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Chapter 1





I
 t had been two years since I’d had sex, and it was time for that to change. My hiatus started with a bad breakup, and then I was too busy at work, and I found myself filled with a million excuses for why I didn’t want to sign up for a dating site. I’d tell myself that I was too shy, I couldn’t get a picture I liked and that writing a profile was too intimidating. I would start to fantasize at work and on the subway that someone would just come up to me and seduce me as if I had a sign on my back. I dreamt of someone throwing themself at me, asking me what they wanted me to do, and fucking me right there, on the desk or up against the train’s windows. I wanted someone to just find me, I didn’t want to have to advertise myself. But I knew that wasn’t how things worked.





It was starting to get out of control. I found myself constantly distracted, and no amount of masturbation would help me, I needed a real person to feel completely satisfied. I decided that finally I would sit down and make an account on a dating app. I didn’t want a relationship, I didn’t have any time. I just needed to find someone to have sex with. Being bisexual, I selected men and women, and filled in my age range, leaving quite a large gap between my age, 26, and my maximum partner’s age, 50. I figured I might as well widen the pool of choices, just in case I had trouble finding someone.





I made sure to make it clear in my bio that I was interested in hookups only, and I used a picture of myself that didn’t show my identity, just my neck down, showing my collarbone and cleavage. I figured if any picture was going to grab people’s attention, it would be this one. A part of me was worried that someone might recognize me, or that I wouldn’t get any matches at all. But at this point, I was too horny to care. I submitted the profile and waited.





I didn’t have to wait long. I was starting to think that maybe I left my profile too open. I was slammed with requests from people, likes, and messages that mostly just said hello. I found myself so overwhelmed, searching through a sea of people. My friends had told me they would get lots of messages but I never thought that I would get many. I looked through my matches, reading profiles and trying to narrow down the people I liked.





As I was reading, I got a notification of a new message, and I almost swiped it away until I saw the profile picture. It was an anonymous photo like mine, but it was a full-body photo of a gorgeous woman wearing black lingerie. Even though her face wasn’t visible, her hair was long, dark and wavy strands hung down over her shoulders. I clicked on her message and it popped up under her name, Natasha. Not only was Natasha a woman, but she was also 41, and I’d never been with anyone older than me before.





Even though I was attracted to women, I’d never had sex with any. I had kissed a few women in the past, but unfortunately, they had never amounted to much except for a bit of teasing fun. But I’d always been curious since those encounters.





I was hesitant at first, thinking that maybe I should keep sleeping with a woman as a fantasy, but my mind changed when I read her message.






“Hey gorgeous, what are you into? What kind of things do you like? Just so I know how to satisfy you when we meet.”






I was instantly turned on. There was something about her confidence and certainty that drew me in, and I knew I had to reply, even though it made me so nervous.






“Wow, you’re the gorgeous one. What do you mean by what kinds of things do I like?”







“I just want to know what turns you on? Do you like things a bit rough? Do you like to be dominated, or are you more the dominant type? What kind of things do you want me to do for you? Don’t be shy. ;)”






I could feel my cheeks getting red just reading the message. Not only had I always wanted to be with a woman, but this woman was asking me exactly what I wanted, and my mind was racing with the possibilities. There were so many things I’d always fantasized about, but I wasn’t sure how much to reveal. I took a deep breath. I was already stepping out of my comfort zone by even deciding to look for someone to sleep with, let alone joining a dating site. Why not dive right in?






“I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be dominated, I love when it gets rough. But I’ve never really done anything like that before.”
 I replied, figuring I might as well be honest.






“Well, you’re in luck, babe,”
 she replied.





We spoke for longer, but not in too much detail. She asked me what experience I had with women, and I said none. She asked me what I wanted her to do to me, but I said I didn’t know. I’d been fantasizing for months about someone tying me up, holding me down, or making me cum over and over until I couldn’t anymore, but I was so embarrassed to say all of that to a stranger. I told her I just wanted her to do what she wanted, and if I didn’t like it I would tell her.





I couldn’t believe that I was finally planning to hook up with someone. We exchanged numbers and spoke for a bit to arrange a time and place to meet up. We had a similar schedule, working Monday through Friday, and decided that Saturday night would be the best time to meet. She told me that we wouldn’t be going to her house, but to another property she owned, and it made me wonder what kind of job she had. I didn’t even know anyone who owned even just one property, let alone two.





It was only Wednesday, and despite how turned on I was when I lay in bed that night, I already felt so nervous. I decided not to masturbate, and hold off until I met Natasha, so that I could ride the wave of my feelings without getting too scared and calling things off.





Chapter 2





I
 put my lipstick on and stood back to look at myself in the mirror. It was Saturday, and my cab would be here in just a few minutes. I wore a short, black dress that hugged my curves and was a bit low cut, showing my cleavage. My blonde hair hung long and wavy over my shoulders, looking smooth and perfect. I felt strangely confident, even though I was nervous, because for some reason today my hair styled perfectly, and my makeup went on better than ever. I grabbed my purse and walked out the front door of my townhouse apartment just in time, as I watched the car roll up in front of my house.





I got in and gave the driver the address, and waited impatiently as we drove to Natasha’s. I texted her that I was on the way and laid back to look out the window, watching the palm trees soar past as we got closer to the center of town. I’d regretted not looking up the address on a map before I left, and I noticed that we were going in the direction of the beach. The houses were getting bigger and bigger as we drove and I wondered where exactly she was leading me. The driver glanced at me a few times as if to check if I would say that maybe I had given him the wrong address, but I continued to look out of the window.





As I rode in the cab I thought about the days since Natasha and I had started talking. Since Wednesday we had texted back and forth quite a bit and after a few drinks the night before I had opened up to her about some of the details of what I wanted her to do and what dirty names I wanted her to call me. I felt so embarrassed looking back, but I realized it was too late for that. If I was so embarrassed talking about what I wanted, then I couldn’t imagine how I would feel having those things done to me.





Finally, we pulled up to a large beachfront property. It was a huge house with giant floor-to-ceiling windows and two stories. There was a large balcony and a wrap-around porch, and I started to think that maybe I had been given the wrong address. I paid the driver and stepped out into the warm summer air. I walked toward the house trying to decide which of the two doors was the entrance, when I saw one of them swing open, near the side of the house, and a beautiful woman stepped outside. Suddenly it hit me how real this was, and my knees felt weak.





“Natasha?” I asked the woman and watched her as I got closer. She was quite tall and had long brown curly hair and piercing blue eyes. She wore a red dress that looked like it was tailored perfectly for her body, and I couldn’t help but look slowly from her toned, smooth legs, to her perfect red lips. Maybe this wouldn’t be as difficult as I thought.





“Olivia? I’m so happy you made it. Did you find the place okay?” She smiled and held out a hand to shake mine as if I was a business partner. I took her hand and she wrapped her other hand around mine and held it firmly. Sharp cheekbones framed her face, and for some reason, in front of her, I felt so immature. She was a woman, much older than me, with a beautiful beachfront property and the poise of someone mature and responsible, and I wondered what she would want with someone like me.





