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Foreword
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Chapter 1

I glanced at the clock on my laptop. 7:37 PM. My shift ended at 5 PM.

After checking my email another time, saving my spreadsheet, and triple checking the company updates, I finally decided to close my laptop and go home. Another Friday night wasted.

I’d promised my boss Mark, my co-workers, and my friends that I would stop staying late at work. That was my new year’s resolution, but it was now March, and I’d broken it almost every single shift I worked. Not always by such a large amount, but enough to have everyone notice and comment on it constantly.

It wasn’t that I was overworked, I loved my job. So much that it was sometimes just hard to leave. There was so much to do and I enjoyed doing it. I thrived on making an impression. But my friends didn’t invite me out as much as they used to, and I hadn’t gone on a date in almost a year. I knew I needed to get a life.

I grabbed my jacket and bag from the back of the chair, and walked under the dimmed office lights, hearing only my footsteps and the faint noise of someone vacuuming on the other side of the floor. The office was quite open with large white cubicles scattered throughout. The big windows showed the shimmering city lights amongst the darkness, and my reflection walked with me as I headed toward the exit.

I wasn’t the only one with the staying late problem, and I definitely wasn’t the worst. It was not rare to see others working even later, or sleeping at their desks. But Fridays were usually pretty quiet, and this was no exception.

Walking down the hallway to the elevators, it felt even later. The lights in the hallway were quite low and there weren’t any windows. The dark carpet swallowed up my steps. I scanned my card to pass through the glass security doors, rounded the corner and arrived at the elevators.

I wasn’t alone.

Diana Stone, Senior VP of finance stood waiting for the elevator, holding her purse and scrolling her phone. I walked slower. Why here, why now? Why couldn’t I have left earlier like I was supposed to?

If I was a small fish in the company, Diana was a shark. Very occasionally we would cross paths at work, usually through quarterly meetings with tens of people, or occasionally in email chains where my boss, Mark, would forward my work to a few of his colleagues.

But that wasn’t why I suddenly felt so nervous.

Diana had become the main source of my fantasies. Diana was incredibly gorgeous, quite a bit older, definitely quite financially well off and powerful, and for some reason the combination of these things did something unexplainable to me. It started innocently enough. I felt a bit jealous of how polished and put together she was. But in some of our long meetings, it snowballed into a fascination I couldn’t explain.

I didn’t like women, at least I’d never thought about them like that before. But one thought led to another. I imagined Diana seeing my work, saying I was a good asset to the company, and then being called to the older woman’s office for a review. I thought about how her sharp commanding tone seemed to soften for me. Then I would think about her Pilates toned thighs and her high heels, leading up to her short skirt and tight fitting shirt.

I always had a hard rule that I would never fantasize about a person in my life. It seemed like too big of a line to cross. I would let my thoughts run wild about celebrities, strangers, often not even needing a face or a name to fuel my thoughts. But for some reason, Diana had broken this. It started off by her being far enough removed from me that it didn’t really feel as if I were indulging in something too inappropriate.. It was just something fun, silly, and meaningless to pass the time. It didn’t mean anything, because Diana and I barely ever crossed paths.

But then I’d see her around a little bit more. One day she said my name, and I worried she could see right through me.. I always tried my best to act composed around her, and our interactions were never long or meaningful, but I always made sure to try to run away as quickly as I could. Another time she asked my boss if I’d ever thought about moving within the company, and he asked me if I’d said anything to her. I knew that I had probably just caught her attention with some of the reports I’d done, or some of the extra work I’d taken on. But the guilt I felt about the persistent fantasies I had made me wish she would forget me.

I thought about turning around but I’d walked too far. The carpet had ended and Diana turned her head to look at me when my footsteps echoed on the tile floor.

Diana smiled and turned back to the elevator, and as if on queue, the light above the closest one came on and dinged. The door opened and Diana walked inside.

I froze. Should I turn around or follow? I felt like an idiot, unable to make my legs do either. But Diana leaned out the door to look at me.

“Are you coming?”

“Yes, sorry. I thought I forgot something.” I said, rushing to the elevator. Diana let go of the hold button after I entered, and the mirrored doors shut gently in front of us.

I watched as Diana’s manicured red finger pressed the basement button for the parking garage. I tried not to look at her, focusing on the bright numbers counting down from 14.

The elevator felt so small, but looked big with the mirrored walls and doors. Diana’s expensive perfume filled the space between us, her presence so intense that I could physically feel it. I swallowed and thought it sounded too loud. I tried not to breathe as the numbers counted down. I knew I should probably make small talk, but I didn’t want to. Diana continued scrolling on her phone, her heels clicking as she shuffled slightly.

I tried to stop it, but my brain replayed our interactions like a slideshow. There weren’t many, but each small glance and smile had been burned and replayed in my head. Then there were the interactions that never happened, the ones I only dreamt about. Sometimes they would blur with reality. Was I sure Diana had never asked me to come to her office alone? Was I sure that Diana had not bit her lip and adjusted my blouse?

Yes,I was sure, because if any of those things happened I would probably have to call in sick for a week just to recover.

I snuck a longer glance at her. She was wearing a long, white, wool overcoat with some sort of black dress or skirt underneath. One of her knees was bent, nude stockings covered her perfect legs, and she wore black heeled boots higher than any that I would dare to wear.

Suddenly the lights flickered, as if a punishment for looking at Diana a little too long. Then there was a loud screech, and darkness. The elevator stopped suddenly. I let out a yelp and grabbed the handrail. The dim emergency lights came on, and everything was silent.

“Well, I guess this is what we get for working late on a Friday,” Diana said, laughing. She pressed the red emergency button.

A crackling voice responded.

“Elevator 3. Sorry for the inconvenience, there’s been a power outage. We will try to get you running as soon as possible.”

“They must have like… a backup generator, right?” I asked.

Diana looked completely calm, while I continued to white knuckle grip the handrail. Not only was I scared to be stuck in the elevator, but my nerves were already on edge just being in the small space with her for what would have been a short trip.

“Actually I’m not sure that they do. The building is pretty old, but the renovations that the company did a decade ago made it look brand new. It was definitely more of a facelift though. But I’m sure they’ll have someone out here soon.”

She looked at me, and I released my grip on the handrail, trying to look as cool and calm as she did. She smiled, her dusty rose lipstick looked like she’d just put it on. She tucked a long, blonde strand of hair behind her ear.

“You’re not scared are you?” She said with a teasing smile.

I was terrified. In my head the elevator would drop at any moment, and we’d crash to the ground. The small space was crushing. But above all, being stuck in here with her was the most terrifying thing I could imagine.

“A little, but I’m alright.”

“It’s Harper… Chen. Right?” Diana held out her hand.

I tried not to look as surprised as I felt. It didn’t occur to me that she would know my full name. Hearing it roll off her tongue sent a shiver down my back. I took her hand and shook it firmly.

“Yes, that’s correct. And you’re Ms. Stone.”

“It’s Diana, please,” she said with another smile, closing her other hand over mine before letting go.

“Yes ma’am. I mean… Diana.” I felt my cheeks get hot, stammering through my words, but Diana didn’t take the opportunity to make me feel even more embarrassed.

“It’s getting warm in here already,” she said, pulling her long wool coat off and folding it over the handrail. “It’s a good thing I didn’t have any plans tonight.”

“Me neither,” I said, starting to relax. I put my heavy bag onto the ground.

“A young woman like you on a Friday night with no plans? What’s wrong with you?”

Diana laughed, and it felt like something I wasn’t supposed to hear. She seemed so personable, but every time I’d see her at work she was so serious and cold.

“I’m not that young anymore,” I said laughing. “I’m 27. But yeah, I have a bad habit of staying late on Fridays so I don’t usually plan anything.”

“Not that young, huh? Wait until you get to my age before you overwork yourself. You should be having fun.”

I wanted to ask how old she was, but I knew it would be rude. It also didn’t matter. She was probably at least 45, maybe even 50, but it wasn’t something that crossed my mind at all. The only thing I felt from her was a mature, put-together type of energy that only someone with her age and position could carry.

“I still have fun,” I said. It was a lie, a defense, but she didn’t need to know the truth.

She raised her eyebrows and opened her mouth to speak, but she was cut off by the crackling elevator speaker.

“Elevator 3? We aren’t able to receive audio from you, but please press the red emergency button to signal that you are listening.”

Diana pressed the button, and we waited.

“Thank you. Unfortunately, due to the outage and an unexpected generator failure, we are unable to get the elevator moving at this point. We would need to wait for the power to come on, or for a technician to arrive. Unless the power restores soon, it will be a 2 hour wait. I will give you updates as soon as I hear anything. Please press the button to indicate how many people are in the elevator.”

Diana pressed the button twice, groaning at the announcement.

“Is anyone injured or unconscious? Please press once for yes, twice for no.”

Diana pressed the button twice again.

“Thank you. Please don’t hesitate to ring again for assistance, and I will communicate any new information with you.”

“Well, it looks like your Friday night is going to be exciting after all.”

If I were alone or with anyone else, I’d be panicking. But Diana’s demeanor not only calmed me, but she also made me not want to embarrass myself. If she wasn’t shaken, then neither was I.

“I guess you’re right.” I said, forcing a smile. “But it is hot. In here, I mean.”

Another slip up,and Diana still let me off the hook.

“I know. Well two hours… might as well get comfortable.”
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Chapter 2

Diana slipped off her heels, kicking them delicately in front of her, and slid down to sit on the ground, stretching out her legs in front of her and crossing one foot over the other. She took off her purse and set it with her shoes. Her hands pulled her hair up into a ponytail and she secured it with a hair tie.

I joined her sitting on the ground, my skirt suddenly feeling shorter than it was as I crouched down. I made sure to leave as much space between us as I could.

Apart from my fear and annoyance at the situation, I knew I needed to make a good impression. Not because of my stupid crush, but because this was an extremely important colleague at work. She was someone who would be impossible to even get a meeting with, and here I was trapped with her. If I panicked, maybe she would think that I wasn’t good in stressful situations. If I acted too casual, maybe she’d think I wasn’t serious enough. If I played things right, maybe this mishap could be good for my career.

If only I could get over the nervousness she made me feel. After the thoughts I’d had about her, I should have been feeling turned on just being this close to her. But I didn’t want her like that. She was just a fantasy, and every time she looked at me I was scared she would see it in my eyes.

She took out her phone, but only briefly.

“No service, of course. I wanted to see how big the outage was. Do you have service?”

I checked my phone, but shook my head no and put it back in my bag.

“So… Harper. I guess we better get to know each other.” Diana looked at me through our reflections in the doors in front of us.

“Probably not too much to know,” I said with a soft smile. Maybe I could try boring her to death.

“That’s not true. Didn’t you say you like to have fun?” She smiled back and set her phone down on the ground. “I’ve noticed some things about you. You’re Mark’s best employee, you’re full of potential, and you’re stunning. You could use a bit of work on your public speaking and confidence, but that’s the easy part. Room for improvement is a positive trait.”


“Thank you, that really means a lot.”

Full of potential? Stunning? She must have meant stunning in a metaphorical type of way. Like I stand out.

“I notice a lot of things, Harper.” Her eyes seemed to change. She turned to look at me directly. “Do you want me to tell you?”

I swallowed hard. She was a lot more talkative, calm, and friendly than I’d imagined. This image of her I’d built in my head as a mean executive was crumbling down.

“Sure.”

