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Foreword
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Chapter 1

It had officially been one year since I’d been hired as a personal assistant to the boss of one of the biggest up-and-coming investment firms in the city. I had fought tooth and nail for this job, and I got it almost as a fluke when two of the leads dropped out. Really, the whole thing turned out to be a gamble and a good one at that. Just one year ago, the firm was a small fish, but after a whirlwind 12 months, we were a shark.

My workload was growing daily. I started by getting coffee, filling in monotonous paperwork, and piecing together all the loose ends left behind by everyone from the brokers to the cleaners. I was a jack of all trades, so when the boss asked me to tackle another big project, I didn’t blink an eye.

“Stacy, you’ve been such an integral part of our business this year, and I wouldn’t trust anyone else with this task. Well, except for the partner you’ll be working with.”

Mike Sterling was a handsome man, especially when he was in a good mood like he was today. He was in his late 40s with graying hair that was the perfect shade of salt and pepper, and he was always clean and polished. His suits were steamed and fitted, his beard always kept quite short and shaped, and he always wore a nice cologne. He was very nice and welcoming, but strict and structured enough that you knew to sit up straight and act professionally around him.

“I’m ready for anything. What is it?”

He stood up and paced behind the large desk in front of his big bay window.

“We wanted to put on a big celebration, a party. In part I want to celebrate the recent big merger that we closed, you know, the Whitmore one. But I also want it to be used as an opportunity for more general networking, and a bit of a reward for the end of a hard year.”

“That sounds amazing.”

He turned to look at me and for some reason, I could see that nervous look I’d come to know written across his face.

“It will be, yes. It will be quite lavish. I have prepared an email detailing the kind of party I’m hoping for, something to get you started. We will use the large conference room on the ground floor.”

“Great! When can I get started?”

“Well I just wanted to let you know, that I won’t be able to put much of my attention to this party, so I have left my wife in charge, especially for the finer details. You remember Candace?”

I could now understand why he seemed so nervous. I was sure Candace was a lovely woman, but she came across as extremely intimidating. She was about the same age as Mr. Sterling, and she was tall and strikingly beautiful. She was the type who wanted others to know she had money, with her designer purse, professionally colored hair, and fillers. The first time I met her, she barely paid attention to me. Getting her to make eye contact while Mr. Sterling introduced us was impossible.

“Yes, of course.”

“I understand it could be a bit strange, as she doesn’t officially work here and you don’t know each other. But she is very good at taking the lead and I won’t be able to this month. I would leave it to you entirely, but she has a lot of useful contacts. Besides, she has only heard good things about you. I sing your praises constantly. I’m sure you will both be able to pull this off perfectly.”

“Yes of course! I can’t wait to get started.”

He gave me another look that seemed mixed with pity and regret. I started to wonder how much of the party was his idea. But he gave me a weak smile.

“I knew you would be perfect for this Stacy. I owe you.”

I stood up from my chair and walked toward the door.

“I know you do,” I said jokingly and shut the door lightly behind me.

I could feel myself getting nervous. Even without Candace, this was a big job. But it wasn’t as big as some of the things I’d pulled off in the last year. At least this time, I would have help.

The email did nothing to calm my nerves. His vision involved waiters with champagne and hors d’oeuvres, a fountain centerpiece, and a string quartet, all on top of a black tie dress code. I might have done better at planning a whole wedding.
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Chapter 2

A couple of weeks passed until it was finally my first meeting with Candace. After a few very short emails without meeting each other, we had already accomplished so much. We had hired a catering company that supplied waitstaff, rented sound equipment and a small stage for the room, and even purchased matching fabrics to drape over tables and around the stage.

There were still so many moving parts and it was happening so quickly. Most of our communication consisted of Candace sending me lists of things to do, and me doing them and sending the results. I appreciated the gentle guidance she provided me, along with the resources and phone numbers, but I wished she had been more involved.

Mr. Sterling was very gracious about thanking me and letting me know how great of a job I was doing. Mrs. Sterling, on the other hand, radio silence. I wondered if she was upset about having to work with me. Maybe it was something she had wanted for herself.

I’d always wondered if she was jealous of me. The thought made me feel horrible, but it wouldn’t be very farfetched. I spent almost as much time with her husband as she did, probably more. I was younger, did everything he said, and didn’t ask any questions. She would call and he would silence his phone if we were in a meeting. There were absolutely no feelings between Mr. Sterling and me, but I could see how it could be misinterpreted.

I arrived at one of the small meeting rooms and waited for Candace. Ten minutes had passed. I kept checking my email on my phone to make sure I was in the right meeting room, but finally, I heard her heels clicking down the hallway and saw the door open.

Candace stood in front of me, looking like a million dollars. Well, now she was worth quite a bit more than that after last year’s sales. Her gorgeous light brown hair was blown out and she wore large gold teardrop earrings, with a skin-tight black and white two-piece skirt and suit top. Her musky, spicy perfume hit my nose almost as soon as I laid eyes on her.

“So sorry darling, I got held up at the front desk by that new woman. Not the brightest. You should have seen her face when she realized who I was.”

I didn’t know what to say, it almost felt like she was testing me. I just smiled.

“No problem, you weren’t too late anyway.”

She shot me a look that seemed like I’d offended her, and I could feel myself shrink down a bit. I realized I shouldn’t have mentioned her being late at all. But I recomposed myself and smiled. Maybe I was overthinking it. After all, I didn’t know this woman. Maybe her mannerisms were just harder to read.

“So what are we doing again? General meeting?” She asked, hand on her hip.

“Yes, I just wanted to go through everything and check where we’re at. I have a master list of everything that needs to be done so I want to ensure we’re on the same page. I’ve done everything you’ve asked for so far, so I made a complete list of everything that has been accomplished.”

She stood there looking at me for a moment like she was trying to see right inside of me. She sat down, put her purse on the table, and crossed her arms.

“You’re very good at following orders aren’t you?”

Again, I couldn’t read her. She sounded like she was joking, but her face looked hard and serious.

“I… just like to do my job. Thoroughly.”

“Do you? Or are you just trying to impress him?” She paused for a moment, looking me up and down. “Or me?”

Something about the way she looked at me made me feel a bit self-conscious. It didn’t help that she was almost 20 years older than me. Her eyes seemed to roam over me as if she was scanning me head to toe. I stuttered for a moment, not sure what to say.

“I’m just kidding,” she said, with a laugh. “I’d love to see the list.”

Part of me couldn’t tell if she was joking, but I smiled and turned the laptop towards her.

I studied her face as she read through the list and all of my extra notes. I felt so on edge, way more than I had ever felt around her husband, even in my interview. I felt like at any moment she was going to critique me. But instead, she read silently, her face still. After a few minutes, she turned the laptop back to me.

“I’m extremely impressed at how organized you are, Stacy. I think I made the right choice when I chose to work with you.”

I tried to stop myself from looking so surprised, but her comment had thrown me off.

“You… you requested to work with me on this project?”

“Of course, darling. My husband tells me how obedient and dedicated you are. Ever since I first met you, you haven’t left my mind.”

I felt myself swallow hard as her words seemed to drip with sensuality. Her cold blue eyes pierced through me, reading me. If I didn’t know better, I’d think she was hitting on me. But I did know better. I could tell that she was trying to get to me.

“I appreciate that, and I’m grateful to have your expertise, Mrs. Sterling.”

“The pleasure’s mine. And you can drop the formalities. We’re alone now. Please call me Candace.”