“Yes, I did. It looks so incredible,” I said, motioning to the house. “And so do you.”





She smiled and I felt her squeeze my hand. She looked into my eyes, holding her gaze. “You do too, you’re absolutely gorgeous. Please come in.”





She let go of my hand and held the door open for me. I walked inside and was shocked by how perfectly decorated the interior of the house was. It looked as if I’d walked right into a home magazine. Everything was very minimalist and modern, the walls white and the large, open ground floor was immaculately lit and furnished.





“Maybe we could have a drink on the patio?” She asked. “Unless you’re in a hurry.”





“I have all night,” I replied, and saw her face light up. “The patio sounds great.”





She led me out the sliding doors onto the patio, and there were lots of different chairs and tables. The sun was low in the sky over the ocean, and I couldn’t believe that I was seeing such a beautiful sight because of a kinky, anonymous hookup. We walked over to a set of chairs and a small table, and I took a seat.





“What would you like to drink?” She asked.





“I’ll just have whatever you’re having,” I said, and she nodded. She walked over to a mini-fridge on the deck and pulled out two cans of coolers. She handed me one and took a seat across from me.





“God, you look even better than I could have imagined,” she said, looking at me. “I didn’t think that was possible.” I felt my cheeks flushing already, I’d never had anyone compliment me so directly. I opened my mouth to return the compliment, but she spoke again. “You’ve never been with a woman before?”





“No, not really. Not like… sexually.” I replied awkwardly, but she didn’t seem to react.





“Don’t worry, I’ll teach you everything you need to know,” she said with a smile as she leaned back and took a sip of her drink. “So what kind of work do you do, if you don’t mind me asking?” I was relieved at the sudden change of topic.





“I work as a secretary for a large company. Well, I’m just the secretary for one of the branches. They make and sell software.”





“No way,” she said, her eyes lighting up. “I work in a similar field. I wonder if we are competitors,” she said, laughing.





I laughed with her. “We probably are.”





We spoke a bit about the city, and the different places we liked to visit. We both had similar interests in coffee shops and little art galleries downtown. She told me that someday I’d have to see her art collection, and I felt a bit of a jolt as she suggested that. Was she insinuating that we would see each other again before we’d even gotten started? Or was she just being polite? I told her how much I’d like that, and as I saw her smile in response I found myself being drawn more and more to her.





We spoke throughout the entire sunset and I realized it was starting to get dark. I moved my chair closer to hers, and soon I felt her hand on my leg, rubbing circles on my knee. It felt so good to have someone touch me, my body responding just from the slight graze of her fingertips. I realized I was leaning a bit closer, and her voice had started to lower as her eyes seemed to change, looking at me like she was becoming hungry, and I was her prey.





“I think maybe it’s time to go inside, don’t you?” She asked quietly, and I nodded.





“I’d like that,” I replied. We were so close to each other and I felt a bit shaky with anticipation.





“It seems like there’s a lot of things you’d like, based on what you told me,” she said, and I was grateful for the darkness hiding my flushed cheeks. This stranger in front of me, this woman, so confident and in control knew more about what I desired than anyone else I’d known. I felt vulnerable, but strangely that feeling was turning me on the most. I wanted her to take control and do as she pleased with me.





“Yes,” I started, not wanting to wait any longer. I didn’t even feel nervous anymore, just eager. “Please Natasha. Tell me what to do, I’ll do whatever you want.”





“Strip,” she said plainly, and sat back in her chair slowly, dragging her hand slowly off of my leg. She grinned a bit as I processed her words for a moment.





Chapter 3





“
 S
 trip? Right here?” I asked, and watched as she nodded.





I looked around for a moment. There was no one nearby, although through the trees there were more houses, and since we’d been sitting on the porch I’d heard voices and laughter in the distance either from the beach or the neighbors, but I hadn’t seen anyone. It wasn’t completely dark yet, the sky still holding onto the last rays of light. I took a breath and stood up, thinking of all of the times I’d prayed someone would tell me what to do like this.





I reached behind me and slowly unzipped my dress at the back. I took my time, peeling each strap off of my shoulders and sliding the dress down my body, dragging my hands down with it. I was grateful to be wearing a bra and panties so that I had more time. I let the dress drop at my feet and I stepped out of it and kicked it aside. Next, I took off my bra, my nipples so hard and throbbing with excitement from being exposed outside. Her face didn’t change much as she watched me, but I could feel her eyes burning into my skin as they followed my hands with each article of clothing. Finally, I took off my black, lace panties, letting them fall to the ground and kicking them aside into the pile of my clothes. I stood there completely naked in front of her, except for my heels, and it took everything I had to not touch myself.





When I’d finished she stood up and walked toward me. She stopped in front of me and put her hands on my shoulders, and I jumped from the contact that I’d been craving. I could feel my pussy already starting to throb from the way she looked at me like I belonged to her.





“You’re so hot, I can’t wait to make you beg like the little slut you are,” she said and ran her hands down to my hips. It was so new to hear someone talk to me in such a dirty way, and I wanted more. I’d told her the things I’d wished someone would call me, and being called a slut was like all of my fantasies coming alive.





“Please, I want you to make me beg,” I said, realizing I already was. It felt almost like I was possessed by how horny I was, and I didn’t have any shame in the words I was saying.





“Turn around,” she said, and I obeyed quickly. “Put your hands behind your back.”





I did as she said and I felt her tie something around them, something rough like a rope. She tied them tightly, and I felt my nipples become even harder as my breasts jutted out in front of me. She spoke in my ear as she fastened my wrists together.





“Tell me your safeword again Olivia.”





“Red,” I replied quickly.





“Good.” I felt her finish tying my hands, and I tested the restraints, not able to move them. I realized now that if anyone were to see me, I wouldn’t be able to cover myself up. “If you say red, I will stop whatever I’m doing, no questions asked, okay? Don’t be afraid to say it even if you’re just a bit uncomfortable.”





“Okay. I will say it if I need to. Thank you,” I said, and I could feel her hands on my waist, her fingers moving slowly over my stomach and then up between my breasts, teasing me.





“We’ll go inside, but I can’t help to think of how it would look if someone drove up the driveway right now, and saw you naked and helpless like this. But I bet you’re so horny right now you wouldn’t even care,” she said and grazed both of her hands over each of my nipples. I gasped, and I heard her laugh.





“You’re right, I wouldn’t care,” I said, and it was true. I just wanted her to keep touching me.





“Follow me,” she said and stepped in front of me, leading me toward the house. We walked back through the sliding doors and into the kitchen, and toward the back of the house. I’d thought we were going up the stairs, where most secrets like this were hidden, but instead, we stayed at the edge of the large, open living room.





There was a big white leather chair in the corner and a couch further along the wall, along with a coffee table. She told me to stop, and then I watched as she reached into a large storage bin underneath the table. She brought out a metal bar with cuffs on either side.





She smiled at me, and I wondered what was behind that smile. What was she so looking forward to doing to me?