“I notice things like the way you tense up when I enter a meeting. When I arrive unexpectedly. The few times you’ve needed to speak, you always glance at me first before you even start speaking, and then you never look at me again. You seem to hold your breath, even now you’re doing it.”

I didn’t even realize, but she was right. She laughed as she watched me notice and take a breath.

“See? I’m not that dangerous, you don’t need to be afraid of me.”

“I’m sorry, Diana. I’m not afraid, I’m-”

“Intimidated? That’s similar enough.”

“I don’t know what it is. But it’s not personal. I really respect you. I’m just shy.” I wasn’t lying, but I felt like she could see right through me anyways.

“Do I make you nervous?”

“I think, I mean…no offense or anything. I think maybe you make everyone a bit nervous.”

“That’s not exactly true. And not what I asked you.”

Her words were sharp but her tone was playful, and she didn’t seem to pause for very long before speaking. It was the confidence that she’d quickly noticed I lacked.

I was searching for the right answer, but I didn’t know what it was. If I said she didn’t make me nervous, she would think of me as a liar. If I said yes, she would see me as weak. But I was weak and I knew she already knew this about me. I swallowed hard.

It was already hot, but suddenly it felt like a heater turned on inside of me. My hair was already up, I wore a short-sleeve dress shirt, but I had a tank top underneath. Something had to come off.

“Of course you make me nervous,” I said, untucking my shirt from the waistband of my skirt. Diana’s eyes were locked on my hands as I peeled the shirt up over my head and tossed it onto my bag. Then her eyes were on my body, I could feel them on my neck and chest. I had to look down to make sure I hadn’t accidentally taken both shirts off, but I hadn’t. I swallowed hard, and continued.

“How could I not be? I mean apart from your…position, you’re extremely confident and well spoken. You’re always put together and composed. You’re so smart and everyone respects you. It makes me nervous that I might say the wrong thing or like…embarrass myself, I guess.”

Her eyes were back to my face, but now it was my eyes that betrayed me. I watched her hands loosening her collar, popping button after button on her dress shirt. I watched her delicate fingers, adorned with plenty of rings but no wedding band. She stopped above her cleavage and smiled.

“Well please try to relax. We’re not working anymore, and you can’t ever embarrass yourself in front of me even if you tried. But can I be honest with you?”

“Of course,” I said, but I didn’t know that I wanted to hear it.

“I know it’s more than nerves. You’re definitely not the first person who has looked at me the way you do. You see me how a man sees me. The way your eyes linger.”

She was wrong. I could be embarrassed, and I was.

“But the difference between you and men? They look at me like they can have me. And you look at me like you can’t.”

I felt myself shrink. She let the words sit in silence between us, and I’d almost wished she would have continued just so that there wasn’t this loud nothingness.

“I always wondered what that would be like if I’m honest. Someone who wanted me so badly, but didn’t think they could stand a chance. Men are too bold, too confident. But someone like you I could really have fun with.”

My heart beat so loud that I could hear it, and I was sure she could too.

“Look, we’re trapped in here. Maybe for a few more seconds, or for hours. I just want you to be honest with me. You won’t get in trouble for anything you say or do. But if you want me to just drop it and talk about what TV shows we like, we can move on.”

I took a deep breath. At this point she was right. What would I do now, ignore her for two hours? For someone who wanted her so badly, hearing her speak like this was a dream. But it wasn’t like how I imagined. None of my fantasies ever had words. They were easy, clear, and my role was already predetermined. I hadn’t rehearsed any of this.

“No, you’re right. Kind of, I mean I don’t even really know you. But I have felt drawn to you.”

“Please, Harper. I’m begging for honesty.” Diana patted the ground beside her. “Come here.”

Against my better judgment, I shuffled myself closer to her. I wondered what else she could make me do without me even thinking.

“Tell me,” she started, her hand resting on my knee. “When you think of me, and I know you do, what do you imagine?”

Her hand felt so heavy, but comforting and trusting. The air felt thick and I wasn’t sure if that was my own response or from the elevator.

What did she want from me?


“Nothing, I-”

“Harper, that’s not true.” Her thumb traced circles on my inner thigh above my knee, and I wished I would have worn tights, or leggings or pants, but instead my legs were bare. I focused on the feeling, and I felt myself calming slightly.

“What do you want me to say? Like a scenario?”

Diana smiled. She had won. By asking what she meant, in a way I’d confessed.

“Yes. Anything. I’m dying to know. Just for me. I promise you won’t get in trouble for any of this.”

“I… I’ve imagined you pulling me into your office.”

“What do I say?” Her eyes seemed to light up.

“Nothing. You never say anything. I just know. Then you… you want me to be specific? Explicit?”

“Yes, Harper.” She said it in a tone that made it sound like it was the most obvious, normal thing in the world. “Tell me what makes you wet.”

I knew she was going to think I was a freak, but this whole scenario made me think that she was too, probably even more than I was. The way she hung off of my words made me realize that right now I was kind of the one with some power.

“You shut the door, and grab me by the hair,” I paused, trying to read her face for disgust but it didn’t exist. Only wide-eyed interest. “You’re behind me, holding my hair with one hand and your other hand is all over me. Touching me. Controlling me. You bend me over the desk and umm.. hit me. Like spanking, then you touch me more, and then you sit at your desk and answer emails, and make me… go underneath.”

I couldn’t believe what I was saying. I couldn’t even send Diana an email without reading it 20 times, yet now I was telling her my deepest fantasies in such a stupid, vague way?

“So you like for others to take control?”

I nodded. I wanted to plead with her to drop it, and I knew she probably would because she’d said we could move on. But how could I come back from this?

“When you say I touch you… what does that mean? Show me.”
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Chapter 3

“Show you?”

Diana adjusted herself, turning towards me slightly and resting her back from the wall we shared to the corner. Her legs were tucked to the side, knees bent, and she sat up to watch me with interest.

“Maybe I need to make this more clear for you, Harper. You’ve thought of me for… whatever. A few months. I have also been thinking of you. Maybe not quite as long… but the way you’ve made me feel has been driving me crazy. I like to pay attention to signs, and getting stuck here with you felt like a flashing, pointing arrow. We’re alone, no one can see us, and we’re technically not at work. I just want to have fun. So show me how I touch you when you imagine it.”

I kept waiting for her to start laughing, or go back on her words and say she was joking. I’d never had anyone ever be so blunt with me. I was used to quick, wordless encounters. Where the men I’d date would take the lead. They wouldn’t ask questions, they’d just start and finish. Easy.

I’d never felt tension that made my hands shake the way they were. I’d never had someone ask what I liked or what I wanted. So why did it make me feel so scared?

But apart from the fear, the uncomfortable heat, and the tremble in my hands, I was extremely turned on. My clit throbbed so hard that it was almost painful, and I could feel the wetness between my legs if I even moved slightly.

I didn’t know if she meant to touch myself to show her, to touch her, or to guide her. I figured she didn’t care which one I did or else she would have said. It was as if she was testing me, to see how bold I was.

Suddenly a flash of panic went through me. I looked frantically around the elevator, checking the ceiling and the panels.

“Harper, there’s no camera. I already checked.”

I wanted to ask how she could be sure, but I felt like I could trust her if she told me to jump off of the roof.

I grabbed her hand that still rested on my knee, and waited for her to pull back. She didn’t. Instead she let me move her with ease. I slowly dragged her hand up my inner thigh, gasping slightly as her fingertips teased my skin lightly. I dragged my free hand down my neck and chest to my breasts and Diana didn’t seem to know where to look.

“I imagine it like this. You’re all over me, doing whatever you want.”

I led her hand upwards, opening my legs slightly, my skirt sliding up my thighs. I was still cautious that I was pushing it too far but she was still willing, her hand making contact with any part of my inner thighs that it could, still heavy and firm.

I rubbed my palm over my nipple through my shirt roughly, surprising myself with a small gasp. Her gaze was devouring me, and I was so turned on that I felt my nerves slipping away. I pulled her hand up to my panties, and she lightly pressed her fingers against my opening through the thin fabric.

“Doing whatever I want?”

“Yes,” I said with a soft moan. She hadn’t moved her hand, but I couldn’t help but rock myself against it, grinding my wet pussy against her fingertips. I couldn’t even look at her, I felt so ashamed and embarrassed. But it had been so long since I’d been touched, I forgot how good someone else’s warm hands felt on my skin.

“Do you want me to do whatever I want? To control you how I want?”

Her fingertips played with the hem of my panties, teasing the edge of the fabric and my bikini line.

“Yes, Diana. Anything, fuck.”

“Ms. Stone. Or ma’am.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She smiled, and slipped two fingers past the fabric.

“Fuck, you’re so wet. And I haven’t even done anything yet.” She teased my opening with her fingers, pressing gently, slipping, but not far enough. I ground my hips desperately, my skirt pushed up around my hips.

“I’ll tell you what I want, since you’ve been such a good girl for me. And you’ve done enough talking.” Her fingers dipped inside of me deeper, curling slightly, while her thumb pressed my clit lightly.

“I want to make your little office fantasy come true. I bet you have even more, we can act them out, one by one. But I want you to know that I like to be a bit rough and a bit… unconventional. I want to fuck you until you beg, I want to punish you, reward you, spoil you. I want to call you names, make you feel so fucking ashamed and turned on at the same time. I want to make you feel better than you ever fucking have before.”

I moaned as her fingers started to thrust in and out of me, pulling, filling me. Her thumb, slick from my own wet pussy, circled my clit, and I threw my head back. I wondered if my moans would carry through to the floors we were stuck between, but I couldn’t help it. It wasn’t only the way she touched me, but her words. I was already so horny, and her hands on me and the things she was saying made me feel like I was leaving my body.

“Look at me. I’m not done speaking.”

I wanted to hide my face. I didn’t want her to see the evidence of how good she made me feel. I felt my cheeks get hot as I looked into her eyes, trying to focus while she picked up the pace.

“Good… see how well you listen? God, the fucking stuff I’d get done if you were my assistant,” she laughed and continued. “If you do what I say, and if you trust me, we can have a lot of fun together. But I get it if you’re not interested.”

Her hand froze, and I thought I was going to scream.

“No, please. Please, Ms. Stone, ma’am. I’m interested.” I desperately thrust against her fingers. My throbbing clit and aching pussy controlling my brain completely. “I want you so fucking bad, fuck, I need you, please.”

“I thought you were shy?” Diana laughed, and continued. I made sure to keep eye contact, and I could see on her face that she noted how quickly I learned.

“I’m going to do what I want with you, and you’re going to listen. But at any point if you want to stop, or take a break, or anything, let me know. Tell me and I’ll listen. I promise this won’t affect anything at work, I won’t be mad or upset. You can stop this at any time. I’m impressed with your work regardless. Okay?”

“Yes, I mean okay… ma’am. Do whatever you want.”

“I will, I don’t need your permission. I knew you were a fucking slut from the first time I saw you, it was only a matter of time.”

I was already so close, and her words fit me like a glove. Something so vicious and insulting felt so right. I was a slut for her. She had me like putty in her hands, and that horrible shame I sat with for so long was now out in the open. Just the sight of her had turned me into that desperate slut, and it controlled my thoughts constantly.

“I am, I’m your slut,” I moaned hungrily.

“Yes and because you’re mine, I’m going to make you work for it. And I know you will.”

She moved her hand completely away from me, and I surprised myself with how frustrated I became from her denial.

“Fuck, please, I’m so close.”

My clit ached instantly, swollen and hard, I needed to feel something, but she didn’t falter.