My face felt hot, and my legs were weak. I was grateful for the layer of makeup on my face, hiding the flush on my cheeks, even though I suspected she could see right through it. Is this what it felt like to be around someone truly powerful? Mr. Sterling was very approachable, but the way Candace seemed to weld her confidence and high status made me realize how easily she could wrap me around her finger.

“I… thank you, Candace.”

“I’m going to send over some more details about the invitations. Write this down.”

I scrambled, grabbing my laptop quickly and typing as she continued speaking.

“You will send them out on Thursday, with a response deadline of the following Monday. After that, compile the list and send the number to myself and the catering company. Then you will divide the guests by table, make a seating plan, and an itinerary for the evening. Time for entry, introduction, mingling, speeches, intermission, and awards, followed by more socializing until about 11:00 PM. I will finalize the seating plan and itinerary once you send it to me. Oh, and please contact a rental company for more seating today. The closest you can match to the ones we already have. Got it?”

“Yes,” I said nodding, still typing.

I tried to ignore the way she demanded orders, but I couldn’t. She didn’t say please or thank you like her husband always did, but somehow it didn’t matter. She could probably tell me to get out of my chair and jump on the table, and I would do it. She was so demanding, and I didn’t want to find out what would happen if I disobeyed.

“I’ll take care of the music and the menu.”

I wanted to laugh at her contribution, after hearing my long list of tasks. But I reminded myself that I could be doing this alone and that I might not have even gotten this far without her help on such short notice. The party was only two weeks away.

“Excellent,” I said, looking up from my computer. “I will get started right away.”

“One last thing. We will meet two days prior to the event to set up. I don’t want to leave it until the last minute. I will meet you here at 6 pm on Wednesday the 16th. I want you alone, do not bring anyone else. Make sure that all equipment is delivered before that date.”

She grabbed her purse and stood up quickly, turned, and walked towards the door, deciding wordlessly that the meeting was over. But before she opened the door, she looked back at me.

“I can see now why my husband keeps you around.”

I didn’t know what to say, but I didn’t have to. She smiled and left through the door, shutting it loudly behind her.

I felt my whole body relax, my mind swirling with questions. The air felt different without her here.

I sat up a bit in my seat, getting ready to put my laptop in my bag, but the feeling of moving made me pause. Something wasn’t right.

I felt the topmost part of my inner thighs slip, and I realized I was soaking wet after my conversation with Candace.
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Chapter 3

I did everything that she had asked me to do and sent everything off for revisions after receiving the final count for the party. Just shy of 200 guests, it might as well have been a wedding.

Candace returned to her short replies and her critiques, and I returned to addressing my emails to Mrs. Sterling. But now there was part of her stuck in my mind. I treated it like the sun, afraid to look at the thought of her for too long, in case it would damage me. But every time my phone went off and I saw it was an email from her, I could feel my breath catch and my body waking up. This was not something I wanted to dig any deeper into.

Even though I tried desperately to avoid the thoughts of her, when I got home to my apartment each day after work, I had so much pent-up frustration that I couldn’t keep my hands off of myself. I couldn’t even watch TV without touching myself, or sit in a chair without finding the edge of it and grinding my pussy against it. I’d never been so horny in my life.

I knew it was because of her, but I did everything I could to push her out of my head. Sometimes when I was close to cumming I would think of her lips against my ear, as she gave me her lists of demands. Telling me exactly what to do. But every time I thought like that I would push her out and try to think of any male celebrity I could.

I absolutely was not interested in women, and I highly doubted she was either. I felt so immature, thinking of her while I was masturbating, she was so forbidden, and I didn’t want her anyway. It made me feel ashamed to think that she had gotten so deep into my head that she was living there, but it also turned me on. I could feel her power in that room together, and I’d never felt that with anyone else.

One day in the shower, I rubbed soap on my breasts, moaning and pinching my nipples. I pressed myself up against the wet shower wall and slid my body up and down, my nipples sliding over the lip of the shower shelf that recessed into the wall.

I wondered what would happen if I peeled back the layers a bit. What would happen if I did let myself think of her? Maybe that’s all I needed to do, and the thoughts of her would end.

I let her creep into my mind. My hand between my legs I imagined it was hers, that she pushed me against the wall and spread my legs open harshly. I felt shame creep through my body as I thought of her long hair, wet and stuck to my back as her lips were in my ear, demanding I cum and calling me a perverted slut. I moaned loudly, my legs shaking, as my throbbing clit moved between my fast, soapy fingers. I came hard, drooling against the shower wall, doing everything in my power to not scream her name.

I felt so embarrassed as I washed myself off and finished my shower. I dried myself off and stepped out of the shower, and I couldn’t even look at myself in the mirror.

But the thoughts didn’t go away, if anything they got stronger. And now that I’d permitted myself to think of her that way, I did all of the time.

—


Mr. Sterling pulled me into his office Wednesday morning, the day that I was scheduled to meet with Candace for setup. I sat down in the familiar chair and waited for him to finish writing an email.

“So sorry. If I didn’t finish typing that, I was afraid I’d forget,” he said with a laugh. “Now I’ve brought you in here to touch base. It has been a busy month for both of us. I am very grateful that not only have you kept up with your regular tasks, but also worked on this party. It’s not just a party, it’s probably one of the most important events that we will hold this year.”

“Of course, it’s been a fun project to work on, even though I know there’s still lots of work to do.”

“Yes, that’s correct. Not only does it need to be set up, but you will also need to make sure the party goes according to plan. You will be managing the event, so I will need you to make sure that the caterers are in order, that the sound engineer is on the right page, and that the speakers know their schedules.”

I hadn’t thought that much about the night of the party, but of course, I would be the person making everything run smoothly. Candace would probably be arm-in-arm with Mr. Sterling, socializing with new prospects, leaving me to run around putting out fires.

“I will take care of everything, sir.”

“Thank you, I know you will. I wouldn’t trust anyone else with this. By the way, my wife is equally impressed, and that’s not easy to do. So I take it you two have been getting along well?”

“Yes, she’s been great to work with. She’s very… organized. And, if I’m honest, strict. But in a good way.”

He laughed. “Yes, that’s a very nice way to put it. I know sometimes she can be a lot. She’s a bit of a loose cannon, I never know what she’s going to say or do. But when you get to know her, it’s different. But anyway, I appreciate that you’ve been able to get on her good side, it’s rare.”

I felt much better knowing that she told Mr. Sterling that she liked working with me. Maybe she really wasn’t jealous or trying to get into my head at all.

“Anyway, let’s dive into some of the reports I sent you last week and catch up. I think we could probably both spare about 30 minutes, don’t you think?”

“Of course,” I said, smiling at Mr. Sterling. I felt so guilty sitting with him in a meeting after cumming to the thought of his wife last night before I slept.
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Chapter 4

The day dragged as I anticipated the evening. It already made for a long day, working 9-5 and then meeting Candace in the building at 6 PM. I knew we would probably be working until quite late, but after an extra coffee, by the time our meeting rolled around, I felt ready to work for the rest of the night.

Everything had been delivered to the large conference room over the last few days. All of the tables and chairs, fabrics, decorations, and lighting. I even convinced the sound engineer to set up his equipment late the night before so that we could test it out.

I arrived at the room and Candace was nowhere to be found. I hadn’t expected her to be on time, so I wasn’t surprised. I got to work right away, putting tables together and putting them in the order we’d agreed on. I stopped to check the rough map of the space I had sketched the night before.