“Spread your legs,” she demanded, and I obeyed. I stood in my heels on the hardwood floor and watched as she got down on her knees in front of me. “More,” she said, and I stepped out even more. I watched as she fastened a cuff to each of my ankles, keeping my legs spread and unable to be closed. I could feel my pussy throbbing as I realized how hot it felt to be restrained.





Natasha stood up and walked behind me, and I felt her hands touch me roughly. She rubbed down my body over my nipples and paused at my hips. She dug her fingers into my skin and then brought her hands up to grab my breasts hard and pinch my nipples, gently first and then rough, coaxing a moan out of me. The feeling of her playing with my nipples shot down to my clitoris, and my open legs were already shaking as my wet pussy was begging to be touched. Finally, she brought her hands back down my hips, and ran them up the front of my thighs, making me squirm from the feeling.





“You’re fun to tease, Olivia, but you’re too obedient. I’m going to have to push you over the edge,” I didn’t know quite what she meant, but I nodded quickly.





Then I felt her fingers rub over my wet pussy quickly, and I gasped from the sudden feeling of being touched. She moved her fingers around the outside of my opening and I wished so badly that she would fuck me with them. Once her fingers were wet she quickly moved them up to my hard clit, and rubbed them in circles over it. It felt so good that I could feel my legs tense as I moved my hips closer to her hand.





“You’re such a little slut, I’ve barely touched you and you’re so fucking ready,” Natasha said while pushing against my clitoris even more. I could almost cum already just from the feeling and the way that she was talking to me.





“Yes, yes I’m a slut, please don’t stop,” I cried as I could feel myself getting even closer.





“Perfect,” she said and moved her hand away from me. I groaned loudly, squirming as the intense pleasure disappeared, my body desperate for more. “You’ll have to earn the rest of that.”





I wanted to beg, but I knew it would only make things worse. “Thank you, Natasha,” I managed.





“I think I have to punish you, not because you’ve misbehaved, but I really want to see how far I can push you. I want to hear you scream for me.”





“Please, I deserve it.”





I watched as she walked behind me again. She grabbed my arm and motioned me forward, toward the leather chair, and we stopped when I stood beside it.





“Bend over,” she said, and before I could comment she grabbed my arms and lowered me over the arm of the chair. My forehead was on the seat and my breasts hung in front of me, and my ass was completely up in the air, my legs still spread from the bar and my hands tied behind me. I felt so vulnerable, open and positioned ready for her to do anything she pleased. I felt my pussy clench as I thought of all of the things she could do to me like this.





I felt her hands on my ass, digging into the skin. “Look at you, you’re the perfect little fucktoy, all spread out for me. I bet you wish I’d fuck you.”





“Yes, Natasha. Oh my god, I want it so bad,” I said, unable to contain myself.





“Well then you’ll have to earn it,” she said, and let go of me. “Let’s see how red I can make you, if you stay still you won’t have to wait for too long.”





I’d always wanted to be spanked, and I had hoped that this was what she was planning. I was a bit scared, what if I wouldn’t be able to handle it? But my pussy felt like it was dripping with anticipation, so wet at the idea, and I pushed my ass up even further in the air.





“When you go back to work Monday, you’re going to find it hard to sit down at your desk. Your pussy is going to get so wet every time you sit down on your sore ass because you’ll be reminded of how good I made you feel.”





Before I could even prepare, she brought her hand down on me, spanking me hard and I cried out in a mixture of pain and pleasure. I started to feel a stinging on my skin, and I wanted more.





“More, please…” I said, and I didn’t have to wait long as she hit me again on the opposite side. She continued, each slap feeling harder than the last, and my skin hurting even more. I could feel each hit ripple through to my pussy, and I moaned each time her hand made contact with my skin. I tried my best not to move, but as the pain grew I found it harder not to flinch.





She stopped for a moment and pinched my sore skin, and I cried out loudly, surprised by the delicious pain. “Mmm, you’re so nice and red for me,” she remarked and spanked me once more on each side. I couldn’t help but cry out at the stinging pain but I also didn’t want her to stop.





Natasha rubbed her hands down my ass, roughly over the sore skin, and down to my wet pussy. I jumped as she dragged her hand roughly back and forth from my wet lips to my throbbing hard clit. I pushed my ass even higher and spread my legs more, desperate to be touched. I wanted to cum so bad after the hard spanking and the spread-out position I was locked in. I moved back and forth as she continued to rub her hand up and down lazily, and I dragged my breasts across the cool leather, and the feeling in my nipples sent shivers down my spine. I thrust against her hand, and she silently teased me.





“You’re such a good girl,” she said, finally rubbing my clit gently with her fingertips. “I wish I had a slutty little secretary like you working for me.”





I moaned as she picked up speed. Every time her wet fingers slid over my clit I felt myself get even closer. I’d never been able to be this close to cumming after barely being touched, but I was so turned on I knew it wouldn’t take much. And the idea of her bossing me around at work turned me on even more.





“My job would be a lot more exciting,” I said, pausing to moan loudly against the leather. “I’d let you do whatever you wanted to me- oh my god.” I felt my legs start to shake as I got even closer to cumming, but again, I felt her move her hand away. “Please Natasha, please,” I cried out squirming as my orgasm was delayed once again.





“I’m not done yet,” she said, and I felt something hard rubbed against my opening. “I’m going to fuck your little pussy until you cum, isn’t that what you like slut? Isn’t that what you’re used to?” She asked, and I moaned in agreement. I’d never been able to cum from someone fucking me, but I was so horny that I could probably orgasm from even less than that. It wasn’t until I felt her grab my hips with both hands that I realized she was wearing a strap-on. I wished I could watch her fuck me.





She only pressed against the opening of my pussy for a moment before roughly pushing inside of me. I was so wet that she slid in easily, even though the dildo felt quite large. I felt so full and slightly stretched as I tensed around it. She didn’t wait to fuck me hard, immediately pulling the dildo out entirely and pushing it back in, causing me to scream with pleasure. Every time I felt her hips against my ass, pain shot through my skin from the spanks she’d given me earlier.





“You like that slut? You like when I tie you up and fuck you like you’re my toy?”





“Yes, fuck me Natasha until I can’t fucking walk, please,” I begged, feeling like an animal. My mind was blank with pleasure, and all I could think about was the feeling of every millimeter of dildo slamming into me over and over as she picked up speed, fucking me even harder.





I felt as she gathered my hair and held onto it with one hand, lifting my head and causing me to arch my back. The feeling of her tugging on my hair while I couldn’t move, being fucked like it was my purpose, made me cum immediately. My pussy clenched hard over and over as I came over the dildo, my juices making it slide even more easily inside of me. Even as I was shaking and cumming, she continued fucking me just as hard.





“I think you can do better than that,” she said and pulled out of me for a moment. I heard as she grabbed something off of the table and then there was a loud vibrating noise. Even though my pussy was so sensitive from cumming already, I wanted more.





