches turn heated and boundaries disappear, one night of indulgence ignites a fire neither of them can put out… and once they cross that line, there’s no turning back.
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