After about 20 minutes, I heard the familiar sound of heels clicking, however this time they echoed loudly on the wooden floor as if to command attention. I instantly looked up to see her, and that mature presence in the room returned. I took her in while I could, watching her walk down the center of the room with an easy sway in her hips. Her hair was perfectly styled, long, and curled loosely. She wore a black pencil skirt and a low cut pink fitted blouse.

“You’ve already started,” she said, setting down her coffee and purse on the table I’d just put together. “That’s great.”

She looked down at the table and saw the map I’d drawn out. She studied it. I hadn’t sent it to her, I had just needed something for myself to help visualize the room.

“Do you always work this hard for him?”

“I… I mean yes. I do. It’s my job and I enjoy it.”

“I wonder what you’d do if someone appreciated you more.”

I couldn’t tell if this was another trap. Her voice still oozed with a sultry tone, but her words confused me. Was she wanting me to admit that Mr. Sterling didn’t treat me well? He had always appreciated me more than I could ask for. However it turned out, she wasn’t asking me.

“Anyways, this is excellent, so we’ll continue. I’m glad to see the tablecloths have come back from the seamstress. I’ll iron those and set them on the tables while you divide up the chairs.”

We started to work together on our separate tasks. I stole glances at her when I could. This was the same person who had haunted my days and nights over the last few weeks, through emails and also in my head. It hadn’t quite sunk into my brain, but physically I was so nervous. I could feel my hands shaking, and my breath would catch whenever she walked by.

Candace and I worked well together. As I finished up the chairs, she was ready with the tablecloths and chair covers. I started place cards as she worked on centerpieces. I tried making small talk with her, asking how her day was, and telling her how excited I was about the party, but she let the conversation fizzle out quickly.

However it didn’t feel awkward in the silence, instead it felt quite loud.

We gathered fabric to drape around the stage in matching colors. I stood on a stool while Candace passed me the fabric, and finished one side. I moved the stool to the other side and stood on it while Candace brought more fabric over. As I reached up to attach it to the hook, I felt the stool wobble beneath me.

Before I could panic, I felt Candace’s hands grip firmly onto my waist steadying me, her nails digging gently into my sides.

“If you wanted my hands on you, you could have just asked.”

Suddenly I was back in the shower, pressed up against the wall, my mind dripping with desire. The warmth of her hands and her words turned me on instantly. I was trying to fit her words into any other context I could think of. Was she making a joke? Was she trying to fuck with me?

I quickly put the curtain up, and she guided me down, finally letting go when I was on the ground.

“Really, it’s that easy?” I said, and then instantly regretted my words. If it was a trap, I’d fallen right in.

She only laughed and walked off the stage. She stepped back to admire the job we’d done.
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Chapter 5

After another two hours, we were close to finishing. We had gone back to working efficiently and silently, but my mind was racing. I could still feel her hands on me like they had burned imprints into my side. I couldn’t focus on how good of a job we had done, I didn’t even care. I just wanted to go home and relieve the tension in my body.

“We work so well together. My husband would still be building the tables. I guess we can start cleaning up now. Send a text to the building cleaning supervisor, I want this place cleaned tonight after we’re done, and tomorrow night. Thoroughly, but they aren’t to touch anything.”

“Absolutely. I’ll text her now.”

I could feel Candace watching me as I typed. She stepped a bit closer to me, and I almost lost my train of thought. I finished my message and looked up at her.

“Now go grab that green bag off of the table and bring it to me.”

I did as she said, bringing the reusable bag to her that was filled with odds and ends we didn’t end up using. She grabbed it out of my hand and dropped it on the ground in front of her.

“Pick that up for me?”

I bent down, and I started to realize that I was just on autopilot. Command after command, I just did as she said, no questions asked. From the way I paused, I could tell when I stood up that she knew I’d clued in. She took a step towards me, and now she was so close I could smell her sweet vanilla perfume.

“You’ve been so obedient all night. I wonder what else you would do if I asked?”

She reached toward my neck and her fingers adjusted my necklace. My body exploded into goosebumps under her touch, my nipples instantly hardened, and my breath was non-existent.

What would I do for her? Or maybe the question was, what wouldn’t I do? In this state she had me in, I felt as if I’d do anything she wanted, and she hadn’t even done anything more than stop me from falling. I realized she could see right through me.

I wondered if maybe she was trying to make me lose my job. Maybe she was jealous of how much time her husband was spending with me. She could be trying to catch me saying something inappropriate to her so that he would have no choice but to fire me. Maybe she was serious, which was almost worse.

“I don’t understand what you mean.”

“Yes, you do. You know exactly what I mean.”

Her hand slipped over my collarbone and down the center of my chest. She effortlessly undid the first button of my shirt with one hand. Then she stepped back.

“I… we can’t. Here?”

“I mean if you don’t want this…”

There was nothing I wanted more, but this could also ruin my life. Apart from giving in to this fantasy that was so far away from what I would normally even think about, the idea of losing my job was devastating. I loved my job more than anything, and I didn’t want to put it at risk. But the painful throbbing of my clit and the way my whole body begged to be touched was something I couldn’t ignore.

“What if he finds out?” I asked, swallowing hard.

“He won’t.”

She grabbed my shirt a bit more roughly this time and undid another button. I could feel the air on my breasts now, and my clit throbbed so hard it hurt.

“Tell me to stop… if you don’t want this.”

“Fuck,” I said and started quickly undoing the buttons on my shirt. I wanted to rip it off. I dropped it onto the ground.

“Good girl, now your bra.”

I couldn’t take my bra off any faster. I was so embarrassed and horny. My nipples were so hard that they throbbed, and the cold a/c made it even worse.

“I could get used to this,” Candace said, moving so close to me that I leaned back slightly out of reflex. I felt the table behind me, at the back of my thighs. “Having someone so obedient to play with.”

She grabbed my breasts in her hands roughly as she pinched each nipple between her thumb and forefinger. I moaned loudly, surprising myself, and she smiled.

“There was more than one reason why I asked my husband to work with you. I couldn’t stop fucking thinking about you, ever since the first day he introduced you to me.”

She rolled my nipples in between her fingers roughly and I couldn’t even think of a response if I wanted to. My mind was blank with pleasure as all of my doubts started to slip away.

“The only thing, Stacy, is that I like things a certain way. But I get the feeling you do too,” her mouth found my nipple and she sucked on it harder and harder until she got a loud groan out of me. “I like to be rough, I want to push against your limits, see how far I can make you go. I want to tell you what to do, use you, call you names. I want to take care of you and make you feel better than you ever fucking have. If you like your job now, you’ll love what I can make you do.”

She sucked on my other nipple, and I squirmed, my pussy begging to be touched. I didn’t care about anything now. I just needed her to do whatever she wanted to me.

“Please, oh my god, please Candace. Do whatever you want please!” I cried out as the suction on my nipple turned into a sharp pain, turning me on even more. My voice didn’t even sound like my own anymore. “I’ll do anything.”

“Well, you can start by going back to Mrs. Sterling. I like the sound of that a bit more right now. Take off your skirt.”

She paused to watch me. I tried not to look at her as I slipped my skirt off. I wished I could have done it in a slow, teasing way, but I was so scared we would get caught that I pulled it off quickly. If someone walked in right now, they would see me in my thong, heels, and nothing else, while Candace stood there fully clothed.