She pressed the dildo back inside of me, filling me up again, and then held the vibrator on my clit. I could already feel my legs shaking as the vibrator seemed almost to shake my whole body. I tried to speak but I couldn’t form any words, just a series of moans and gasps. I’d never had multiple orgasms before, thinking it was something I just couldn’t do, but again I was being shown what my body was capable of. I wondered how many more things I was missing out on.





“Oh my god, Natasha!” I screamed, unable to think, as I came even harder this time, feeling the wetness running down my spread legs. My body was tensed so hard, every muscle stiff as I kept cumming, and I wasn’t even worried if the neighbors could hear me screaming. I heard Natasha laugh and turn off the vibrator, and then slowly she pulled out of me and my body relaxed.





“Fuck you’re so hot when you cum. Next time I want to see your face.” She grabbed me and pulled me upright, and I felt a bit unstable standing again, my legs feeling weak and shaky.





Chapter 4





S
 he turned me around and without even thinking, I kissed her hard. She kissed me back and she pushed her tongue into my mouth. I sucked on it slowly, and she moaned. I felt her body against me and I hadn’t even realized that she’d taken off her dress. I broke the kiss and looked down, admiring her body. She wore a black bra and matching panties, just like in her profile picture, and her large breasts were almost spilling out of the top of the lacy fabric.





“Sit down,” she said, and I sat on the arm of the chair. I wished I could touch her, but my hands were still bound tightly behind my back. I watched as she took off her bra, her big breasts popping out of it.





Before she could tell me what to do, I took one of her large nipples in my mouth, sucking on the hard nub. I sucked hard, rubbing her nipple with my tongue, and she moaned loudly. I felt her hands behind my back on my wrists, untying the rope quickly. As soon as it dropped she grabbed my hands and placed them on my breasts. I moved to suck her other nipple, feeling her large breast in my hand, and I played with her other nipple, wet from my spit, feeling as it moved easily back and forth between my fingertips. I looked up at her face as I sucked, watching as her lips parted and her eyes closed.





“Lay back,” she said, moving away from me. “I want to use that pretty little mouth of yours.” Her demand was so sharp, and I was so desperate to make her cum after what she had done for me. I laid back, draped across the chair, my head on one armrest and my knees over the other. I didn’t know what to do, but I didn’t care. I knew that she was aware I’d never done this before and that she would guide me.





“Natasha, I want to taste you so badly, I need to,” I said moaning, and I watched as her eyes lit up at my words.





She took off the strap-on and pulled her panties off. She kept one leg on the floor and put the other leg over me on the chair. She was straddling me but still able to move back and forth. I grabbed her hips and pulled her down before me, and I was so eager to eat her out that I didn’t even stop to think. I swirled my tongue around her opening and felt her lower herself more, getting comfortable. I tasted her on my tongue, her pussy already so wet, and I pushed my tongue inside of her, fucking her slowly with my tongue. I heard her let out a soft moan, so I knew I must have been doing something right.





“You like the way my pussy tastes, Olivia?” She asked, and I moaned in response. “God your mouth feels so good.”





Encouraged by her words, I took my tongue out of her and before I could even think about finding her clit, she rubbed her pussy against my mouth, her hard clit pressed against my lips. I stuck out my tongue and licked her, and watched how quickly she responded. She pushed her hips toward my mouth desperately, gasping at the feeling. I licked her, thinking of how I would like it, making sure my tongue was firm and wet. I sucked on it in between, and I could feel her pushing so hard against my mouth now that I wouldn’t be able to move away.





It turned me on so much to have my face pressed against her pussy, unable to move or speak. All I could do was open my mouth and lick and suck at her as she used my mouth. My legs were still spread by the bar between my ankles, the weight of the metal making me aware of the restraint. I held on tightly to her hips and sucked her clit between my lips hard, and I could feel her squirming under my hands.





“Oh my god Olivia, you’re going to make me cum all over your fucking face,” she moaned loudly, and I did the same in return, as I felt her legs shaking around me. I looked up and watched her as she played roughly with her nipples, her head thrown back and her body moving back and forth as she thrust against my face. I’d never been more turned on in my life, surprising myself at how wet I was again already. She was so hot and the fact that this woman, older than me and much more successful, was about to cum because of me.





My jaw was starting to hurt but I didn’t stop as she grew louder and louder, and finally, I felt as she shook and twitched over my mouth, and I kept at her sensitive clit until she was finished. She stopped moving and I heard her breathing heavily. I moved my mouth away from her clit and down to her pussy, inserting my tongue again and licking up her cum.





“Oh fuck, Olivia,” she moaned as she got off of me and stood up. I felt her kneel beside the chair, rubbing my stomach lightly. “That was so hot, you’re everything I could have asked for.”





I felt flattered, considering I’d felt like I was the one being spoiled. “You are too, that was incredible. I never knew I could feel so good.”





“There’s so much more I wish I could do to you.”





Her words sent a shiver of anticipation through me. I wanted her to do anything she liked with me, especially if it ended up feeling so good. It was almost like an itch had been scratched, having a fantasy I’d thought of for years coming to life.





“You can do anything you want to me,” I replied smiling, and she laughed.





“Is this okay?” She asked, and leaned forward, wrapping one hand around the back of my head. She pulled me in for another kiss, this time more slow and gentle, her lips caressing against mine. I kissed her back a bit harder, feeling surprised and a bit grateful for her affection. I hadn’t expected her to be so romantic after being so stern, but it was exactly what I needed.





Chapter 5





S
 he broke away from me and unclasped the bar from my ankles. It felt strange for a moment to not have the slight weight of the bar around my feet. She helped me stand up and I watched as she got dressed, and then told me to wait while she grabbed my clothes from outside. I followed her toward the backdoor, still in a bit of a sexual daze.





While she was out grabbing my things, a small plaque on the wall caught my eye. It was the logo for the company I worked for, NLP Systems. I couldn’t believe it, it turned out that we weren’t competitors, but worked for the same company.





Natasha returned and handed my clothes to me. I thanked her and got dressed. She offered me a drink and I followed her into the kitchen. At first, I wasn’t sure if I should mention the plaque, but it was just too weird of a coincidence.





“Natasha, I saw the plaque on your wall for NLP Systems. I don’t want to be weird, but that’s where I work too,” I said, and I watched her eyes widen slightly. She smiled as she walked toward me with a can from the fridge.





“No way. I mean, I knew there was a chance when you said what field you worked in. Do you want to sit in the living room with me? I wouldn’t mind maybe spending a bit more time together if that’s okay.”





“Yes, I’d like that,” I said, a little too quickly. I was so intrigued by her and I wanted to know more. Especially knowing that we shared the same employer. I found her fascinating and I couldn’t wait to find out what else we had in common.





“I hope this isn’t some kind of HR rule we are breaking because I seriously didn’t know,” she laughed.





“I won’t tell,” I said, laughing with her. “So what department do you work for? I’ve been a secretary for a few years, but I’m still not familiar with a lot of the job titles. It’s such a large company.”