“Come here,” she said, patting her thigh.

I got up on my knees facing her, my legs shaking. She pulled my panties down, and I lifted my knees, letting her pull them to my ankles. Then she pulled at my leg, positioning me so that I was straddling her upper thigh. My skirt wasn’t completely tight fitting, so it hovered around my hips, covering my ass.

Being on top of her like this was exhilarating. It was overwhelming having her this close to me, her smell, her skin, every detail. It was better than I ever could have imagined, and she was hotter than I could have dreamed. No fantasy would even come close to being this near to her.

“Let’s start by working on your confidence. You’re going to give me a show.” Her legs outstretched, she lifted her knee slightly, her thigh pressing against my pussy. “Go ahead slut, fuck yourself on my thigh while I watch.”

It felt so strange to be in the spotlight. Illuminated by the bright lights of the elevator, the mirrors, her eyes. I’d never been so on display, so on the spot. Usually all I had to do was lay there in the dark. Maybe give some head on a special occasion, usually in the dark as well.

But that fucking persistent throbbing in between my legs made me forget how foreign this was. I pushed back into her thigh, rubbing my greedy, wet pussy and aching clit against her slippery pantyhose. I was so wet that it surprised me, feeling the lubrication as I started to develop a rhythm against her. I finally felt some relief against my clit, spreading my legs more and finding just the right spot.

Diana’s hand found my tank top, tugging at the top of it. She wanted more, and so did I. I got the hint and she let go. I pushed it down, along with my thin, light support bralette. My breasts were so much smaller than hers that I knew I would have felt self conscious if it wasn’t for the way she was looking at me and the desperation I felt. She made me feel so much hotter and more desirable than I ever had before.

I balanced myself with one hand above her on the railing that surrounded the entire elevator, and my other hand pinched and pulled at my nipples. At first I tried to act innocent, just gently rubbing against my nipples, but I couldn’t hold the act up for long. I started pinching them, rolling them between my fingers and pulling lightly. I wondered if she was watching me so intensely because she wanted to know what I liked, or maybe she already knew, judging on how predictable I turned out to be.

I’d always been a bit rough with myself and in my fantasies, but it scared me to think of someone else controlling me like how I wanted. Not only was I worried they would think I was weird, but I didn’t know where the line was. I knew what felt good to me, but how would someone else? How could I trust them?

Diana grabbed my ass and pulled me closer to her, letting me fuck myself against her upper thigh. She leaned forward, taking one of my nipples between her lips. She sucked hard, her tongue flicking back and forth over the nub that became swollen between her lips. My whole body responded. I whimpered and fucked myself against her harder, my knuckles white as I gripped the handrail with all of my strength.

Then I felt her teeth delicately biting down, just enough to be sharp but enough to feel incredible. She moved her teeth back and forth gently and I couldn’t control the noises I made. She moved her mouth to my other breast, repeating it, as her fingers continued pinching and pulling at my other nipple still wet from her spit, her sharp nails replacing her delicate teeth.

“Ahh, fuck, that feels so fucking good. Oh my god,” I managed to spit out. It was such an incredible and strange feeling. I wondered if I could cum just from her mouth on my nipples. Every swipe of her tongue crawled down to my clit, like a phantom lick that made my hips uncontrollable, trying to recreate the feeling.

She pulled her mouth away from me, her palm against the center of my chest, almost as if she was holding herself back from me. She watched my hips grind against her leg for a moment, and then pushed against my outer thighs and lowered her leg, removing me from her.

I was about to protest but I knew I would be rewarded if I was good for her. I whined slightly but tried to stay still while I caught my breath. I felt another look of acknowledgment from her.

Her fingers swiped gently across my slit, and I noticed the white cream on her fingertips. I knew what it was like to be wet, but I never knew it could look the way it did. She brought it up to her lips and licked it off of her fingertips, watching me. I was salivating. I felt like an animal.

“God, you taste so fucking good, and I haven’t even let you cum yet,” she dipped her fingers inside of me quickly, enough to make me jump, and pulled her cream covered fingers up to my lips. I licked at her fingers. The substance was almost tasteless, but the act made me feel so dirty.

She didn’t remove her fingers, even after I’d cleaned them off. She played with my mouth, pushing them in and out, teasingly.

“I bet you want to cum so badly, don’t you?”

I moaned in agreement around her fingers, sucking them and letting her play with my mouth.

“Imagine how I feel?”

She dragged her fingers down my tongue, pushing my mouth open. I let her rub them against me. I thought of her fingers touching the elevator button, pushed by hundreds of fingers each day, and for some reason it turned me on even more.

“It’s so fucking selfish of you, isn’t it? You’re such a greedy whore. Letting me touch you…grinding yourself on my leg.”

Suddenly the lights in the elevator turned off, leaving us in complete darkness. With how turned on and out of my body I was, the change to darkness so suddenly was even more intense than it should have been.

“There go the emergency lights.”

Something changed with the lights going out. I could feel it in the air. Diana’s hands were all over me. She couldn’t see me, so she had to feel, her warm hands grabbing me all over.

“Lay down, get on your back.”

I did as she said, barely having to move as her hands guided me down. She bent my knees as she knelt between them.

“I know it’s hot in here, but let’s be real. When this elevator starts moving, we’re not going to have much time to get dressed. So everything stays on.”

I hadn’t realized until she said it, but I must have kicked off my panties at some point and there was no finding them right now. I was sweating, and she must have been even more. She still had more clothes on than I did.

“You’re right,” I said.

I hadn’t realized she’d moved until I felt her breath against my inner thigh as she laughed.

“I’m always right. You’re lucky you wore a skirt today.”

One of her arms locked around my thigh, holding me still against her face as her lips surrounded my clit. She sucked me hard and then stopped, over and over as I screamed and squirmed. I tried grabbing the ground and the wall until I finally found her hair and her arm. I held her hard, desperately, and I had a feeling that if the lights were still on, she wouldn’t have let me be so aggressive.

Her other hand slipped in between my legs and without warning 2, then 3 fingers pushed inside of my pussy. Then it felt like more, and I couldn’t even tell, happily taking the small pain in exchange for the pleasure of having her stretch and fill me, rubbing against my gspot and cervix.

She fucked me hard as her tongue licked and sucked noisily. I tried to quiet my own moans to hear her own, the vibration of her voice rumbling against me, but I couldn’t contain myself. I held onto her like a life raft, my whole body grinding and fucking myself back against her.

She was going to make me cum and she had no signs of slowing. I didn’t know if she even cared that I was so close. She carried on, not changing her pace, even as my legs started to shake, kick, and grip around her head.

“Diana, fuck, I mean- oh my god. I’m going to cum, please, please, I’m going to fucking cum!” I cried into the darkness, and she only answered with a moan that vibrated over my clit, pushing me over the edge. I came hard, waves pushing through me as my pussy contracted over and over her fingers. I could feel the warmth running down my legs but she didn’t stop, keeping that same rhythm as I jumped and twitched over her.

“I can’t keep, I can’t keep going oh my god, fuck,” I cried, but my body kept responding to her. She probably couldn’t move away now anyways with how tightly I held her in place, even as I thought I couldn’t take anymore.

The sensitivity turned into pure pleasure again, and it repeated, a new orgasm building inside of me. It felt like I was completely out of this world with the extreme darkness surrounding us and the unreal sensations that Diana pulled out of me.

“Elevator 3? We are checking in. A technician should arrive in 30 minutes. Please press the emergency button once to confirm this message.”

“Shut up!” I cried out, and heard a muffled laugh between my legs.

Diana’s fingers were so slick now with my cum that she slipped in and out of me so easily. It felt like she was touching every part of me. I felt so feral that I wanted her to fuck me like this forever, but I knew I couldn’t take it after another minute.

“Elevator 3? Please respond if you receive our message.”

“Fuck, I need it, please! You feel so fucking good, please Ms. Stone,” I moaned as I felt myself cumming again.

If she would have stopped then I probably would have started to cry, but she didn’t. She continued milking me of every last drop of my orgasm, pulling it out of me until I couldn’t stand it anymore. I let go of her and she licked at me, her tongue pressed flat against me, slowly as if she was easing me back down to reality.

Diana sat up, moving away from me, and as I started to really breathe and come down, I realized how drenched in sweat I was. It was so hot that I almost wouldn’t have been able to stand it if I wasn’t still so strangely turned on after all of my orgasms.

There was a bright light, and I realized Diana had found her phone flashlight. She pressed the button, and the speaker responded immediately.

“Thank you for your response. It has come to my attention that your emergency lights have most likely timed out. Please stay calm and press the button twice if you have a medical emergency.”

“Do you have a medical emergency?” Diana asked me, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

“Is that what you call that?”

She laughed and waited.

“Thank you. We will have you out of there as soon as possible.”

Diana’s light shut off and she returned beside me. I was exhausted, so completely drenched in sweat, my skirt and legs soaked from my own juices, but I still felt like a hungry, crazy animal. It was as if after the first orgasm, something broke inside of me and made me insatiable.

If I felt like that after cumming, then I figured Diana must be in agony. As soon as her light turned off, her hand found me again, rubbing up my inner thighs.

“Fuck, Diana,” I moaned, my legs opening again with ease. “It’s your turn.” I reached for her in the dark, finding her hip, but she pulled my hand away as soon as I touched her.

“You don’t get to decide that.”

Her strong, confident hand pushed directly up my thigh with no hesitation and back to my pussy. Her thumb rubbed my sensitive clit again, while the rest of her fingers slid over my wet hole, teasing me.

“We still have another 30 minutes, and I’m not done with you. Got it, slut?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I moaned, her fingers putting me in a trance. She touched me just enough to satisfy me, but not enough to push me over the edge.

“How many times have you masturbated thinking about me?”

Her wet fingers now replaced her thumb. She started rubbing my clit, but changed to something else I’d never even felt before in my life. She put her index and forefinger on each side of my clit, and pressed them together, pinching lightly around my clit. Then they moved up and down, my hard clit pushing between her tight fingers over and over again.

I realized this must be close to what it felt like to have a cock, my hard, throbbing clit being jerked slowly between her wet fingertips. I could feel it pushing between, the pulling and rubbing were something I didn’t even know I could feel. It was as if a whole new type of orgasm was forming within me, but I wanted to enjoy this for as long as I could.

“Hello? I asked you a fucking question.”

“Sorry, oh my god, I don’t know what you said.”

“I asked you,” she started, her tone sharp and angry as she continued working my clit. “How many times have you masturbated thinking about me?”

“Every time, fuck,” I cried out. I felt embarrassed, but she could have gotten anything out of me at that moment. I’d give her my bank card and pin just to ensure that she’d let me finish.

“Every time? What does that mean?”

“Every time I’ve cum since I met you, I’ve thought of you.”

“I think next week, we’ll have to recreate that fantasy you told me about. In my office. I have my own idea of what I’d like to do to you too… maybe we can do that after. Tell me again what you wanted me to do to you?”

She must have sensed I was getting close, so she slowed down. I struggled to find the words, I could barely think.

“You call me to your office, and when I get there you shut the door. Mmm, Ms. Stone, please. I can’t focus.”

“You want me to stop?” She threatened.

“No, no, no please don’t stop, I- fuck. You shut the door and grab me by the hair. From behind, and you’re pressed against me. Touching me. You- you push me over to the desk and undress me. Bend me over, and you spank me, really hard. Then you ummm…you finger me, and then you sit down at your desk and make me eat you out while you work.”