“Mmm, how lucky am I,” she purred, her eyes burning into my body. She stepped back and leaned against the stage. “Now show me how you touch yourself when you think of me.”

“When I think of you?”

“Yes, don’t play dumb. I can see it in the way you look at me, with that guilty look. I saw the way you looked at me when I walked in today, and I knew. Now show me.”

She really could see right through me. I felt like I was caught doing something bad and this was my punishment, except in some twisted way, this was the hottest thing that had ever happened to me.

The lights were so bright in the room. The conference room that I’d been in many times for meetings and work groups. The conference room I’d helped pick out the center carpet for six months ago. Candace watched me, smiling with her bright white teeth and her head tilted as if she could read my thoughts. She waited patiently, staring at me as if to will my fingers to move.

Leaning against the table slightly I took a breath and grabbed my breast roughly with one shaking hand, pinching my nipple hard. My other hand was quick to move in between my legs, where I dipped my fingers into my soaking wet pussy and then I rubbed my clit in lazy circles.

As soon as I touched my clit, my fears started to fade away. I finally had some relief, and I didn’t want it to end. I watched her, suddenly feeling confident. I looked at her soft lips that were without a doubt filled to a larger size and imagined them between my legs, sucking me. I thought of what it would be like if she grabbed me the way I had imagined in the shower, pushing me roughly against the wall and using me up, her long hair sticking to my back.

I couldn’t help but roll my hips, thrusting against my hand. I wanted to be filled up. At home, I’d fuck myself with a dildo and whisper her name. Without even realizing it, I started doing it in front of her.

“Mrs. Sterling, please fuck me, please,” I begged, my hand moving faster.

I saw her swallow, her face changing as she watched me, as if something snapped in her. She went from looking amused and a bit turned on, to completely animalistic. She stood up quickly and walked toward me, shoving my hand aside and replacing it with her own on my clit. She rubbed me quicker than I would ever be able to, and her lips found my ear lobe.

“God, you’re such a fucking needy little slut, aren’t you Stacy?”

“Yessss,” I cried out, my vision starting to blur as I threw my head back from the pleasure.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I’m, oh my god, I’m a needy slut, Mrs. Sterling!”

Suddenly she grabbed my waist and turned me around, the edge of the table against my lower stomach. I could feel her pressed into me, her whole body from the front of her thighs to her large breasts. Her steady hand kept rubbing my clit, slowing down. I tried to focus on the table centerpiece to stop myself from screaming for more.

“You need to be punished for your behavior. Not only am I married, but I’m also married to your boss. I can’t have a slut like you getting away without consequences.”

She guided my upper body down to the table, so that I was laying on it bent over completely, my ass sticking out. I could feel her pressed up against it still. Candace gently moved my hair out of my face, and then dragged her fingers down my back, sending a shiver through me. Her hands stopped on my ass. She grabbed my ass roughly, her nails digging into the flesh.

“Tell me to stop if you don’t want this.”

There was nothing I could say to her because this was exactly what I wanted. She could use me as a footstool and I’d be happy that she was touching me. I arched my back and pushed my ass against her hands, and she laughed.

“No use being gentle with a slut like you.”

She grabbed my hair with one hand and kept it in a firm grip, pushing my head against the table, my cheek on the tablecloth. Her hand on my ass started pinching and digging as I moaned and writhed.

Her hand left and then returned quickly with a sharp sting and a loud clap as she spanked me hard with her open palm. I yelped at first, but then all of a sudden I felt my pussy tighten as the pain turned into pleasure. I stuck my ass out again, begging for more.

She spanked me again and again, each time harder and making me yelp and moan even more. There was something so shameful and hot about being held down by her and punished. I could feel myself drooling onto the new tablecloth as my wet pussy contracted over and over.

“Tomorrow when my husband calls you into his office,” she started, her fingers roughly pinching the sore skin. “When you sit down across from him and wince from pain, It will remind you of what you did and how you got what you deserved. All you will think about is how his wife was the one that made you feel so fucking good.”

“Yes, Mrs. Sterling,” was all I could manage. My clit throbbed like a heartbeat, so much that I thought I could hear it.

I focused my eyes for a moment and noticed the nameplate on the table where my drool pooled around my cheek. Mr. Sterling. For a moment I was brought back to reality, but before I could start to panic about what we were doing, she spanked me hard, one last time.

“Fuck!” I cried out as the burning spread over my skin, stinging and throbbing along with my beating clit.

I felt her fingers push my thong aside and slide effortlessly into my pussy. I was so wet that there was no resistance. The feeling of her fingers instantly canceled out any of the pain I felt, and I moaned and tried to bounce myself against her hand.

“God you’re so fucking wet,” she said, pulling her fingers out of me. She pulled my head back off of the table slightly, still holding my hair. Her fingers wet with my pussy juice pressed against my lips and I lapped at them eagerly, surprised at how sweet I tasted.

She laughed at how desperately I sucked her fingers. She pulled away and grabbed my waist with both hands, turning me over.

It was so surreal seeing her now. She looked so turned on, completely ravenous as she looked at me. Her voice sounded so composed, but I could see on her face that she was probably just as wet as I was. I wondered if her clit ached like mine did.

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

“Yes, Mrs. Sterling, please, I need to cum!”

Before I was even finished with my last word, her fingers plunged inside of me, rough and quick, as her other hand rubbed my clit. I felt so relieved, finally having something inside of my gripping, needy pussy, fucking me just as I’d wanted. Even better, she curved her fingers and found a spot inside of me that made me clasp a hand over my mouth so that I didn’t scream.

“No, you don’t need to cum. You want to.”

“Yes, please, I want to cum, fuck I’m already so close…”

“What kind of person would I be if I just gave you everything you wanted? What kind of lesson would you learn then?”

I moaned in response, not sure what she was getting at. My legs started to shake as I felt my orgasm building. I grabbed the tablecloth, holding it for dear life as she started to pull at the edges of me.

Then suddenly she stopped, pulling her fingers out of me and pulling away from my clit. My muscles contracted so intensely that I thought I was cumming, but it faded before I could. My orgasm faded back into that dull pain of hot blood pumping through my pussy and clit.

“No, please, please let me cum I’ll do anything you want, please!” I begged, but it was no use, she just smiled at me and rubbed her palms gently over my stomach and waist.

“You’re going to go home tonight, and you’re going to toss and turn thinking about me, but you’re not allowed to touch yourself. Trust me, I’ll know if you did. Then on Friday during the party, I promise to make it up to you. I want you so turned on that you don’t even know who you are anymore.”

I felt like I was already at that point. How much more horny could I get?

“Please-” I started, but she cut me off.

“You don’t think I want to cum too? You don’t think I want to fuck your brains out right here? I’ve wanted this for months. But we can both wait two more days, it’ll be worth it.”

I took a deep sigh, as I tried to regain my composure. I was starting to come back to reality, but not fully. I felt no shame anymore, and no guilt. All I felt was the most intense craving even stronger than hunger. How could I go two more days like this?

“Okay,” I said, sitting up on my elbows and looking at her, wishing I could peel her clothes off. “I trust you.”

“I’ve given you no reason to,” she said, a playful smile spreading across her lips. “But you should.”

She pulled me up to my feet, and her lips found mine. Her kiss was soft and needy, her bubblegum-flavored tongue only darting gently between my lips for a moment. I could truly feel how badly she wanted me, just by the way she kissed me. Her body shook slightly as she started to pull away, and I realized it was probably so hard for her to do. At least I had been close to cumming, but I hadn’t even gotten to touch her.