She looked at me a bit strangely, and I wondered if maybe I shouldn’t have asked her. Maybe it was too personal. I mean, she didn’t know me, this was just a hookup, and now I was asking for details about her job that I probably wasn’t supposed to know about.





“What does the NLP stand for?” She asked, and I was surprised that she’d changed the subject but grateful for the easy way out after my too personal questioning.





“Honestly, I’m not too sure. I asked when I signed up, but my manager said that they’re initials.”





“Yes that’s correct,” she said. She sat back and took a long sip of her drink before she replied. “Natasha Lynn Peters. NLP.”





I felt like my mind had shut off. For a moment I was wondering why she was saying her own first name, and then it clicked. NLP.





“Wait-” I started, but she cut me off with her laughter.





“I’m the owner of the company you work for.” If It were anyone else I wouldn’t believe it, but I was standing in this house of glass a stone’s throw away from the beach, the most expensive place to live in the city, and this wasn’t even her home, just another property. “So I guess I’m your boss. I hope that doesn’t make things too weird,” She said simply.





“That’s so hot,” I replied, and she burst out into laughter. I wasn’t sure what else to say. I still felt in a way that she could be lying, but she seemed like such an honest, straightforward person.





“Anyway. Enough about that anyway, I’m just a normal person and I wouldn’t want you to think of me any other way. Let’s talk more about you.”





We spoke for well over an hour, and despite our age difference, we had plenty in common. She told me that it was her first time using a dating site in quite a while, and she felt it was necessary for the same reasons that I had. We discovered we’d both grown up in the same state before moving here, and that we had similar hobbies like going to the gym and reading mystery novels. I couldn’t believe how down-to-earth she was, and I found myself often forgetting that I was sitting in front of the CEO of my company.





“I hope I can see you again,” she said, leaning forward in her chair. “I really mean it, you were incredible tonight, and there’s so much more I want to do with you. I hope everything was good tonight, and if not then maybe we can discuss next time how to make things better for you.”





“I can’t think of anything I would change,” I replied. “You’re so gorgeous, I don’t think I’m going to be able to stop thinking about you when I go home tonight.”





“Me neither,” she said and got up to sit beside me. She placed her hands on my knees, turning me slightly, and looked at me with her intense stare. “I want you to make sure you think of me okay? Think of every single thing you want me to do to you and text it to me, and I’ll make it happen. We’ll figure out our schedules, maybe we can make next week work?”





My mind was running a mile a minute. It seemed a bit embarrassing, but at the same time, I was so turned on by her words. It was almost like a work assignment in a way.





“Yes, next week will be perfect. Just tell me when and I’ll book it off.”





“You might not have to,” she said, laughing.





Natasha called me a cab and told me to text her when I got home okay, kissing me once more before I left. I felt butterflies in my stomach, which worried me slightly. I knew that there was no way someone like her would be interested in anything long-term, and I was a bit ashamed of myself for even having such strong feelings toward her, knowing that it was so unlikely. Besides, I wasn’t looking for a relationship anyways.





I ended up with a different cab driver, but he looked just as confused as the first, and it made me realize that they probably never really got calls up to this area of the city where people probably had personal drivers. When I got into the cab I felt my sore ass stinging as I sunk into the seat, and I instantly felt so turned on, remembering what she had told me while she spanked me earlier. Every little bump in the road made me squirm, and by the time I got home, I was so wet that I couldn’t wait to lay in bed, touching myself, wishing it was Natasha.





Chapter 6





I
 t was Monday morning and I got up a bit earlier to get ready for work. I knew it was a bit silly, Natasha didn’t even work at the office I worked at, as far as I knew. But I figured just in case, I would make sure I looked amazing. I put on a pair of black thigh-high stockings and a garter belt, along with a fitted black pencil skirt and a peplum shirt. I thought about wearing contacts, but it would sometimes give me a headache at work, so I decided just to wear my glasses.





I walked into the front lobby, and my manager was standing by my desk. He looked like he’d run down every flight of stairs in the building, his face red and sweat sticking his hair to his forehead.





“Oh thank god, you’re here,” he said, which surprised me because I was never late. What had gotten into him? “Listen, they didn’t give me any notice, but the CEO is dropping by today. Normally she only works from her private office downtown, but for some reason, she’s decided to come here for an audit. Please be on your best behavior, I can’t mess this up.”





Part of me wanted to laugh, excited that I would see Natasha again already, even if it was just a glimpse. But I didn’t want my manager to think I wasn’t taking things seriously. “You have nothing to worry about, I’ll make sure everything goes smoothly, at least here,” I said, and he breathed a sigh of relief.





“Thank you. You’ll be her first impression, so please just act normal.”





I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to act normally after the other night, but I decided to do my best. As I sat at my desk, the familiar sharp pain on my skin from sitting down sent a shock of pleasure through my body, just as Natasha had said. I thought of what my manager would say if he knew that the CEO he was so afraid of had fucked me with a strapon just two nights before, making me cum harder than I thought was possible. I smiled to myself and got ready for the day.





The lobby I worked in was quite large and open with shiny, white marble floors. There were big glass sliding doors at the front entrance with a security desk, and then my desk followed, and behind me were the elevators up to the higher floors. It was quite a large building, and apart from the many employees there weren’t usually any visitors, so my job was mostly answering the phone and working on the computer.





About an hour after I’d started, a large black SUV pulled up in front of the front entrance. The security guard, who would normally sit at his desk and glance up from his cell phone occasionally, jumped up quickly to stand by the front door, looking nervous. The manager must have warned him to be on his best behavior.





I watched as Natasha got out of her car, surrounded by three men in suits. My manager had mentioned that they were here to do business, so I assumed that she had brought along some of her colleagues, but another man followed, looking more like a security guard.





The way she walked into the building took my breath away. She was wearing tall heels and a fitted plaid skirt with a blazer and a low-cut white button-up. Her hair was long and curled, and it bounced behind her as she glided in through the entrance. She held a black suitcase in her hand and it swung with her as she walked. The security guard looked quite surprised when he saw her, and she walked past him quickly, her entourage following behind. She made eye contact with me almost immediately, keeping her pace, and I stood up as she got closer.





“Welcome, Ms. Peters,” I said, acting as I had never met her before. She stopped in front of me and I could see her looking me up and down, smiling slightly. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. How can I be of service today?” I spoke in my most sultry voice, and I could see her smile grow even wider. I tried to act normal but I was afraid she could hear my heart beating loudly in my chest. Seeing her this way made my mind go crazy, and I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about my head buried between her legs just two nights ago.





“Please alert your manager that I will be occupying room 601 as my temporary office. Have him meet me there in about 10 minutes.” Her voice was stern but gentle, and even just having her speak to me professionally felt as if I was being teased.





“Absolutely, Ms. Peters. Please let me know if you need any more assistance today.”





She nodded and walked behind my desk toward the elevators, and I watched as the men scrambled after her. I waited until I heard the elevator doors shut before I sat down at my desk again. The security guard stood at the front door still, looking blankly toward the back of the lobby.