“Hmm, that sounds doable.” She picked up the pace again, her other hand finding my nipple and pinching and pulling hard. I put my hand over my mouth, trying to muffle the noises coming out of me.

“Next week I’ll call you to my office. First we’ll do your fantasy, although it might be a little bit different. Then another day we’ll do mine. Deal?”

“Yes,” I managed, my legs starting to tense and shake. “What’s yours?”

Diana laughed loudly.

“You think I would tell you that? You can wait and find out.”

My hips thrust hard against her hand now, almost as if I was thrusting myself in between her fingers. I could feel myself starting to slip into an orgasm, when suddenly the elevator jerked and the lights flickered and came back on.

“Fuck,” Diana said, scrambling up onto her knees. I pulled my skirt and shirt down, but my legs felt like jello. The elevator started to whir back to life and move.

Diana scrambled onto her feet and helped me get up too. She could tell I was completely in a daze, one that was now almost painful from my throbbing clit. I had wanted to cum so badly. She fixed my hair and clothes, grabbed my bag and jacket off the ground and shoved them into my arms. She got her stuff just in time for the elevator to stop, the doors opened on the main floor, and a technician and disheveled building security officer stood before us. We both rushed to get out of the elevator as fast as we could.

“I’m so sorry that it took so long to get you guys rescued,” the security officer said panting. I recognized his voice as the one over the speaker. “The power just came on as soon as the technician arrived. Our emergency elevator generator failed.”

“It’s okay,” Diana said, letting her hair down. “It was very hot in there, but it could have been worse.”

“Well it could have been better too-” he started, but Diana continued.

“Don’t worry, I will be contacting the head of the plaza to make sure that this never happens again. This could have been a huge liability, something like this could even break our lease contract.” She paused as she saw the look on his face. “However, I will make sure to let them know that you were very helpful and did your best to assist us.”

“Thank you ma’am, again, I truly am so sorry.”

The gruff mechanic gave us a funny look, and I wasn’t sure if it was because he was waiting to be dragged into being blamed, or if it was something more. He stepped onto the elevator while the security officer walked us from the elevators to the stairs to the parking garage, apologizing over and over.

“Thank you, really, we are fine from here.” We entered the stairwell and Diana closed the door behind us.

She rested her palm on my lower back gently as we walked down the stairs.

“I’ll walk you to your car. By the way, the other guy definitely knew.”

“Wait what? How?” I said, my face getting hot. Maybe there really was a camera?

Diana laughed, her hand still glued to me.

“The whole elevator smelled like sex. He’s probably sniffing the floor and jerking off right now.”

“Oh my god.” I wanted to sink into the floor and quit my job. At least the man didn’t work in our office.

I stopped at my car and then I felt a bit embarrassed. Obviously Diana would know that I didn’t drive a sports car or anything, but I was quickly reminded that my old, beat up car probably brought her back to reality too. Reminded her that I was a nobody.

But if she thought that, she didn’t show it. She pushed her hips against mine, pining me to the car. In public, in a place where there definitely were cameras.

“Drive safe. I’ll see you next week, okay?”

I nodded. She looked like she was going to kiss me, but she couldn’t. Not only because of the risk, but because I could tell that if she kissed me she wouldn’t be able to stop.

I got in my car, hearing her heels click away as she walked to wherever her car was. I collapsed in the driver’s seat, scrambling to turn the A/C up high.

But as soon as I sat down, I realized something was missing. My panties. It was already bad enough that the elevator smelled like sex, but knowing that both of those men probably saw my soaking wet panties left on the ground…

I took a deep breath. I couldn’t go back. I tried to push down the embarrassment and shame, and drove out of the garage as quickly as I could.
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Chapter 4

The weekend was excruciating.

I constantly had flashes of embarrassment. Stupid things that I said, telling Diana my fantasies, and the idea of my used panties finding their way to HR’s desk. But even though these thoughts made my stomach turn, they turned me on. I couldn’t close my eyes without thinking of Diana’s legs, or hands, or mouth. It felt like I was still post and pre orgasm constantly. I couldn’t let myself sit in silence all weekend even just for a moment, I had to have a TV show on or a podcast to distract my thoughts.

My mind kept wandering to what was going to happen next week. My fantasy, and then hers. I thought mine was bad enough, but what would she have in store for me? Was this even something I wanted? I knew I could back out at any time, and deep down I didn’t want to, but I wasn’t usually the type of person to let my impulses control me. I was generally pretty disciplined, I’d never let my sexual desires overcome anything in life before. Not that they’d ever been this strong.

But at the same time, how could I even think for a minute that this wasn’t something I wanted, when I thought about it constantly for months? When was the last time I got something I wanted so badly?

Then again, maybe Diana would go home and have regrets. Maybe she would realize that it wasn’t worth it to risk her career for an employee that made a fraction of her salary. She could decide to never talk to me again, or turn me in. Or what if I got her in trouble? She was management, if anyone were to be punished it would be her.

Again, the sick feeling and then the throbbing. I couldn’t stop touching myself but I also couldn’t let myself cum either.

The weekend dragged, and before I knew it, it was Monday. I had checked my email one hundred times and there was nothing. When I showered before work that morning, I scrubbed, exfoliated, and shaved more than I ever had before. I wouldn’t be caught off guard this time. I gave my hair a blowout but as I ran the round brush through it all I could think about was Diana grabbing it, and I had to catch my breath.

I figured I was going to be fired or I was going to be alone with Diana, and either way it would help if I looked good.

My morning was business as usual. I caught up on anything I didn’t finish from Friday, read the company updates and sorted through the previous week’s reports. We had a meeting every Monday before lunch, so I would get everything ready from our department so Mark could present it easily.

After a busy morning I’d settled and almost forgotten about Friday night. But now that I was waiting in the large conference room, watching everyone enter, I could feel my heart jump at the idea of seeing Diana. It wasn’t often that she would miss a meeting, because she usually would have a presentation.

After about 30 people had piled into the room I saw Diana enter with another few executives. She looked incredible, distant, and still out of my league. Her gorgeous blonde hair was styled down just past her shoulders, her gold jewelry shone from across the room, and she wore a grey pinstripe skirt and blazer with a white button-up underneath. Her heels clicked as she walked to her seat, and I watched as her long legs crossed over each other. She spoke to the person beside her, holding a pen to her lips and tapping her mouth with the end while she listened to her colleague. I begged for eye contact, but she didn’t even look my way.

The head of operations, a tall man named Henry, got the meeting started. Before I knew it thirty minutes had passed and I was completely engaged in my meeting notes. In the back of my head I consciously was making sure my posture was good, my top was pulled down just a little bit, and that my face was normal, just in case Diana looked because I knew she must have snuck a glance at me by now. But I was in total work mode, drowning out everything else. So much, that I didn’t even realize that there was a small break and she had stood up until I heard her clear her throat.

“Before we move on to my updates, I want to address something that came across my desk last week.”

As soon as she started speaking, I felt it in my whole body. A rush that made me grateful I was sitting down. I set my pen down to listen, feeling suddenly nervous.

“An analysis that was submitted a few months ago, the Southwest market expansion. It had a predicted increase of 18% for quarter one, and was almost spot on.”

That was my report. I felt my hands shake, and I clasped them together in my lap. What was she doing?

“I had my team run the numbers along with the rest of the year’s estimated trajectory and I have to say… whoever built that model knew exactly what they were doing.”

The room was quiet. A few people were looking around, to see if anyone was stepping forward. It certainly wouldn’t be me.

“That was Harper Chen’s analysis. I figured it was time to give her a bigger project, because her success rate is always spot on.” Mark sounded proud. He placed his hand softly on my shoulder.

Diana looked at me as if she’d never seen me before, and smiled.

“Harper Chen… junior analyst. I’m impressed. If I’m not stepping on any toes, Mark, I’d love to have Harper sit in on a few Q2 sessions with my team.”

“Absolutely! The experience would be phenomenal. Send over some dates and we will schedule it in.”

Diana beamed.

“Perfect, I’m looking forward to it. Also Harper, I’d love to pick your brain over some numbers from last year’s Smith-Doxen merger. Would you be available Wednesday around 2pm?”

Wednesday. I wanted her today. I didn’t want to wait.

“Yes, Ms. Stone. Wednesday is great.”

“Excellent. Come prepared.”

I nodded, and Diana’s eyes lingered a little too long. Like she was trying to open me up and read me. But finally she continued into her presentation, and my whole body relaxed.

For the rest of the meeting I noticed eyes on me. I made eye contact with Mark, and he winked playfully. But I never noticed Diana’s eyes on me again.

After the meeting, Mark walked with me to the elevator, but stopped me when we were far enough away from the crowd of executives exiting the conference room.

“Harper, this is huge! I’m so proud of you. Diana isn’t one to hand out compliments.”

I knew my work was good, the Southwest project was one of my best ever. But obviously Diana was using this as an opportunity to meet with me in private without raising any flags. I felt a bit disingenuous, but I’d also take any praise I could get.

“Thank you, I mean, I couldn’t have done it without you. You’ve helped me every step of the way.”

“I’m not taking any credit. But hey, make sure you don’t screw this up, okay? For both of us.” He laughed and playfully punched me on the arm. “Just kidding.”

If only Mark knew what I’d gotten myself into.
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Chapter 5

Two days dragged on. Every time I heard heels behind my cubicle I’d bolt around, but it was always someone else.

It was one thing if Diana would have called me to her office randomly, but knowing we had a meeting made me way more nervous. I overthought every part of my outfit and hair, knowing none of it would really matter. I brushed my teeth after lunch just in case and again after Mark brought me a coffee at 1pm. I didn’t get any work done, just opening and closing tabs and emails, unable to think straight.

Finally as it neared 2pm I approached her office door. I knocked, holding my breath. I figured she’d probably want to check in, talk about the meeting, maybe even talk about whether or not I was actually going to sit in on the Q2 meetings. I wanted to ask why she looked into my work after saying I wouldn’t be favored.

The door opened and Diana stood in front of me. Her hair was curled into waves that framed her face perfectly and her perfume was like candy. She wore a black blazer, her sleeves rolled up, and a light pink button up underneath that was unbuttoned enough to see her cleavage. She wore a black fitted skirt that hit just above her knees, and I noticed this time she wasn’t wearing tights. Her heels were taller than usual.

“Get in, you’re late.”

I was almost positive that I was early, but I wasn’t about to check and argue. I walked inside her office, and she closed the door. I heard a click as she locked it.

Before I could turn around, her hands were on me, just like my fantasy.

Her hand grabbed my hair roughly and pulled my head back, almost into her shoulder as she stood behind me. Her other hand worked quickly, rubbing its way down my throat, over my nipples, then down my body to the most sensitive part of my lower stomach.

I moaned softly, and she tugged my hair harder.

“That’s it? You’re late and you can’t even give me a fucking apology?”

“I’m sorry, ma’am, I didn’t realize.”

“Didn’t realize, and you had two days’ notice.” Her hand slid down the front of my skirt and over my panties. “Next time you come here, don’t wear these.”

“Yes ma’am,” I said, my face flushing.

“We’ll do this like you wanted. I’m not going to be quiet, like in your fantasy, but if there’s anything I’m missing or doing wrong, let me know. Besides that, don’t speak unless spoken to.”

I nodded, and she laughed, her mouth against my neck. I felt her tongue and her lips, kissing and sucking up my neck to my ear lobe as her hand slipped under my panties and rubbed my pussy.