“Let’s get your clothes on before the cleaners come in.”

My face flushed as I rushed to get dressed, completely forgetting that they were on their way. I’d forgotten where we were.

She slowly did up each button on my shirt, her hands grazing my breasts through my bra purposefully.

“Let’s get cleaned up.”

We both tidied up our decorations, putting the extras in a closet behind the stage.

I wondered if she truly didn’t care about whether or not we got caught. There were a hundred other places in the building where we could be discreet, but she chose the center of the project that we’d worked on for weeks. Anyone could have walked in on us, or maybe someone did and we didn’t even realize. Did she not love her husband? Did she want him to find out?

As we walked towards the conference room doors, I heard two women talking on the other side of the door. I saw the door handle move, and then stop.

“Cleaners must be here, I better unlock this.”

I felt my whole body relax. The doors were locked the whole time, and she wanted me to think that they weren’t. She smiled at me, that teasing, knowing smile, and opened the door. She greeted the cleaners and gave them a quick rundown in the same snappy tone she used with me. They nodded politely, probably just as charmed by her spell as I was.

“I have to go get something upstairs,” she said, as I headed toward the stairs for the underground car park. “Do what I told you.”

“I will,” I said, not believing my own words. We said goodbye like we were colleagues, and I walked down to my car.
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Chapter 6

I turned around to look in the mirror as I got ready to put my party dress on. My ass was even more bruised than it had been the night Candace spanked me.

The last two days had been agony. Every time I sat down it hurt, and then it turned me on instantly. I was a complete mess. I couldn’t lay in bed without putting a pillow between my legs and rubbing myself back and forth on it. I woke up each morning completely soaking wet, and every time throughout the day when I used the bathroom, I noticed I was wet too. I knew if I touched myself I wouldn’t be able to stop, so all I could do was try to push through it.

The one thing I couldn’t get out of my head was that Candace said she wanted me all along. I had no way of knowing if that was true or not. She’d certainly seemed so cold when we first met, and I practically had to beg her to meet with me during the planning. Was she really that hard to read?

Everything was finally done for the party. We’d finished up any final details on our own, going back to our email-only communication as if nothing had ever happened. I took the day off of work so that I could get ready early, as I would be working during the event.

I knew I would have to follow up with the caterers, make sure that the speeches were going well, and be there to put out any other fires that might occur. I needed to make Mr. Sterling look good and make the company look reliable. I knew how important tonight was, so I didn’t want to mess anything up.

I kept thinking about Candace’s promise. She said she would make it up to me during the party, and I had no idea what that meant. I figured she would probably stick by her husband for the evening while I kept everything in order. There would be no time to leave. Maybe she meant she would make it up to me in another way?

I kept feeling the shame and fear slipping through again. She told me that I had no reason to trust her, and I was right. What if she was waiting for the night of the party to sabotage me? What if she exposed me and what we had done in front of everyone? And even if she didn’t, would he be able to tell?

Every once in a while I got a sick feeling in my stomach from the memory of my drool on the tablecloth where Mr. Sterling would rest his wine glass. But all of these feelings, the guilt, and the shame, were quickly replaced with the thought of Candace asking me in her breathy voice if I wanted to cum. Then it would start again, the deep ache of my swollen, needy pussy.

Regardless of what happened tonight, I knew I needed to look better than ever. I shaved every inch of my body, painted my toenails, and slathered lotion all over my body. I gave my hair a full bombshell blowout and did my makeup with a sultry smokey eye and a fully contoured face. I kept my lips minimal, only putting on a plumping lip gloss, trying to emulate Candace’s lip filler.

My dress was black and just above my knees. It was slightly fitted, clinging only to the right places. I wore strappy black high heels and silver jewelry, and matched it with a small silver chained purse.

I was so horny that even just looking at myself in the mirror made me bite my lip. I went from never thinking about ever having sex with a woman, to staring at tits at the grocery store like a sleazy old man. I’d never been against gay relationships, but I had never thought of myself as a part of that.

—

I arrived at the party quite early, about an hour before it was set to start. I checked in with the waitstaff, inspecting the hors d’oeuvres and the amount of champagne they brought. The quartet was dressed according to the dress code and listened to my instructions attentively. The sound guy had already tested everything, and the announcer was already in the corner studying the names he would be calling upon later in the evening. Even the woman we brought in from finance to stay at the door and direct people was standing at the front with her clipboard. There were so many people ready to go, that I almost felt like I was arriving late.

After adjusting the decor and answering questions, the hour passed quickly and people started arriving. There was no sign of Mr. or Mrs. Sterling yet, and I could only think of the worst. I hadn’t ended up seeing Mr. Sterling at all over the last two days. He had sent me an email that our daily check-in would be canceled as he was busy with a call. I felt relieved that I wouldn’t have to sit across from him after what I’d done, but I worried that he knew more than I thought he did.

I greeted people as if I was a hostess. I felt like I didn’t have anywhere to go or anything to do. I made a few rounds but everything was running smoothly. The worst thing that happened was a man who slipped in wearing sneakers and jeans, but he was quick to realize his mistake and left to change.

As I stopped one of the waiters to adjust his bowtie, I heard a cheer and some clapping. I turned around and completely lost my train of thought. Mr. and Mrs. Sterling were walking into the room, both laughing at the outburst of applause. I felt jealousy swirl in the pit of my stomach for the first time.

Mr. Sterling wore a suit that was a step up from the one he wore daily. His shining gold cufflinks matched Mrs. Sterling’s shoes. He looked as he usually did but somehow elevated, and I wasn’t sure if it was just the setting or the dim lighting.

Candace was completely radiant. She always seemed like the type to wear clothes that were a bit more flashy and attention-grabbing, and this was no exception. A beautiful golden, shiny gown hugged her body, one shoulder completely exposed, and a big slit up the opposite side that my eyes lingered on too long. Her hair was back in a sleek ponytail, drawing attention to her sharp cheekbones and jawline. Her earrings looked like they were worth more than my salary.

I made eye contact with her, and she winked and smiled. I felt my cheeks get hot and I turned around quickly. I’d forgotten about the waiter, and he snuck away without me noticing.

I didn’t want to see them. I needed to find something to do. I wanted to look busy so that they didn’t come over to me. But a glance behind me taught me that it was too late. They both walked toward me, arm in arm.

“Stacy!” Mr. Sterling yelled happily, pulling me in for a loose, one-armed hug. “God, I owe you. You guys really outdid yourselves. It’s a shame the fountain didn’t work out, but I think maybe it’s better without it,” he laughed.

“Thank you. Well, let’s just make sure everything goes smoothly, then you can thank us.”

“The work is done,” Candace said, touching my shoulder gently. “You can step back a bit, things will run themselves. You may need to step in once or twice, but don’t overwork yourself.”

I was shocked at how gentle she sounded. I’d expected her to be ordering me around. I wouldn’t have even minded, but I felt myself relax at the idea of letting go of some of the control.

“Actually, Stacy, Candace was asking if you could give her a tour of the new floor later tonight. She’s been wanting to see it but it’s been so busy. Maybe that would help get your mind out of party planning mode.”

I glanced at her and she smiled innocently.

“You don’t mind, do you?” She asked.

“Of course not. I would love to give you a tour.”