“Holy shit,” he said, and I burst out laughing.





Chapter 7





“
 O
 livia, you really fucked up,” said my manager, as he paced in front of my desk an hour after her arrival. “She wants to see you in her office. Alone. She sounded upset. What the fuck did you do? I told you not to mess this up.” I could see the sweat forming on his brow as his skin turned ghostly white. He was normally high-strung, but I’d never seen him so nervous.





“Don’t worry,” I said, smiling slightly at him. “I’m sure everything is fine. I told her if she needed anything to let me know, she must just need some assistance.”





“That better be it. You should go now.”





Normally I’d find his anger quite worrying, but this time I found it hard not to laugh. However, I was extremely nervous, my stomach turning over and over. I couldn’t believe I would be alone with her again already. She hadn’t sent me any text messages, this was entirely a surprise visit. I didn’t want to be so naive to think that she was making this visit for me, but it was a strange coincidence. I stepped into the elevator and pressed floor 6, and as I ascended I checked my makeup and hair in the mirrored walls of the elevator.





Once the doors opened, a man greeted me. It was her personal security guard I’d seen earlier. He glanced at me, confirming that I was who she had described, and motioned for me to follow him. We arrived at the first door, and he stood back.





“You can go in, Ms. Peters is waiting for you,” he said, and I thanked him and opened the door gently.





The room was quite large and seemed more like a conference room than an office. There was a white table in the room and Natasha sat at one side, with a laptop in front of her. Behind her were big open windows, the city behind her. Even though we were only 6 floors up, the view was quite nice, as there were no large buildings too close to ours. She looked up from her laptop as I entered, and smiled as she tapped her pen on the table. I was grateful to see that we were alone.





“Hi Olivia,” she said, closing her laptop. “I’m happy to see you.”





“I’m happy to see you too,” I said, quickly. “I couldn’t wait to see you again. I didn’t think it would be so soon.”





“I’m pleased to hear that. My colleagues have also been bothering me to do a general visit, so they are inspecting the departments. But I came because I was serious when I said I was looking for a new secretary. I heard the one here was phenomenal.”





I instantly felt butterflies in my stomach. Was she seriously considering me for a new position? One that would be so high up in the company? I felt in a way that because I was so young I would just be an occasional fling to her if anything. I couldn’t have imagined that she would want to consider hiring me for a position where she would see me often.





“So, obviously I will need to have an actual talk with your manager about it, even though I don’t doubt your abilities. But of course, there are some personal reasons that I would be interested in a secretary like you,” she added as she folded her hands in her lap and sat back as if waiting for my response.





“I… I’d love that. I’m good at my job, and I’d do anything you please. Anything.” I said, trying my best not to break eye contact. I was getting wet just sitting there, thinking over and over again about how she told me there was so much more she wanted to show me.





“Anything?” She asked, smirking. “Please elaborate.”





I swallowed hard. I wasn’t wanting to go into detail, feeling a bit embarrassed now. She noticed that I was flustered and looked almost pleased as if I was her prey, and it made me want to crawl onto the desk in front of her and let her do whatever she wanted to me. I couldn’t tell if she was just flirting, or if she actually was considering me for a job. I decided to take my chance to be forward.





“I’ll answer the phone, reply to emails, organize your documents, get your coffee in the morning…” I started and stood up out of my chair. I placed my hands on the desk in front of me and leaned toward her, staring into her eyes. “I’ll wear whatever you want, I’ll do whatever you say, and I’ll let you use me however you want.” I couldn’t believe how I was speaking at work, but it was like something had taken over me. I was still a bit nervous that the guard outside of the door could hear me, so I kept my voice low.





Natasha looked pleased. “You sound like you would be perfect for the job, but I’ll have to put you through a series of tests today to make sure you’re qualified for exactly what I am asking. Do you think you’re ready for that?”





“Yes,” I answered, standing up straight. “Tell me what to do.”





“You remember your safeword?” She asked.





“Red.”





“Good. Please don’t be afraid to use it, at any time.” She said, and I nodded. “Now, get on your knees and get under the desk.”





I dropped to my knees quickly and crawled under the desk toward her. She pulled up her skirt and opened her legs. Her smooth pussy was in front of me, no panties covering it, and before she could tell me what to do I moved closer to her and started licking up her slit, from her wet opening to her hard clitoris, as if I were hungry for her. I looked up at her and I watched her face as she moaned and pushed herself even closer to me.





“God I forgot how good your mouth felt. You’re such a fucking little slut, you know that? Ready to drop to your knees so easily.”





I moaned in agreement, and took her clit into my mouth, sucking it in and out between my lips and swirling my tongue around it. I didn’t know exactly what to do, but she seemed to like everything judging by the way she thrust toward me. She gathered my hair behind my head in her hands, holding it roughly, making sure I couldn’t move away from her pussy. I picked up my pace and sucked her even harder, and I could feel my wet pussy throbbing as she used my mouth.





“That’s enough,” she said, and pulled me by the hair away from her, my face wet from my spit and her pussy. “I want you to stand up and sit on the desk in front of me.”





She pushed her chair back a bit so that I could crawl out and stand up. I sat on the desk and she stood up and stood between my legs, pushing them open even more with her hands. Then she grabbed the bottom of my shirt and brought it up quickly over my head.





“The best kind of secretary only speaks when spoken to, so that’s what you’re going to do from now on. If I ask you a question, you may speak, but besides that, I don’t want to hear a fucking noise.”





Her words sent shivers through my body, my clit feeling so hard that it was almost like it had its own pulse. I didn’t think I’d be very good at being quiet, I already wanted to speak. I wanted to beg her to fuck me, but instead, I just nodded in agreement.





She smiled and reached around me, and I felt her unclasp my bra. She took it off of me, throwing it on the ground with my shirt, and rubbed her palms over my nipples. I gasped but stayed silent, holding my breath to stop myself from moaning at her teasing. She held each one of my nipples between her thumb and forefinger and pinched it back and forth slowly, harder and harder each time. The pain made me squirm with excitement, and it took everything in my power to keep my mouth shut.





“I remember you told me you like having your nipples pinched hard, isn’t that right?”





I paused for a moment, and then realized I could speak. “Yes. I do. I don’t care if it hurts, it feels so good.”





Natasha stopped what she was doing and brought her suitcase up to the table. She opened it beside me and took out a pair of shiny, metal nipple clamps. They had little weights on the bottom of each one. She pulled each of my nipples slightly and one at a time fastened a clamp on each one. The clamp felt good enough on its own, but the weight made sure that with every movement a wave of pleasure would shoot through my body as they moved.





Natasha must have been able to tell how hard I was holding in my excitement. “Does that feel good?” She asked me.





“Yes, yes Natasha it feels so fucking good, oh my god,” I moaned. I realized I wasn’t being quiet anymore. Anyone outside of the door, even just walking by, would be able to hear me, but I didn’t care.