“Fuck, you’re so wet. You like this huh? You like when I pull your hair?”

She grabbed it even harder, my neck straining. It did hurt, but it was so fucking hot how she wasn’t gentle with me. I loved feeling like I couldn’t move.

“Yes, I do, ma’am. It feels so fucking good.”

“I didn’t ask how it felt. Sluts like you are too easy to figure out.”

Her wet fingers found my clit and I felt my legs start to buckle as she slid them back and forth so quickly. I knew I needed to be quiet but she caught me so off guard that I let out a loud moan before realizing.

She let go of my hair and clasped a hand over my mouth.

“You’re really trying to get us fucking caught before we get started?”

Diana continued as I squirmed and whined against her hand. She was so much stronger than I’d thought.

She stopped as suddenly as she’d started. She grabbed the top of my shirt with both hands and pulled it down under my breasts, exposing them both. I’d worn panties, but not a bra.

I gasped as she grabbed both of my nipples between her fingertips and pinched, rolling them back and forth. Her arms were crossed in front of me as she pressed herself into my back, her lips still on my neck. I couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything but moan silently as the feeling shot down to my aching, swollen clit. She kept pushing me further, seeing how hard she could pinch my nipples until I let it out a yelp, and then she would back down again.

I felt my pussy clenching, and my abs contracting. I was going to cum like this, just from her playing with my breasts. It felt incomplete and empty, my neglected clit and pussy aching to be touched.

“Please Diana, oh my god, you’re going to make me cum, fuck!”

She let go of me immediately. But it was too late, my muscles continued, leaving me with what felt like an orgasm even though it was cut short. It still felt so good but also almost painful. It felt so incomplete, I’d wished she would have just teased me. I needed more, and if anything I was even hungrier.

“Harper, do you not know how to fucking listen or what?”

She grabbed my arm and pulled me over to her desk. She bent me over roughly, my naked breasts pressing against the table. I wore heels and her desk wasn’t exactly high, so my ass stuck up higher. Just like my fantasy, this was exactly what I wanted but even better. I couldn’t have imagined it better. I jumped as she ran her hand up my inner thigh.

“I thought I could trust you to follow instructions, but apparently I can’t. That’s not a good sign for your future here.”

She grabbed my arms that laid at my side on the table and pulled them behind my back. Suddenly some of my support was gone, and I was pulled against the table even more, trapped by gravity. My shoulders and chest dug into the hard surface, and I couldn’t move my face away, my cheek pressed against the table, head turned. I heard a noise and felt my wrists being pulled together. It was a zip tie of some sort. I tested them but I couldn’t move my hands.

Her fingers returned to my inner thigh, teasing my creases and my wet hole.

“Here I thought maybe we could play out your cute little fantasy, but you can’t even obey. Do you want this or not?”

“Yes, ma’am, I want it so badly, please.”

I gasped as her finger entered me slightly and then pulled away. I knew I was wet and that I’d probably already cum, but I didn’t realize how wet I was until she slid in so easily, I moved my hips back against her, and she laughed.

“Aww, you want me to fuck you? You have to earn that.”

Diana pushed my skirt up entirely over my hips, exposing my ass and thong. She pressed her palm over the panties in between my legs, pushing them against my dripping hole. It wasn’t much contact, but enough to feel a bit of relief. She pulled my panties down and I stepped out of them.

I had my eyes closed, focused on her every movement. Her hand that rubbed my ass, nails digging softly into my skin. The shifting of her heels on the floor. I felt something press against my lips and I opened my eyes and mouth. She shoved my wet panties in my mouth.

I should have felt humiliated and embarrassed, I did in a way, but it turned me on even more. I’d always wanted to be gagged, but I never thought it would be like this. The taste of myself on my tongue felt so wrong and so hot. I watched as she leaned down to look at me, closing my jaw gently. I knew I could spit them out if I really wanted to, but I didn’t.

“Since you can’t seem to shut up, this should help. You’re just lucky they’re not the panties you left in the elevator last Friday that I found on my desk Monday morning in an envelope from maintenance.”

My face flushed with panic. They really had found them, and probably knew our secret. Maybe there was a camera in there, even though Diana was sure that there wasn’t. Somebody knew about us because of my mistake, and they could probably get either one of us in trouble.

She laughed at the panic on my face, seemingly unbothered, but maybe it was just how she held herself. As scary as it was, I knew I couldn’t care right now. If there was enough of a risk, she probably would have canceled. The thoughts went out of my head as she grabbed my ass roughly with both hands.

“You like the taste of your own pussy, don’t you slut?”

I moaned in agreement, and nodded. I really did like it. I liked that she could do this to me, something that I would have been horrified at just a week ago.

“I’d say get used to it, but I’m not sure how I feel about you yet… You haven’t been a very good girl for me, have you?”

Before I could make any noise, she spanked me hard, one hand on my hip holding me still. It hurt more than I had fantasized about, stung instantly, but it somehow felt better than I could imagine. My poor neglected pussy pulsed even more as the hit pushed my body forward, my nipples dragging on the table underneath me. I bit down on the fabric in my mouth.

“I asked you a question.”

I shook my head and muffled no. No, I hadn’t been good for her. She rubbed my sore ass gently, as if accepting my answer.

“You’re so fucking desperate to be punished, I’m a bit worried this will only make things worse. How many times, in your fantasy? Hold up your fingers.”

I held up ten fingers behind my back, and heard her laugh again.

“Ten?”

I nodded, and while I was off guard, she spanked me again, harder. I cried out as quiet as I could, but the smacks were so loud I wondered how she thought we would get away with this without anyone hearing us.

“Put down your fingers for each one. That’s 8 left. Are you regretting ten?”

I shook my head no.

“Of course you’re not.”

She grabbed my hair and held my head off of the table. I didn’t realize how much I’d drooled, my face uncomfortably wet, the panties still filling my mouth. She hit me again and again, and I put down my fingers with each hit. Every one hurt more than the last, but my pussy ached even harder. I felt like I was going to cry if I wasn’t touched soon. I’d rather be hit than denied like this.

Five left. I felt like my ass was bruised. The skin stung so badly and the feeling spread, almost numbing.

She let go of my hair, my other cheek dropping against the table into the pool of my own spit. She opened my mouth and pulled out the panties.

“We’re only halfway done. Are you going to be so greedy next time?”

“No, I responded, gasping as she spanked me two more times. I couldn’t believe how much more intense this was from my fantasies. I didn’t want to stop but I didn’t know how I could take three more.

“Tell me, are you going to be a good girl?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. Another hit, even harder.

“That’s not very convincing.”

I cried out at another hit. I just had one finger left.

“Yes ma’am, I will be a good girl for you. I promise. Fuck!” One more hit. The last one. I felt like my skin was on fire.

“Tell me more. Make it good, or I might go to eleven.”

“I’ll be so good for you, ma’am. I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll be your little slut you can fuck whenever you please.” I felt her fingertips pinch my sore skin, threateningly. “Ow, oh my god, fuck Ms. Stone. I’ll live under your fucking desk on my knees, I- oh my god!”

My begging turned into moans as her fingers rubbed my aching clit, and she pressed her fingers inside me, fucking me slowly and curling them inwards.

“Mmm, good girl. This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

“Yes, yes, ma’am, I do.”

It didn’t take very long before I was moaning and squirming against the table. I felt my toes lift off of the ground as my legs tensed so intensely I thought they would cramp. She rubbed my gspot and my clit, surprisingly gentle after how rough she had been just moments ago.

“I want to see your face this time,” she said, and stopped to rip the zip tie off of my wrists. She flipped me over onto my back. I lifted my legs, bending them, my heels balanced on the edge of the table.

I should have been shy, my wet, spit soaked face, probably red with smudged makeup, while I came more quickly than I ever had before, but I wasn’t. I just wanted to do whatever she said. I wished I could put on a better show for her, from all she had done for me, but I couldn’t think. I was helplessly horny, desperate and messy. I felt like an animal.

It was as if she was pressing a button, not even having to put in a lot of effort, as she rubbed my clit gently and pulled at me with her fingertips, but I was a mess. I didn’t have to be told to look her in the eyes, there was nowhere else I wanted to look when I saw how intensely her eyes devoured me. I thought about how if this was how turned on I was, she must be a complete mess. At least I was getting relief.

I came so hard that I felt like I couldn’t even hear for a moment. The only sense I could feel was intense pleasure. I didn’t even recognize the noises I was making, the careful, quiet cries as I felt my juices dripping out of me. I moved my legs uncontrollably as she continued, kicking, cramping, and trying to close them as my oversensitive clit couldn’t take any more. But she just leaned toward me, her forearms and shoulders holding me down the best she could, and continued. My stomach flipped as if I was falling, this strange sensation in my lower belly. I grabbed at whatever I could hold onto, cumming again, but it felt never ending.

She stood up and straightened her skirt and top. I could tell from the look in her eyes, and her flushed cheeks that she had to be just as desperately horny as I had been, and how I still was.

“Get on your knees, and get under my desk, since that’s where you think you belong. Turns out I actually do have some emails to answer.” She was so gentle with how she made me cum, but now I could hear in her voice how badly she needed me, her stern, demanding demeanor returned as if it had never left.

I got off of the desk without her help, as she sat and started clicking on her laptop pad. I didn’t know how I could even stand, with how shaky my legs were. I was still dressed, with my breasts out the top of my shirt and my skirt hiked up over my hips. I felt ridiculous, but I didn’t care. As I sat on the edge of the table, stepping off, I winced as my sore ass supported my body. I was sure it had to be bruised.

I got down on my knees, and crawled under her desk, where I belonged. This was like my fantasy but a million times better.

I had waited for this, to finally be able to touch her. I’d watched so much lesbian porn over the last few days. I knew what it felt like to masturbate, but actually doing something to another woman was unknown territory.

But my nerves went out the window when I touched her legs and watched as she opened them. Eager, and desperate. It was hard for me to imagine that someone could want me so badly, especially someone like Diana, but as soon as I pushed up her skirt and saw her pussy, I could see right in front of me how badly she wanted me. I could smell her desperation, the sweet scent of her wetness and sweat.

I didn’t waste any time, especially when I heard her start to type on her computer. I wanted to see how quickly I could get her to lose focus. I wrapped my arms around her legs, pulling her forward to the edge of her seat. I licked her pussy, swirling my tongue around her wet hole and pushing it inside of her. I felt her hips respond, pushing back against my mouth slightly as the typing continued.

I found her clit with my lips and sucked, flicking my tongue over the nub. Her clit was so swollen and hard that it probably hurt. I could feel the relief in her whole body as soon as I sucked her, the typing pausing for a moment and then continuing.

But I was just getting started. I pushed my fingers inside her like she’d done to me, curving them upwards and pulling, thrusting against the soft pad that I was sure had to be her g-spot especially from the way her body responded around me. I flattened my tongue and licked her clit hard, then went back to sucking hard and flicking my tongue as fast as I could.

I was enjoying myself more than I thought I would. I could do this all day, but I realized soon that she couldn’t. Her hand came down to grab my head, holding me tight against her clit. I kept moving my tongue the same way, figuring she must have been holding me still so that I wouldn’t stop. She shifted more in her chair, thrusting herself against me gently. I moaned against her, and she grabbed my head harder in response.

I wanted so badly to watch her cum, but I couldn’t see her. I wanted to see her face to know how close she was, but I didn’t need to. Her soft gasps and her laptop slamming shut were all I needed to know.