Mr. Sterling beamed at us, relieved at how well we were getting along. If only he’d known just how far we’d taken that.

“Well, we better move on and keep socializing. Gotta make the people happy.”

I watched them leave, my eyes focused on the way Candace’s hips swung, imagining them thrusting against my face.
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Chapter 7

After another 30 minutes of talking to coworkers and trying not to monitor the party, I started to relax and enjoy myself. I’d worked so hard to pull this off, I deserved to have a good time.

I finished my drink and walked over to the dark corner I’d stashed my purse in, to grab a piece of gum. As I popped it into my mouth and turned around, Candace stood behind me. I hadn’t even heard the clicking of her heels.

“Fuck, you look so good,” she said, and I could actually feel her eyes on me as she looked me up and down slowly. It was as if her gaze burned through my clothes and danced on my skin.

“So do you… I-” I looked around cautiously. “I can’t stop thinking about you.”

“Did you follow my instructions? And be careful how you answer that. I’m not someone you want to disappoint.”

“Yes, I did. It was so hard.”

That dull ache between my legs started again.

She stepped closer to me, her exposed thigh pushing against mine, as the rest of her body was turned slightly. The corner we occupied was quite dark, but I wondered if someone could still see us. But the warmth of her leg traveled up mine, and I had to do everything in my power to keep my hands off of it.

“I bet you’re so fucking horny right now, aren’t you?” She asked, her leg moving up higher, pressing in between my legs.

“Yes,” I breathed.

“You’re lucky I don’t make you crawl around on the floor and beg for me to fuck you in front of everyone. What if they found out how big of a slut you really are?”

Her leg pressed even more, and I could feel it right under my pussy. I moved my hips slightly, but as soon as I touched her, she pulled her leg away.

“God, you’re so pathetic,” she laughed. “Give me a piece of gum, before I take that one out of your mouth.”

I wanted to challenge her to take the one out of my mouth, but I rummaged through my purse and shakily handed her a piece.

“There’s nothing I hate more than listening to pretentious men drone on and on. The second those speeches start, we are out of here.”

—

Mr. Sterling pulled me over to meet some executives later on, telling everyone how lucky he was to have me as his assistant, and how everyone should thank me for how well everything was running. I shook lots of hands, learned names I forgot instantly, and nodded politely as people rambled on about who they were and what they did. All I could think of was getting out of there. I thought about sneaking away to the bathroom to rub my clit, but I knew I didn’t have to wait much longer.

“Check… check one two… okay everyone, please head towards your tables.”

Candace swooped in out of nowhere, grabbing me by the arm and leaning over to give Mr. Sterling a quick kiss.

“We’re going. Have fun,” she said quickly, and before he could reply she was dragging me away.

Our heels clicked on the lobby floor as we marched toward the elevators. I went to press the button for floor 3, the new office, but she pulled my hand away.

“We’re going somewhere else.”

She pushed the button for the top floor, and the elevator closed. There were only a few rooms on the top floor. My small office, the secretary’s desk, head of finance, human resources, and Mr. Sterling’s office.

I didn’t ask any questions, because I knew there was no point. I’d expected her to start touching me the moment the elevator doors shut, but she didn’t, and I wasn’t about to initiate anything. She had a plan for me.

The doors opened on the top floor and I followed her as she walked quickly past the front desk and down the hallway. The office lights were off, with only one on at the entrance. She passed each office swiftly and stopped in front of his door.

“Do you know the passcode for the keypad?”

“Yes…but he gets a notification on his phone every time it’s opened.”

She reached into her purse and held up his cell phone.

“I’ll delete it.”

I shook my head with a laugh. Was this risk really worth it? Especially when my office was just on the other side of the elevators. But I punched in 1976, the year he was born, and the lock clicked open.

“Really? He’s asking for someone to break in.”

“I told him the same thing.”
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Chapter 8

The one thing about Mr. Sterling’s office was that there were no cameras. I wondered if Candace knew that. He’d always said that he wanted his full privacy and that as long as there were cameras for the entrance then it was worth the risk.

The office was quite large, and everything was either black or dark wood. It was dark outside but the city lights shone through from other office buildings. There were glass windows separating the office from the hallway, but they all had shades pulled down over them. A large desk was in the center of the room, with a big office chair facing away from the window. There were a few bookshelves and filing cabinets, but the office was quite open.

When the door clicked shut, Candace’s hands and lips were on me before I could even wonder what would happen next. She pushed me up against the door, kissing up my neck to my lips while her hands roamed my body, caressing me roughly through my clothes. I moaned against her lips as she pushed past mine with her tongue while her thumbs rubbed circles over my nipples through the thin fabric of my dress. I was grateful to have skipped a bra.

I grabbed onto her waist, but she grabbed my wrists and pinned them up against my head. She held me there and pressed her thigh between my legs as she’d done earlier, this time making sure to push my dress up along with it. Her tensed, muscular thigh found my pussy and I ground myself desperately against her. She laughed against my mouth and tightened her grip on my wrists.

“Remember who’s in control,” she whispered, before gently sucking at the nape of my neck. The feeling radiated through my body, making me squirm even more.

She let go of my wrists and pulled down the zipper on the back of my dress quickly. She tugged it off of me and let it fall to the floor, and before it had even slipped down my hips her mouth was around my nipple, sucking it with a hard tug in between her lips. She bit it gently, and I almost screamed with pleasure. I gasped as she grabbed my sore, bruised ass. I was so horny I thought that maybe if she continued like this, I might have been able to cum before she even took my panties off.

“I want to see you,” she said and turned the office lights on. It had felt so much better doing something so forbidden in the dark. Now it felt like we wanted to be caught.

Candace stepped away from me and to my surprise, she unclasped her dress in front of me and let it fall. She wore a lacy black lingerie one piece underneath, her large breasts pushed up over a crisscrossed corset style closure. I felt like I couldn’t breathe, swallowing hard as my eyes followed down over her stomach to her shaved pussy, where the mesh fabric came down but only in two loops around her thighs, leaving her pussy uncovered.

“Fuck-” I started, but she cut me off.

“Now, remember what I said before? I want to take control of you, I want to make you feel good… I’m going to make you cum harder than you ever fucking have in your life. But if you need me to slow down, or stop, let me know. I want to make sure you’re comfortable.”

“Okay, I will.”

I wondered what she had in store for me, but I didn’t really care. I knew I would like anything she did to me. She could make me sit at the desk and do her taxes for an hour, and I’d still be wetter than I’d ever been in my life.

Candace reached into her purse and brought out a pair of silver handcuffs. She eyed me for a moment as if expecting me to do something, and then I quickly got the hint. I turned around and put my hands behind my back. I felt so exposed and vulnerable, standing in just my heels and thong.

“God your ass is really fucking bruised, isn’t it?” She asked and pinched the skin hard. “I bet that hurts… I bet it reminds you of how much you deserve to be punished and used by me, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Mrs. Sterling,” I moaned.

Her hands worked quickly, fastening my wrists into the cuffs. She tightened them and then pulled me backward, and I realized how much I was restrained. The front of my body suddenly tensed, my tits and pussy, and my skin crawled with excitement and anticipation. She could do anything to me and I wouldn’t be able to stop her.

“You know I’m doing you a favor. Mike would have found out eventually how badly you wanted to fuck his wife. It’s so funny that you’d risk your job and someone else’s marriage just because your stupid useless cunt is wet. You fucking owe me, and I’m going to use your body in exchange.”