Natasha pulled my skirt down over my knees and let it drop to the floor, and did the same to my panties, leaving me in my stockings and heels. She ran her fingers up and down my thighs, watching as I already shook underneath her.





“I want you to lay down, and spread your arms and legs. I’m going to tie you to this fucking table and see how far I can push you before you scream.”





Chapter 8





I
 laid back, watching as she eyed me. I spread myself out and she grabbed straps with cuffs on them from her briefcase. I wondered if this was the first time she’d done this at work, or if this was normal for her. She tied each of my wrists and ankles to each table leg, spreading me out in an X across the table. Her long hair hung over me as she worked, and I wished I could touch her. I realized that the door wasn’t locked and at any moment someone could walk in and see me tied down and naked with my nipples clamped, and it sent a wave of excitement through me like I’d felt on Natasha’s patio.





“If you scream, that security guard will run in here so fast you won’t know what happened,” she said smiling, and I thought of how humiliating that would be. It was like she was reading my mind. She got onto the table onto her knees, sitting between my legs. She dragged her fingertips lightly across my inner thighs, and up toward my pussy, teasing around it. “I want you to beg me to touch you.”





I didn’t even have to think. “Please Natasha, I’m such a slut, I need you to touch me I’m so fucking wet. Please I need it I’ll do anything-”





“That’s enough,” she said, and I felt her push her fingers into my opening. I threw my head back, the sudden contact overwhelming and as I jerked my body, my nipple clamps moved and added another layer of pleasure. She pressed her fingers inside of me deeper, and fucked me slowly, bringing them out of me and pressing them back in again. I was so wet that she slid in easily, pressing all of her fingers except her thumb inside of me. I felt her fingers curl, brushing against my g-spot, and I gasped loudly, feeling my mind empty from the pleasure.





“God you’re so fucking tight, I can’t wait to stretch you out.” I already felt like I was being stretched, her hand feeling like it was filling me, and I wanted more.





I watched her intently as she moved her mouth down to my clit, and I felt like screaming as she hardened her tongue and licked. She continued and I couldn’t help but squirm as she did, my nipple clamps moving up and down as I rocked against her. She fucked me harder with her hand, pushing her fingers in even deeper, and licked and sucked my clit harder. She knew exactly what she was doing, fucking me just the way I wanted, not showing any mercy. I felt my orgasm building quickly inside of me, my legs shaking wildly. My head felt like it was going to explode, not being able to speak, but she moved away from me for a moment.





“You’re going to cum already you desperate little whore?” She asked, and I nodded, afraid to speak and ruin getting to cum. “Speak to me, tell me while I make you cum how much of a good fucktoy you’re going to be for me.” She moved back to my pussy, sucking my clit, and I let go completely, not caring if anyone came into the room.





“God that feels so fucking good, Natasha. You can stretch me out and train me to do whatever you want please I’ll be such a good fucktoy, oh my god!” I cried as she continued, fucking and sucking me so effortlessly, knowing exactly how to touch me to make me cum. “I can’t, I’m going to cum, please…” I said, and I moaned so loudly as I felt my orgasm rip through me, my legs tensing hard and my pussy clenching over and over, releasing everything onto Natasha’s fingers inside of me. She kept going, even after I’d finished, making me twitch and scream even more. To my relief, no one came into the room. My cheeks flushed red with shame, I was sure anyone outside of the door could hear me, but I couldn’t help it.





She didn’t stop. At first, I could feel my hips trying to move my oversensitized pussy away from her, but now I was so far gone that I was thrusting hard against her as she kept up the same pace, my mind completely screaming for me to cum again. I felt like she could probably do this to me all day until I couldn’t think straight. As if she could make my mind and body feel completely scrambled, making me feel horny for the rest of the day. I didn’t want her to stop, and she didn’t until I came again, shaking and crying loudly, not caring anymore about how much noise I made. I moved around so much that one of my nipple clamps came off, and the pain of blood rushing back was what had finally pushed me over the edge, combined with her hot mouth and her slick fingers.





She took her mouth off of me and removed her fingers, and sat up overtop of me. She pushed her fingers into my mouth and I opened widely, sucking them clean.





“You like the taste of your cum you hungry slut? I bet you like having your mouth stuffed just as much as your pussy.” She said, and pushed her cum soaked fingers deep into my throat, almost choking me. I sucked them up and down, cleaning them as she gagged me, enjoying every minute of it.





“I bet you’re hungry for more, aren’t you?” She asked as she slowly ran her fingers down my tongue and over my bottom lip. I nodded eagerly.





She watched me for a moment, her eyes softened, and I felt butterflies in my stomach again. I couldn’t believe that I was already feeling the way I’d felt the other night. I’d never imagined someone could make me feel so satisfied like she knew all about exactly what fantasies I had in my head, and I never thought I would go from being terrified of a dating site to having someone dominate me and fuck me harder than I had in my whole life, especially not twice in a week. I thought dating a woman would leave me missing something, but if anything I was being given everything and more.





Natasha looked like she was going to kiss me, but instead, she seemed to change her mind. She untied my wrists but kept my ankles fastened. She straddled me backwards, facing my feet, and she moved toward my face. I grabbed her hips, eager to do to her what she had done to me. I pulled her toward my face, and she moved back. She was still fully dressed but I pushed her skirt up over her hips, and buried my face in between her legs, sucking and licking at her pussylips and in her opening, like I’d been starved.





“Mmm, Olivia you’re such a good girl. I don’t even have to tell you what to do,” she said moaning and sitting back onto my face more.





I grabbed her ass as I licked her, moving her against my mouth. I felt her nails run along my stomach softly and I lifted my hips. Even the smallest sensations were radiating down to my pussy, instantly turning me on again already. I moved my mouth up toward her hard clit, sucking the nub in between my lips, and she moaned loudly, digging her fingertips into my hips.





As I sucked her, I moved my fingers toward her opening, pressing against her gently. She pushed her pussy against my fingers, and she lay across my body. I could feel her hot breath on my lower stomach and I felt her breasts against my waist. I pushed inside of her and at the same time, she licked my clit, and I spread open my legs instantly, my hips raising off of the table. She’d barely touched me but I moaned against her clit, which she seemed to like, thrusting against my mouth.





Suddenly there was a knock at the door, and we both froze.





“Ms. Peters? There’s someone here to see you,” the voice said, but the door remained closed. I held my breath.





Natasha’s voice cut through the room, steady, clear, and commanding. “Patterson, I am in a private meeting and I am not to be disturbed. Tell them to come back later, and do not disturb me again.” Her tone was quite stern, and it hit me that not only was she my boss, but she was everyones. The way she spoke with such power and confidence turned me on even more.





“Sorry, Ms, Peters,” the voice replied nervously, and before I could even hear the footsteps leave the door, Natasha sucked my clit hard, and the feeling made me jump. I continued sucking her, trying to match what she was doing to me, and I knew from her soft moans against my clit that I was doing a good job.





“Fuck Olivia, your fucking mouth feels so good,” she said, and I continued, feeling her legs tensing around me. Even though the interruption had made me on edge, I was so close to cumming that I started to not care again, crying out against her as she continued.