“Fuck, Harper, don’t fucking stop, oh my god. You fucking lesbian whore. You like the taste of my pussy, don’t you?”

I moaned loudly against her, the words she used turned me on so much. I was happy to be a whore under her desk, eating her pussy, making her feel good. I thought of all of my coworkers who cowered around her, even Mark, who took her word as gospel. I’d only ever heard her talk about numbers and sales growth. I wondered what they’d think of her fucking herself desperately against my face and calling me names.

I imagined what she looked like, gripping the desk, panting, mouth open and eyes closed as I made her cum. Her legs tightened around my head and so did her grip, but I didn’t stop even when I could feel her muscles squeeze over and over. She would have to pull me off after what she did to me. I felt her clit jump under my tongue, her moans getting louder as she let me take control. I took my fingers out of her, wrapped my arms around her legs again, holding her firmly, and sucked her clit noisily, popping it in and out of my mouth and licking her roughly.

“Harper, fuck your mouth feels so fucking good…”

Her vulnerability shocked me, and I realized maybe this really was my role. I picked up the pace, loudly smacking my tongue and lips against her, moaning and letting her hand pull my head into place. I felt her cum again, but this time as soon as she was done, she pulled me away instantly, before I could torture her oversensitive clit even more. As soon as she let go of me I dove my tongue into her pussy, and she jumped before relaxing around me as I ate her out, cleaning up her sweet, slightly musky cum. I savored it in my mouth, it was the first time I felt eager to taste and swallow someone.

Diana didn’t waste any time pulling out her chair and helping me up off the ground. She pulled me onto her lap so that I straddled her in her chair, but it felt more affectionate than sexual. She kissed me, pushing her tongue in between my lips, eager to taste herself in my mouth. She was all over me.

“God Harper, you did so good. Was that what you imagined?”

Suddenly I felt so shy again, like in the elevator. This whole communicating openly about what we were doing would take so much getting used to. I felt awkward and clunky now that we were done, but she didn’t seem to notice or care, her eyes searching my face for approval.

“It was just as I imagined, but so much better. Like, infinitely better.”

“I’m so glad to hear that,” she smiled, and held my wrists gently. “Wait until you see what I have in store for you for my turn… God, I swear you’re just like the perfect match for me.”

She paused, looking concerned for a moment.

“I’m sorry, I should have told you when you first got here, or sent you an email or something. But I didn’t want to wreck your fantasy. I hope you don’t think I only called out your work the other day just to get you here.”

“I mean, it was a good report, but I kind of assumed that was the reason.”

“I should have been more clear with you. I had reviewed your report with my team a few weeks ago, but I didn’t know who it belonged to. We were all impressed. I couldn’t believe it when I went digging over the weekend and found out it was yours… I will admit, usually I would send an email to ask someone to join quarterly debriefs, but I couldn’t resist the urge to recognize you in front of all of those people. It’ll be good for you in the long run.”

“So wait… you were going to ask me to join anyways?”

“Of course. I mean, I’m not going to lie, if it hadn’t been your paper, I probably would have found some way to see you more. But I don’t want to interfere. I don’t want you to think that you would ever need to do this just to get ahead at work.”

“Thank you, I mean… I had hoped but either way, I was happy. Umm… what about the panties, in the elevator?”

Diana looked away for a moment, and then rubbed her hands up my outer thighs.

“Honestly… I don’t know. I hope it was just the maintenance guy being polite. If I see him, I’m going to thank him for returning them, I’ll say that I dropped them. I know for a fact there’s no cameras in there, but we definitely were being quite risky that day. I mean, I initiated it, and would take 100% of the blame. But I couldn’t help it once we were alone.”

“No, you’re right,” I said, putting my hands over hers. “I’m sure they were just being polite. But I don’t regret Friday night.”

“Me neither.”

I smiled, and she grabbed my ass and pulled me closer to her. I winced at the pain, I’d forgotten how sore I was. Diana only laughed.

“You’re going to get wet every time you sit down for the next week, when you feel that and remember how good I made you feel.”

She was right. Right after the pain came more pleasure, a reminder of my dirtiest work fantasy coming true.

“You did make me feel so good.”

“Friday. Q2 meeting at 10AM, on this floor down past the main offices, room 1817. I’ll send you an email. Then I’ll meet you here Friday night at 8pm.”

“This Friday?” I hadn’t realized she would want this again so soon.

“Yes, is that too soon? I don’t want to wait.”

“No… I don’t want to wait either.”

“Good. Tell Mark I’m sending you home for the rest of the day. Bring your extended Q2 notes for Friday morning.”

I nodded, and got off of her. She pulled down my skirt and fixed my top, smoothing out the fabric with her hands.

I felt kind of silly leaving like this in the middle of the day. I checked my makeup in my phone camera, and it wasn’t anywhere close to as bad as I thought it would be.

“Don’t worry, you look great.”

It was hard to turn the door handle, I didn’t want to leave. I wanted more. It didn’t even need to be sex, I just needed more of her in any capacity. Friday seemed too soon and also too distant. I wanted to know very clearly what this was. It was supposed to be this fun fantasy exploration, but I kept hearing over and over say in my head that she said I was the perfect match for her.

I checked myself again in the mirrored elevator as I descended to my floor, straightening my outfit and hair. Once I arrived back, I grabbed my things and stopped at my boss’s office. Mark seemed excited to hear I was going home early.

“Must have been really productive!”

I nodded and smiled. I was going home early, but I told him I would be working on Q2 notes for Friday. I had some started from my last project, but I would have to spend the next two nights making sure they were perfect. Especially now that I knew this was for real. I could be added to the consulting team if I did a good enough job. I could get a promotion.

But as much as I wanted to do well to impress the other executives at the meeting, it was really Diana that I wanted to impress. I wanted her to know she wasn’t making a mistake, and I wanted her to be completely blown away by me.

I sat in my car, wincing from the pain of sitting, and realized that it would be a long couple of days feeling this intense longing for her, and whatever she had in store for me.
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Chapter 6

It was Friday morning, and I had stayed up way too late finishing my notes. I had to do them on top of my regular work that Mark had scheduled for me, which also included work from Wednesday afternoon after I’d been sent home early.

The meeting was ten minutes away, but I sat in the conference room as other management filled the room. Diana was nowhere to be seen. I felt my phone buzz, and saw an email from her.

“Sorry, Harper. Something came up. I can’t make the meeting today, but I’m sure you’ll do great.”

I wasn’t sure if I felt more relieved without her here, or less. I had looked forward to seeing her, but it was also seeing her that made me so extremely nervous. But I didn’t know if I’d feel more comfortable with that than I would the strangers that surrounded me. Not even Mark was here.

A large man in a loose fitting gray suit started speaking. I’d only seen him a few times, but I wasn’t sure what his name was. He started by welcoming everyone, and outlining the meeting.

“And after we hear from Monica, I believe there is someone here… Harper Chen?”

I raised my hand slightly in a wave.

“Yes, Harper. Diana and her team have raved about you. She mentioned you would be presenting your Q2 estimates, is that right?”

“Yes, that’s correct.” She definitely hadn’t mentioned that, but I was completely ready. Apart from my nerves, I was confident in the report I’d made.

“Excellent. Everyone, this is a junior analyst. Just because you haven’t seen her before, make sure to give her your full attention. She is something else.”

I felt my face get hot. The people around me whispered and stared. I smiled politely at the man, and waited patiently for my turn.

-

“Harper, are you fucking kidding me?” Mark exclaimed as he approached my cubicle, scaring me so much that I jumped.

“What? What happened?”

I thought for a moment that he found out about Diana, but when I saw his face I realized he was happy, not upset.

“The director of finance just sent out an email thanking you for your input at the meeting and recommending you for a new position. He copied your notes to the email and sent it to a ton of people. I think even the VP got it. I don’t know what you said, but it must have been a hell of a good report. It’s about time they recognize how good our team is.”

I knew this was big for Mark as well, because of course he would get some credit for my work, as he should. There were plenty of times where my estimates weren’t conservative enough, and I always had him to reel me in. He was always honest with me, but never negative.

“A new position? I mean, I’m happy where I am. I like working with you.”

“You still would be, in a way. But you’re applying, I don’t care what you say. You’d be above my head, so I’d like to stay on your good side. Of course there’s still an interview and some more meetings they’ll want you to sit in on, but they seem to think you have some kind of crystal ball.”

“Oh my god,” I said, feeling a bit horrified. I was excited at the thought, but I didn’t expect that anything would change very much from this.

“Just… don’t think about it too much. Take the weekend off, reply to the email on Monday. Don’t even read it until Monday. I’m proud of you, Harper.”

I couldn’t lie, it felt so good to have the acknowledgment, even though it was way more publicity than I wanted. It was only 1pm, and I still had to be at the office until at least 8pm. That was if Diana wasn’t canceling on me.

“Listen, Mark. Honestly I do feel a bit overwhelmed. Do you think I’d be okay to punch out early for the weekend? I think I need the extra rest.”

Mark laughed, putting a hand on my shoulder.

“Harper, right now, you can do what you want. I don’t care if you set my office on fire.”

-

With Mark’s permission, I went home for the afternoon. I really regretted not having Diana’s number. I didn’t want to check my email, I blocked the app on my phone temporarily so I didn’t have to think about all of this promotion stuff. It wasn’t that I didn’t want it, I knew I deserved it. I did it without Diana even being in the room. But it was hard not to realize how much was changing.

I was comfortably unhappy in my overworked, anti-social life I’d been living. But now I had something new and exciting, and it felt like whiplash. It was what I wanted. I’d fantasized about Diana for months. I’d also dreamt of moving up in the company, making more money, getting a better apartment, maybe even traveling for work.

Not only did it seem too good to be true, but it also scared me. What if I fucked something up?

I opened my email, just to take a quick peak, and noticed there was a new email from Diana.

“I’m still on for tonight, boss.”

I felt my cheeks get hot. Obviously I was far from being her boss, but it meant that the news of my big meeting must have gotten to her. I didn’t reply, I just closed my email and started to get ready.
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Chapter 7

I pulled into the parking garage at 7:30. I knew most people had gone home at 5 or 6, but there would still be a few people around. I made sure to wear a long jacket to hide what I was wearing, just in case.

I quickly learned that I had the right idea. Almost as soon as I stepped out of my car, a coworker waved to me. Then, as I got off of the elevator on my main floor, I ran into someone else I knew. I finally made my way to my desk to sit for a few minutes and pull up some documents, so that if anyone was suspicious about why I came back to work I could just say that I’d forgotten to submit some stuff before the weekend. It wouldn’t be out of character for me.

After a few minutes of nervously opening and closing tabs, I made my way to Diana’s office. I’d made sure to be extra early this time so she couldn’t get me in trouble.

I knocked on the door and I heard her yell for me to come in.

“Sorry, I’m just finishing this email. I said 8:00, not 7:50.” She smiled, it was like she couldn’t help herself.

I took my jacket off, and hung it up on the hook on the back of her door. Suddenly I heard her typing stop. I looked and her eyes were on me, all over my body.

“Fuck the email, that can wait. Come here.”

I wore a black, short, sparkly dress, the top a halter with a slit down the middle that pushed my small breasts up and out. My long, black hair was half up, half down in loose waves, and I wore a silver necklace with matching hoops, and tall black heels with silver accents.