Her words sent chills through me so strong that she could probably see. I still wondered if this was part of some big plan. That she would expose me and shame me and ruin my life. But something about knowing that she had that power and that she hung it over my head made the excitement even more real. I did feel like a homewrecker, like a horny slut that just couldn’t contain herself. I mean I was handcuffed in my boss’s office, how much more inappropriate could I get? But the idea that this was really who I am made me sink deeper and deeper into depravity. I wanted to grovel at her feet and beg her to use me like I deserved, but I didn’t need to.

“I can’t help it, I need you so badly. I need you to treat me how I deserve.”

“Oh, don’t worry. I will. I’ll make sure you never forget your place.”

She let go of me for another moment and then returned, still behind me. She reached around my body and I looked down at her hands. She held two black round rubbery objects in front of my nipples. They were open on the bottom, and she teasingly rubbed the lip of each one over my hard nubs slowly.

“Do you know what these are?” She asked, and I shook my head. “They’re nipple suckers. I’m going to keep them on you until you can make me cum.”

I gasped as she pinched each one and let go of it over my nipples. The rubber suctioned each one, sucking at it and pulling. I moaned loudly and squirmed at the pain and pleasure of my nipples slowly engorging. She grabbed my small breasts in each hand and bounced them up and down, causing the suckers to move and pull more. I gasped, throwing my head back, as my pussy clenched even tighter.

“Fuck, fuck Candace, they feel so good.”

She pulled them off abruptly, causing me to cry out, and put them on again, the intense feeling doubling.

“Mrs. Sterling. Don’t fucking forget it. I’m married, and I want you to remember that every time you address me.”

“Yes…Mrs. Sterling… I’m sorry.”

“Prove it,” she said, and I heard her heels clicking over the wooden floor.

I turned around and watched her sit down in Mr. Sterling’s chair, crossing her legs. The desk suited her even more than it did her husband. She wore power well, and sitting at the desk she radiated it.

“Come here,” she asked, and I did as she said.

I walked in my heels, my legs shaky from how desperately horny I was. My breasts moved slightly as I walked, drawing attention to the suckers with every step. I stopped in front of her.

“I have one more surprise for you,” she said, and I realized she had something in her hand. “Turn around and bend over.”

I couldn’t have ever imagined being dominated like this. My hands cuffed behind my back, almost naked, and bending over just enough so that I didn’t disturb my pinched nipples. She moved my thong aside slightly, exposing my asshole, and I felt the cool wet tip of something pressing against my hole.

I’d never had anything inside my ass before, and I hadn’t ever planned to. But the feeling of her sliding this object inside of me was unlike anything I’d ever felt. It felt wrong but almost right. My pussy was right there, clenching and empty, begging to be fucked, but instead, I was having something shoved inside my tight hole. It felt forbidden and dirty. She had used lube, so it didn’t hurt, but instead, it was a strange explosion of pleasure, and almost a teasing sensation.

She pulled it out slightly and pushed it in again, watching me jump. My legs shook even more, not just from holding my body half bent with no support, but from the feeling of the object inside of me. I moaned and writhed as she pushed it as deep as she could. I couldn’t help but lean into it as the feeling became familiar. Then she pressed a button, and I stood up quickly.

“Fuck! Oh my god, fuck,” I cried, as I felt the deep vibration running through me.

She laughed as I turned around and sat down on the edge of the desk to keep it inside of me. It pressed against the wall of my pussy and the innermost internal root of my clit, and stimulated me just enough to make my eyes roll back, but not enough to even get me close to cumming. I rocked against it, my breasts bouncing, trying to get used to the strange feeling of such a deep vibration.

“You’ll get used to it,” she said, and she was right. It still felt incredible, but it wasn’t so harsh. It felt as if someone was constantly stimulating me, but just not closely enough.

My moans slowed and I stood up again, clenching it inside of me as I moved.

“You’re so greedy, it’s like you can’t even help it. Get on your knees. Now.”

She watched as I struggled down to the floor. Wearing heels, almost naked, with a vibrating plug inside of my ass and no hands to steady myself, I was surprised I could get down. It wasn’t graceful but I didn’t fall or do anything too embarrassing.

Mrs. Sterling shifted to the front of her chair, and I finally clued in to what was going on. She grabbed my head and leaned down.

“You’re going to kneel there until you either make me cum, or the party’s over and my husband comes to find me. Have you done this before?”

I shook my head.

“Wow, that’s surprising, for such a desperate slut like you. I would have thought you’d have been tongue deep in the pussy of any woman who looked your way. You’ll figure it out.”
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Chapter 9

I was nervous, but so excited that I didn’t care how long it took. I was a mess, my pussy so wet that my panties were already soaked. The dull pleasure on my nipples and in my ass made me feel like I was some kind of sex doll with only one purpose in life. I wanted her to fuck my face more than anything.

She spread her legs around me, lifting one foot on top of the desk, exposing her pretty pussy completely. I could smell her, the sweet, musky scent of her arousal. I wondered how horny she was watching me bounce my ass on the desk with my legs spread a moment ago.

Before I could lean toward her, I felt her hand on the back of my head. She grabbed my hair tightly against my head and pushed my face into her pussy. I moaned as I tasted her, feeling so used as she placed me where she wanted. I sucked and licked at her hungrily, running my tongue over the incredible softness of her pussylips and pressing my tongue inside her wet velvety hole, finally getting to touch her and tease her.

I was so enthusiastic that I seemed to make up for my lack of experience. She moaned loudly, and I wondered if she had meant to break her cool composure. I stiffened my tongue and she pulled and pushed my face against her roughly, using my mouth to fuck her. I was drooling as her sweet thick juices coated my tongue, and I couldn’t help but moan as every movement made my nipple suckers press against the underside of the chair.

She stopped and let me take control for a moment, and I quickly licked my way up to her clit. I found it right away, the big hard nub jumping under my tongue as I swiveled around it. I brought it in between my lips, sucking it and letting it go with a loud pop over and over. I made my noises loud and sloppy, slurping at her.

Sick of the teasing, she grabbed my head again and pushed it harder against her clit. I sucked it hard and licked it in between my lips. My jaw was starting to hurt but I knew she didn’t care, and I didn’t either.

“Good girl,” she purred, her voice deep and full. “Don’t you wish I was your boss? With a mouth like this, I’d make you live under my desk so I could fuck your face all day. My husband’s wasting your potential.”

I moaned in a sick agreement, dreaming of a life where this was my job. Where I let Mrs. Sterling use me like a toy. I imagined her in a meeting, biting her lip as I ravaged her secretly.

I wondered if she was thinking the same, as I felt her legs and grip tighten on my head. She cried out loudly, pressing me so hard against her that I couldn’t move at all. My sore knees burned from the carpet under the desk as she held me in the same position. I continued moving my jaw and lips, following the intensity of her moans and adjusting my speed and pressure until finally, I felt a shiver through her body.

She came hard, shaking and moaning so loud that I wondered if she could be heard from the floor below. I felt so good that I had done that, that I’d been able to make her cum, which was something I’d had yet to experience from another person.

“Oh my god, Stacy,” she said with a breathy whimper, letting go of my head. “Look at me.”

I pulled away and looked up at her, savoring the look on her face. Her puffy lips parted, her cheeks were red, and her eyes seemed to change to a glazed-over look. Her chest heaved under her cleavage, and I wanted more than anything to take the lingerie off of her and suck on her heavy, mature breasts.