I came before she did, and I did everything in my power to keep sucking her clit as I felt myself let go, my legs shaking even harder and my legs tensing so hard I felt like they were going to cramp. I fingered her hard, curling my fingers against the soft pad of her g spot as she had done to me, and sucked her so hard my jaw felt sore. She came hard, crying out into my upper thigh, her hips moving wildly against my face. I held her with one hand, making sure I didn’t stop until she was finished cumming every single drop, soaking my fingers with her juices. I swirled my tongue around her opening, feeling her squirm against me, and then I licked my fingers, savoring the sweet taste of her cum.





She sat up and got off of me, and then she laid beside me, rubbing her hand up and down my stomach and chest.





“Oh my god Olivia, you turn me on so much,” she said, laying her head beside mine. We both breathed heavily, catching our breath.





“I’m so happy-” I started, catching my breath again. “That you messaged me.” I felt as if maybe I was being too romantic. I wanted to play it cool, because after all, so far she was mostly just a fuck buddy. But I couldn’t help how I was reacting to her.





“Me too., I can’t wait to get to know you more. That’s why I want you to become my secretary. Well, partly,” she said, and I laughed.





“Wait, are you serious about the secretary thing?” I asked. Of course, I had hoped she was, but I wasn’t sure now if any of it was just roleplay.





“Of course I am. I’m going to speak with your manager today.”





Before I could reply with how grateful I was, I felt her lips press against mine, and I melted under her. She kissed me softly, and I felt her hands rub down my shoulders and arms, her comforting embrace making my heart flutter again. I couldn’t have asked for anything more perfect than her stern demands being followed by how gentle she treated me.





“Just so you know,” she said, breaking the kiss. “I’m not like this with all of my employees.”





I laughed loudly and ran my hand down her arm. “I didn’t think that you were.”





“Seriously. I honestly hate dating sites. I had to convince myself to join, but I’m so glad I did.”





“Me too! I was so scared of joining.”





Natasha sat up and then got to her feet, and started to untie my ankles. “I think me and you need to sit down and get to know each other. I think we probably have a lot more in common than we think.”





“I think you’re right,” I said. She finished untying me and I stood up and got dressed. She watched as I put my clothes on, almost looking a bit sad as I dressed.





“I know it’s a bit inappropriate to discuss the results of an interview so soon, but I would like you to know that your chances are quite good,” she said, reaching out her hand. I grabbed it and she shook it. “I will be in touch with you.”





I tried to contain my laughter as I shook her hand. “It’s been a pleasure, I look forward to hearing from you,” I spoke in the sexiest voice I could manage without breaking into a smile, and I walked out of her office, feeling on top of the world, even though my legs were still shaking. I walked past her security guard, who was alarmingly close to the room in the hallway, but he only nodded at me as I walked toward the elevator.





Chapter 9





I
 worked the rest of the day as normal as I could, but I still squirmed slightly in my seat from my sore ass and my legs that felt weakened from being so tense while I came. I was just finishing up at the end of the day when my manager walked toward my desk.





“Olivia! I know I told you to be on your best behavior, but you’ve ruined my whole month,” he said, his face bright red as he leaned against my desk.





“I’m not sure what you mean,” I said, trying to act like I didn’t know what was going on.





“I’ve worked my ass off at this place, but you’re the one who gets a promotion. And now I only have 10 days to replace you. It’s just not fair,” he said and slammed his fist against the desk. I tried to hide my smile.





“It’s okay sir. You did such a good job training me, so really it’s just a compliment to you that my position is changing.”





He stood there for a moment and then stood up straight, puffing his chest out slightly. “You know what, you’re right,” he said, walking away from the desk. “It’s because of me
 , I
 did a good job training you.” He walked toward the elevators, consumed with his thoughts.





I packed up and closed all of my computer programs, lingering once more in my email inbox, reading the formal job offer from Natasha. I would be her secretary, working at headquarters, where I would have a pay raise higher than I’d ever imagined, along with a huge list of benefits and employee amenities. As happy as I was about the job, I was even happier about Natasha, and I couldn’t stop thinking of all of the ways she would boss me around, once I was her personal secretary.





Also by Faye Rose
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Punished By Lesbian Rommate


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09TSJ7M3T





“I mean, if I were ever going to do anything with a woman, it would be with someone like you. You’re totally gorgeous.” I said nervously. It was true. It would be with someone like her who was so commanding and beautiful, someone with confidence who could take charge. “But I wouldn’t even know what to do.”





“You’d only have to do what you’re told.” Her voice was more serious now, sending shivers down my spine. Even though I couldn’t quite see her face, I could see her body, and I knew that I couldn’t wait any longer.







After straight girl Amanda overhears her gorgeous, lesbian roommate Jenny dominating a woman in her room, she’s overtaken with curiosity and desire. Jenny teasingly offers to show Amanda what she is missing out on, and after a power outage leaves them alone in the dark, Amanda realizes how badly she wants her sexy roommate. Will Amanda let her nerves get the best of her and refuse Jenny’s offer, or will she let her roommate control and use her?







Controlled and Used by Lesbian Roommate: A First Time BDSM Story

 is a rough and steamy 15,000 word BDSM story about a woman being dominated and used by her lesbian roommate.
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Straight Women Dominated: Lesbian BDSM Bundle


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09V5KV1MQ





THREE HOT AND SENSUAL LESBIAN STORIES IN ONE!







This naughty 45,000 word collection features romantic erotica stories about straight women being seduced and dominated, unleashing their wildest fantasies! Includes BDSM, age-gap, sexy strangers, and more!






Punished and Dominated by Lesbian Stranger: BDSM Romance Erotica F/F Femme First Time:







Straight girl Candace loves meeting up with men online for kinky hookups. But what happens when she misreads a profile and ends up at the house of a beautiful, dominant
 
woman

 named Riley
 
,

 who promises to fulfill all of her fantasies? Will Candace decide to stay and experience pleasure beyond her wildest dreams?







Rescued and Used by Lesbian Housewife: BDSM Romance Erotica F/F Femme Age Gap First Time:







Twenty-five-year-old Lauren is driving through a blizzard to meet up with her fiance, Tyler, hoping that a weekend away can fix their crumbling relationship. But when Lauren’s car gets stuck in the snow, a gorgeous older woman named Samantha stops to offer her a place to stay for the night. When Lauren starts to realize that the dominant and married woman that rescued her may also be flirting with her, will she be able to find a way to thank Samantha for rescuing her? Will Lauren also be able to satisfy her own naughty desires?







Divorced Women’s BDSM Club: Lesbian Femme F/F Romance Erotica First Time:







Recently divorced Erica is looking for healing and a change of pace. Her best friend, Kendra, invites her to a divorced women’s support group, but with a naughty, BDSM twist. Erica has never been very attracted to women, but she decides to go knowing that Kendra will be there by her side. Can a wild night with strangers and her dominant best friend help Erica get over her ex-husband?
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