I walked toward her desk. She only had a lamp on in the room, but the city lights in the open window behind her were enough to illuminate the rest, along with the moonlight. As I got closer to her, I realized she had dressed up too. She wore a purple, velvety fitted dress with ruching and cut at her mid thigh, she had a blazer over top of it, but I could still see it was definitely pushing the boundaries of office attire.

Her perfume was intoxicating, and so was her face. Her makeup was flawless, a dark smokey eye with a neutral lip, making them look perfectly pouty. Her blonde hair was pulled back, only a few stray pieces framing her face.

“Shame you dressed up so nice, you won’t be wearing that for long.”

She didn’t waste any time. As soon as I stood beside her office chair, she turned to face me. Her hand slipped in between my legs, so suddenly that I gasped, her cold hand touching my pussy. I didn’t wear panties, just like she’d said.

“Good girl, we’re finally listening now, are we?”

“Yes,” I whispered as her fingers dragged over my slit. I opened my legs.

“You can speak when you want tonight. I want to hear from you.”

“Yes ma’am,” I said. I knew she probably wanted more from me, but I just didn’t have the words. I was so used to her taking control.

Her free hand moved up to my breasts, and quickly pulled the two pieces covering my breasts to the side. Easy access. One hand still worked teasing my pussy and clit, I was already wet, but she was taking her time. Her other hand grabbed one of my breasts, pinching and rolling the nipple the way she knew I liked, while her mouth found my other one, sucking, licking, and nibbling on the hard nub.

“Oh, fuck, Diana.” I felt a shiver of pleasure through my body. She hadn’t even gotten out of her chair yet, and I was putty in her hands.

“Diana, hmm. I’ll let it slide for now. Since you’re so high up in the company now,” she smiled as she switched her mouth to my other breast, her fingers now rubbing my wet nipple faster. “I fit myself nicely into your fantasy, so you’re going to do the same for me, got it?”

“Yes,” I moaned. She could have told me to get on all fours and bark like a dog, and I would have.

“If it’s too much, let me know, okay? But I promise you’re in good hands.”

“I trust you,” I said, gasping as she found my clit.

“Good. Now take your dress off, and stand in front of the window. I’ll be right there.”

I did as she said, feeling embarrassed by the window. I knew it would be hard, but what if someone could see me? They’d need binoculars, and even then it would be a long shot, but if I focused I could see people walking on the street. I took a few steps away from the window, just in case. I realized not even Diana had seen me this naked, let alone the general public.

“Fuck you’re so hot. Are you shy or something? Turn around and face the window. Put your arms up over your head.”

Yes, I was shy. She knew this, but I’m sure anyone would be shy in this position. It felt so wrong to be facing an open window, completely naked like this. I put my arms over my head. I never thought I was afraid of heights, but having my arms up moved my balance slightly and made me realize how far up I really was.

Diana kissed my neck as she rubbed her hands from my waist, all the way up to my wrists above my head, watching me shiver as her hands tickled me slightly. She tied something around my wrists so quickly, I didn’t even realize where it came from. I looked up, and she had my wrists attached with a rope to the curtain rod holder above, anchored into the wall. She tightened it, causing me to step forward until it couldn’t go any tighter. My breasts touched the glass as I swayed back and forth slightly. If it wasn’t for my heels, I wouldn’t be touching the ground at all.

“Just think, Harper. All of those people down there, going about their lives. Unaware that you’re completely at my mercy. You can’t move or escape…can’t control anything. I can do whatever the fuck I want to you up here. But if someone were to look up, zoom in with their phone, they might see you fogging up the glass while I fuck you.”

We were so high up that I knew it wasn’t likely, but I still felt the rush of knowing technically someone could see us. I imagined someone filming me, and blackmailing my email with a video of Diana fucking me. Threatening to expose us. It was so twisted to think about, but why did it feel so good?

I didn’t have any more time to think however, as Diana’s fingers pushed inside of me. I felt my breasts push against the cold glass, my nipples harder than ever. I was so scared from the height, imagining the glass breaking, but I was barely even touching it. The mixture of fear and her fingers sliding just in the right spot drove me crazy.

I went from being scared to touch the glass, to pressing my whole upper body against it as I tried to fuck myself on her fingers, my hips out of control. Every time my breasts moved against the glass, getting wet from the condensation, it felt like a cold tongue licking me.

She wasn’t even touching my clit, she didn’t need to. I was so close already, but I didn’t want to ruin myself for the evening by coming so soon.

“Oh my god, I’m so close already, fuck. I can’t hold it in!”

“You might just be too easy, Harper. Go ahead, cum for me slut. It’ll be the first of many, we’ll see if you can keep count.”

She wasn’t even done speaking before I started cumming. I tried to be quiet, but I certainly wasn’t as quiet as last time. This felt different. Something about after hours, the night time, the way she had me tied up with my breasts jutting out in front of me, my legs and arms unable to move as I hung there by my wrists. It was more than I could handle. I expected her to keep going like she had before, but as soon as I finished cumming, she stopped touching me.

“Fuck, I don’t know what it is tonight, but I need to take the edge off. It’s so hot seeing you so helpless.”

Diana turned me around so I was facing her, my back to the window. Somehow this made me even more nervous, even though my back was only just grazing the window. But I didn’t care once I saw her and the way she looked at me.

She took off her blazer, revealing her dress had dainty spaghetti straps, revealing her beautifully carved collarbones. This was the most I’d seen of her so far, but she wasn’t done. She freed her arms from the straps and pressed the dress down under her breasts. The dress was tight enough that it still clung in place around her torso.

Her breasts were so much bigger than mine, even her nipples too. I wanted so badly to suck them and have her smother me with them. I couldn’t believe myself, I’d never thought of another woman like this before, and now I was craving to have every part of her in my mouth.

Even with my heels, she was still a bit taller than me in hers. So when she stepped toward me, it was easy for her to rub her breasts against mine. I moaned, not sure if I was enjoying the feeling more than I was the sight of her desperately rubbing herself against me. My back pressed harder into the window, and I didn’t care.

I saw her reach her hand down in between her legs and rub herself. I thought I was going to scream.

“Please, Di- Ms. Stone. Please let me touch you. I need to, I’ll make you feel so good.”

“Mmm”, she moaned, her eyes closing as she rubbed herself. I imagined this is what she looked like yesterday as I sucked her clit. “Is that what you want to do?”

“Yes. So, so badly.”

Her mouth was against my neck now, breathing and moaning, rubbing her breasts against mine still, rubbing her clit while I hung helplessly in front of her.

“We’re a bit off script now, but I just needed- I couldn’t wait. Harper, you turn me on so much. I’d love for you to touch me but this is better. Watching you-oh, fuck, fuck, I love watching how badly you want me.”

I didn’t think she had cum yet, but she’d gotten enough relief. I couldn’t believe how unreserved she was tonight, like she just couldn’t help herself. I never knew anyone could want me so badly.

She stepped away from me, keeping her dress pushed down around her ribs.

“Let me get some pictures, Harper. Just for me, for later.”

“Pictures? But I-”

“Relax Harper, it’s just for me.”

Before I could protest more, she took her phone out and snapped a few pictures of me. I knew it was the worst thing I could let her do, even if I trusted her, what if she lost her phone or got hacked? But at the same time, knowing she had this power over me, this blackmail, it made me feel even more connected to her.

Besides, I felt as if she could leave me here every day, just a fixture for her to touch and use and display in her office window, and I would be happy with that. I wanted her to send me the pictures so I could remember.

“I’m going to untie you, and you’re going to get on your knees.”

She undid the rope from my wrists, and turned away from me to find something in her desk. I almost fell, my legs strained from tiptoeing around on the ground. I was perfectly happy to be getting on my knees.

When she returned I was shocked to see the harness she wore with a dildo fastened in the middle. The strapon wasn’t anything crazy, but was definitely a bit bigger than the biggest cock I’d had inside of me before. It had also been so long since I’d been fucked by something bigger than a few fingers, that I was sure I was even tighter than usual.

“Here’s something you’re probably used to doing. Go ahead, suck it, make it nice and wet for me. Look at me while you do it.”

“Yes, ma’am-” I started, but was cut off with a muffle as she pushed it against my lips. I opened up and took her into my mouth, sucking and licking around the dildo, putting on a bit of a show. I spit on the tip and spread it with my tongue, looking up at her.

But I could tell it wasn’t enough for her, so I started to take the tip into my mouth, sucking it, and pushing it in and out of my mouth.

“That’s it, Harper. Deeper, show me how badly you want to be fucked.”

I did want this inside of me, badly. But I was worried about embarrassing myself. I’d never sucked a cock even close to this size before.

But I didn’t have to really worry about my teeth, so I took more of the dildo into my mouth, feeling it pressing against the back of my tongue. I relaxed my throat and took it in deeper, my jaw sore from how open she had my mouth.

“Mmm, fuck, you’re such an obedient little slut, you look so perfect right now. More, Harper, I know you can go deeper.”

I wasn’t sure I could, but when I felt Diana’s hand on the back of my head, guiding me, something came over me. I wanted to do this for her.

I took more into my throat, pushing past the uncomfortable feeling, breathing through my nose. I looked up at her the whole time, my eyes watering. I fucked my throat with it slowly pushing it even further, until I could feel the base touching my lips.

“Oh my god, Harper. Your mouth was made to be fucked. Show me how badly you want it, get it nice and wet.”

It didn’t need to be wet because I was dripping. It felt like I had a gspot in my throat. The way she held the back of my head, letting me be in control enough to push back, but also letting me feel like she was going to fuck my face hard, made me pussy ache for her. Especially when I could look up and see her big breasts bouncing as she moved slightly. I bobbed my head on her fake cock, taking it deep every time, surprising myself. She pulled out of me and a long string of spit from my throat coated the head.

“Come here,” she said, more gently than I thought she would.

She helped me up off of the ground, and pulled me over to her desk. She picked me up and sat me on the edge of the desk, then laid me down. She positioned my legs over her shoulders, opening me up completely.

She didn’t need to warn me. I was ready, and she knew that. Diana pushed the strap inside of me, filling my wet pussy with the soaking dildo. I could feel it stretching me slightly, but there was no struggle from how turned on I was. I groaned as I felt her press the tip against my cervix, filling me completely.

“Fuck, you’re so big,” I moaned, as she pulled out and pushed inside of me again hard. “You feel so good, oh my god, yes, Diana!”

Her thumb rubbed against my clit as she fucked me steadily, and I thought I was going to explode. She was so quiet and focused, I wondered what she was thinking.

“Oh my god, I’m so fucking close, fuck you’re going to make me cum!”

I wish I could have taken those words back, as she instantly stopped what she was doing, smiling at me. Even just her pulling out felt like it could push me over the edge, as I was so close.

“No, please, what are you doing? Please let me cum!”

“Aww, what’s wrong? Is that what you wanted? To cum?” She started undoing the strap, but I needed more. I needed her to finish.

“Yes Diana, I need to cum, fuck I’m so close,” I was whining and writhing, my pussy aching with desperation. I would have been glad to have another ruined orgasm like I did last time. I was in agony.

“That’s funny, because actually I decided that I want to cum right now. That’s so cute that you want the same thing as me.”
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Chapter 8

She fastened the strap around me, in between my legs. I could feel the weight of it swaying slightly as I moved on my back. She pushed me further onto the desk, so that my legs didn’t dangle over the edge. She pulled her dress off and climbed on top of me, straddling my waist. She pushed the dildo flat against my stomach, and grinded herself slowly against it, rubbing her clit over the silicone.

I was completely torn between how hot it was to finally see her totally naked, desperate and horny, grinding herself over my body, and leaving me on the edge, sore and spent, my stretched pussy clenching the emptiness for some kind of relief.

Every time I reached up to touch her, she swatted my hands away. Finally, she pinned my wrists at my sides. With her hands.

“Stop. I’m using you how you want. Like you’re my little sex doll. Don’t you know my pleasure comes first?”

“Yes, you’re right,” I said, hoping that the more agreeable I was the more likely it would be that she would let me cum. If I’d argued, I could see her deciding against it.

But as I watched her, I started to forget how close I’d been. I started to be grateful for how close she was to me and how hot she was. I watched as she moved her hips, letting the dildo pop back up. She lowered herself onto it, taking it slowly, filling herself until her thighs were around me.

“You’re mine, you know that, Harper? You’re mine and I can fuck you whenever I want. I can leave you hanging whenever I want. You should be grateful I let you cum at all, because really, your purpose is to give me pleasure.”

She bounced on top of me. I could feel her slam against me as she fucked herself, her big tits bouncing over top of me, so close but untouchable. If there was a way for me to cum without even being touched, I was closest to that feeling. It felt like my body was on fire. She moaned and played with her nipples and clit, and I watched as her face flushed. She watched me, watched how I was reacting.

“Yes you’re right, I’m yours, Diana. You can do anything to me, I want you to, I want you to use me.”

“Mmm, that’s right slut. And you do what I say.”

“Yes. And you said my purpose is to give you pleasure.”

I couldn’t help myself. Here she was, the most gorgeous, powerful, sexy woman who would ever even look my way, and she bounced herself on top of me while I was helpless. I couldn’t do it anymore.

I grabbed her hips. She tried to pull my hands off of her, but I started thrusting my hips, fucking the strap into her as she pulled away, getting even deeper inside of her. She paused, letting me fuck her for a moment. But I needed more.

I didn’t know where I got the strength, because she was so much stronger than me, but I held her hips tightly and pulled her down with me. I realized she was letting me. I pushed her onto her back, still inside of her, and positioned myself with her legs over my shoulders. I had no clue what I was doing, but I knew I would figure it out quickly. I thrusted in and out of her, picking up the speed, and watching her face as I fucked her.

That’s when I realized this was what she wanted all along. Wanted to push me until I couldn’t take anymore.

I leaned down to suck on her nipples. I did what she did to me, the nibbling, the flicking tongue, and realized it was what she liked. She cried out loudly, holding my head in place.

“God, look at you Harper. You better make me cum. It’s about time you put in some fucking effort.”

I fucked her as hard as I could, and right as I was about to touch her clit, I could feel her cumming. I watched her squirm and moan, her legs moving and her stomach muscles clenching. I pulled the dildo out of her and looked down to see how covered it was in her juices. I pushed it back inside of her sensitive pussy, and watched her moan, unable to decide if she wanted more or less.

She sat up suddenly, and I realized my small bit of control had ended, if that’s even what it was. I remembered that she really was so much stronger than me, the way she could grab me and reposition me so easily. I realized that she had definitely played along with me earlier, making me think I was pushing her limits.

Before I knew it, the strap was back on her again. She stood me up only long enough to bend me over the desk, and she pushed inside of me so fast I screamed with surprise. This was different now, feral and wild, like she was really claiming me.

She fucked me so hard I could hear the slapping of her body against mine. I couldn’t move if I wanted to, but I definitely didn’t want to go anywhere.

“God you’re such a fucking good girl, you’re taking it so well, Harper…”

I heard her spit, and I felt the wetness drip in between my ass. Then I felt her finger rub the spit against my asshole. My pussy was already full, and I’d never even had so much as someone touch me back there, but before I knew it she was working her thumb into my tightest hole. It felt so wrong, like it shouldn’t be there, but also felt so fucking good. I couldn’t imagine letting anyone do this to me, but I couldn’t believe the feeling. She held me in place this way, fucking my pussy hard and fingering my asshole.

“Mmm, yes, Harper. I can have any one of your holes whenever the fuck I want, isn’t that right you dumb little slut?”

“Yes!” I cried out. I certainly did feel dumb, there were no thoughts in my head. I was seconds away from cumming, trying to focus and shut my stupid mouth so I didn’t fuck it up again.

“I’m going to need more than that.”

I panicked. I didn’t want her to stop now, I couldn’t handle it again.

“Yes, you can fuck me wherever, whenever you want, ma’am. I’m your dumb little slut, I’ll do anything you fucking say, oh my god!”

“Cum for me then, make it fucking good.”

As if on command, I completely let go around her. I came so hard as she continued pumping in and out of me. I pushed back against her thumb and she pushed it in even deeper. I was dripping, I could literally hear it as she continued fucking my pussy hard.

“Thank you, thank you for making me cum, Ms. Stone,” I said, almost crying with pleasure. I remembered what she said, I was lucky to be allowed to cum.

“That wasn’t really good enough for me…”

She pulled out of me, her thumb too, and I heard the strap fall to the floor.

“More. I need more from you.”

She pulled me onto my knees behind the desk and I felt her behind me, I was facing three drawers beside where she would sit.

I was catching my breath when I felt her hands wrap around my chest and play with my nipples. I was still so horny that I ground against the air desperately on my knees.

She opened the middle drawer, and lifted my breasts and pushed just my hard nipples into the small space where the drawer was opened. I gasped loudly as she pushed the drawer, not closed, but tight enough that my nipples were being pinched and I couldn’t move.

“Oh my god, Diana, that feels so fucking good,” I cried. The more I squirmed, the more it pulled, feeling even better.

She pushed against my back, causing me to lean against the drawer, the pressure from my body holding my nipples pinched in place. Suddenly her hand snaked around me, down my stomach and to my clit. She rubbed me, getting me so close to another orgasm again. My nipples were so sensitive now that they felt just like my clit, pulsating and exploding with pleasure. I squirmed as I came, unable to stay still, and I pulled my nipples from the drawer. The intensity of having them pulled, along with the sensation of blood rushing back into them made me cum even harder than I would have.

I didn’t have any words, just gibberish as I begged and cried with pleasure. I shifted so much under her strong hands that I was now laying on my back. She grabbed my legs with her arms, pulling them wide open, and lifting my hips off the ground. I couldn’t move, all I could do was thrust against her face as she started sucking my overworked clit.

The worst part was that I was still so desperate to cum. I couldn’t get enough.

“More, Harper.”

“I can’t! I can’t cum anymore, fuck, I can’t!”

“Then do you want me to stop?”

“No, please don’t stop,” I cried, already aching in between when she spoke and when she sucked.

“Yes you can, Harper, don’t be silly.”

She was right, I came again, or still. I wasn’t sure. She moaned against my clit.

I noticed now that she was backing down slowly. If she would have stopped entirely, I probably would have lost my mind. But I knew I couldn’t do any more. She kept sucking my clit softly as I caught my breath, then licked me slowly, and finally ended with pressing her tongue lightly against my hole. Finally, as I came back to reality, I felt her pull away from me. Her face was in between my legs, and I looked down to see her smiling at me. She lowered my hips down slowly to the ground, and then crawled beside me.

“You did so well, how are you feeling?” Diana whispered, rubbing my leg gently.

“I feel so fucking good. Like I’m high.”

Diana chuckled. “Well that’s a good thing, I think.”

She left for a moment and returned with a bottle of water. She held it up to my lips and I drank almost the whole thing, chugging it back greedily.

“You were better than I ever could have imagined. Literally. I couldn’t even fucking wait to touch myself, I was in agony.”

I’d almost forgotten that this was a fantasy that Diana had about me. She’d thought this out, planned it, at least, most of it. She’d thought of doing this to me, during office hours.

“Look… this whole work thing is hot. This fantasy thing is fun. But what I really want is to take this outside of work. I wanted to take you for dinner tonight but I’m not sure if either of us will make it.”

Dinner. I was so ravenous after all of that, but I didn’t think I could sit in public after this night. I was completely spent. I felt like I needed to be taken care of.

“I am hungry, I’d love to have dinner with you. But I’m so exhausted.”

“No, no, I get it. I wouldn’t make you do that. I was thinking though… how about you come back to my place tonight. We’ll get you showered, I’ll order takeout, and get you a good night’s sleep. Then tomorrow we can spend the day together, and go for a real dinner, so I can treat you.”

It was like she was saying everything I wanted to hear, exactly how I wanted to hear it. I didn’t want to go home alone. I was sore, tired, and needy. I wasn’t the clingy type normally, but right now I just wanted to be held and fed.

“I would really, really love that. I can’t think of a more perfect weekend.”

“Me neither,” she said, kissing me gently.

She took my heels off, and I got off of the ground with her help. We both got dressed, cleaned up the place a bit, and then she closed the blinds and turned off the lights.

We made our way to the elevators, joking about getting stuck again. In reality that would be the worst thing imaginable, but it was a fun thought. Diana pressed the parking garage level and we waited. Diana held my heels in her hand, I couldn’t wear them anymore. So when the elevator stopped on the main level, I worried for a moment at how to explain why she held my heels.

When the doors opened, the maintenance man from last Friday stood in front of us. He looked completely shocked and horrified.

“You weren’t stuck again, were you? Stop taking the elevator together!”

“No, we weren’t, it’s okay. Just working late.”

“Could have fooled me, you look just like you did when we got you out last week. Also Ms. Stone, I found a sock on the ground, and got the cleaners to return it in an envelope to your desk. Did you receive it?”

I felt my body relax. He must have just picked it up without thinking. Diana shot me a smile.

“Yes, thank you. That was very thoughtful. I couldn’t find my sock all weekend.”

“Anytime, ma’am.” He smiled, probably just happy that he still had a job after the disaster last week.

We parted ways from him and Diana led me to her car. It was in a whole different section, near the valet for a restaurant in the building. The cars had much more room, and a separate gate.. I was too tired to appreciate how gorgeous her car was, with its clean and perfect interior and new car smell, although I made sure to tell her. It only seemed to make her a bit embarrassed.

“Oh, before I forget and I swear I won’t talk about work again tonight. But I’m sorry for ditching you at the meeting earlier. To be truthful, nothing came up. I wanted you to have a fair shot without me there. I think it worked. I’d be jealous of the response you got if it wasn’t for the fact I’ll get credit for recommending you.”

“I think Mark feels the same,” I said, laughing. “But I appreciate it, I’m just nervous about what’s to come.”

“That’s what you’ve got me for. Nothing to be nervous about.”

Diana drove us to her house, holding my hand and making me laugh. She kissed me at every traffic light like it was the most natural thing in the world. As if we did it every Friday night.

She was still a mystery. Approaching fifty, successful and unmarried with all of the charisma, sex appeal, and authority of someone who would live a much different life than the independent one she lived. I wanted to unravel her and figure out how she was so good at getting what she wanted, without settling for what she didn’t.

But tonight, I didn’t need answers. I just needed food, sleep, and her beside me.
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Claire is hired to organize Vivienne’s life, but the mature, wealthy housewife has other plans. What starts as a professional job becomes a game of dominance and submission, begging, and desperation. Claire discovers she’ll do anything for Vivienne’s approval, even risk everything for a married woman. But Vivienne isn’t playing games. She’s planning her escape, and she knows exactly what she wants.

Handcuffed in Her Closet: A Lesbian BDSM Story is a 25,000+ word story about a lonely, rich, older housewife seducing and dominating her much younger professional organizer.
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