She reached down and rubbed her fingers in her pussy, getting them wet with her cum. Then as she looked me in the eyes, she messily rubbed her wet fingers over my tongue, lips, and cheeks. I went crazy from the taste. I let her fuck my mouth with her fingers, pressing deep. I sucked them clean and then dove between her legs to finish cleaning her up. The taste made me lose my mind, made me want her all over again. I sucked at her pussylips and dragged my tongue along her hole, licking up whatever I could. She watched me eagerly, her legs opening as she started to moan again.

I wanted to make her cum again and again, and I didn’t care if Mr. Sterling came looking for her and found us like this. I wanted to block the door and make him watch through one of the hallway windows while I ate out his wife at his desk.

But my fantasy was cut short as Mrs. Sterling pulled my face away from her pussy.

“You’re such a hungry little slut aren’t you?”

“I am,” I said so casually, my mind still numb from the vibrating plug in my ass.

“Get up.”

I struggled, my knees sore and my legs almost asleep from being in the same position. My heels didn’t want to cooperate, and my hands were still bound uselessly behind my back, and I did everything I could to clench the plug inside of me. She watched as I tried to get up unsuccessfully.

“I said, get up,” she repeated, pulling me up with surprising strength to my feet. I wobbled slightly, and she quickly grabbed my waist again tightly, just as she had done when I was on the stool.

“Do you want to keep going?” She asked me, her tone serious and gentle.

“Yes, I’m good. I promise. Please don’t stop.”

She looked at me for a moment, deciding whether I was telling the truth or not. But I was. I was enjoying every minute of this, and I needed her to continue more than anything.

She stepped toward me and grabbed the nipple suckers gently. She pulled them slowly, and I moaned as my pussy writhed from the sensation.

“Since you were a good girl and made me cum, I’ll take these off…”

I almost thought about asking her to keep them on, but I knew that she wasn’t taking suggestions. She pulled at one of them, back and forth wiggling it until the suction broke. My nipple exploded with pain as the blood rushed back into it, and I did everything I could to stop myself from yelling. She did the other one quickly, smiling as I winced.

I looked down and saw my nipples were so much larger, engorged, and swollen. She smiled at me and leaned down, pulling one between her lips, and licking it slowly. It was so much more sensitive than it had ever been before, slightly sore, but just the feeling of her lips shot me over the edge. She sucked, licked, and gently bit my puffy, sore nipples, and it almost felt as good as it would if she’d been sucking my clit.

She laughed at the way I’d reacted and pulled away from me. She reached behind me and undid my handcuffs, freeing my arms. They felt so heavy and strange as I moved them around, stretching them. I was worried that maybe she was ending things until I saw her reach back into her purse.

“Don’t get used to freedom,” she said, pulling out another pair of cuffs.
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Chapter 10

She eased me on top of Mr. Sterling’s desk until my whole body was face up on the table, the plug still droning on inside of me. Every time I changed positions it felt intensified, and this was no exception. The table made it press in deeper, and I moaned and ground my hips, trying and failing to find an angle where it could stimulate me just a little bit more.

Mr. Sterling’s desk had some paperwork, pens, and a few folders on top of it. I could feel them poking against my back. She didn’t care, and it made me wonder for a moment if maybe she was getting back at him somehow.

Candace grabbed each of my wrists and fastened them to the corners of the desk, spreading out my arms so that I couldn’t move them. That amazing familiar feeling of being restrained came back to me. I had no problems because I couldn’t do anything. I felt safe like this. Like I was being cared for.

Caring for me was exactly what she was about to do. My legs were free and she positioned them how she wanted, and then teased in between my upper thighs and slit, running her fingers lightly over my skin and watching me squirm and writhe.

She stopped and slowly undressed herself, making sure to watch me as she did. My eyes were locked into her like my life depended on it as she peeled off her lingerie. Her body looked even better than I could have imagined, her big breasts that looked natural and mature but were probably silicone, her tanned stomach that was carved and smooth, down to her clean-shaven pussy and faint bikini line that made me salivate all over again. She took out her ponytail and shook her head, letting her hair flow down over her body.

She grabbed her breasts and played with her nipples, moaning and putting on a show for me. Her eyes were half open, still watching me, as one of her hands ran down her stomach to her pussy, rubbing at her clit. It was torture watching her, unable to touch her as I sat there useless and soaking wet, so desperately horny.

“Mrs. Sterling, please. Please let me touch you.”

“Aww, you poor, horny little slut. Don’t you realize you’re just my toy? I get to play with you, not the other way around.”

I made a disgruntled noise, and she laughed.

“Go ahead. Tell me, what your place is.”

“I’m just your toy, Mrs. Sterling. I deserve this,” I said, my hips begging for her as I watched her hand move from her clit.

“That’s right. I know you’re such a pussy hungry whore too, so don’t worry, I’ll take care of you.”

The idea of me being hungry for pussy was such a wild concept to me, but it was true. Now that I had a taste for her, I wanted more. She pressed her fingers against my thong, rubbing my slit through the fabric. Then she peeled off my panties, pulling them over my heels.

“God, you’re fucking soaked. Three days without an orgasm, you must be aching.”

“I am, fuck, Mrs. Sterling. Please. I need to cum, please.”

“I’m so sick of hearing you talk.”

She crawled over top of me, her plump breasts hanging so close to mine, her warm body just barely hovering over me. I could taste her perfume.

“Stick out our tongue.”

I did as she said, and watched as she slowly spit into my mouth, letting it slide down my tongue and into my throat. I shuddered, feeling so disgustingly consumed by her that her spit sliding down my throat made me let out a soft moan. I closed my mouth to swallow it, savoring it like some perverted freak, but she wasn’t done. Her finger gently pulled down my bottom lip, and she shoved my soaking wet balled-up thong into my mouth.

I could taste myself so strongly, the wetness from half of a day’s worth of me fantasizing about her, being teased by her. I felt so dirty and disgusting, my own panties gagging me, but at the same time, I felt so deliciously vulnerable and turned on by it. She could just do this to me, humiliate me, and there was nothing I could do but pray that she would fuck my desperate hole.

“If you want me to stop, since you can’t speak anymore, hit the table three times with your palm. At any time.”

I nodded, watching as she climbed off of the table. I started to realize I tasted pretty good, enjoying the flavor of my used panties. I couldn’t help but salivate with it pressed against my tongue.

Candace stood at the side of me, spreading my legs open. She played with my pussy again slowly, teasing my wet hole with her fingers. She leaned her head down toward my aching clit and I felt my body explode with pleasure as she took my clit into her mouth. I screamed through my panties, the sound muffled.

Her mouth was so expert, I knew that this was far from her first time going down on a woman. She knew exactly how to move her mouth, quickly and consistently, pulling at my aching clit and pressing it back with her tongue, flickering it over my hard nub. Her fingers pushed into my pussy, curving in as they had before, fucking me as she pulled against my g-spot. She pushed more fingers in, stretching me out, until I realized just how stuffed full I felt. The pressure from the plug in my ass and her four fingers deep inside me made me squirm and beg for more wordlessly with my full mouth.

She continued sucking my clit and pumping in and out of me. Her shoulder pressed into my thigh holding me still, and I couldn’t believe I hadn’t cum yet. It was as if I had been so close for so long, that now I was prolonging my orgasm.

But I couldn’t hold on for much longer, especially against a mouth like hers. Her other hand came up and only barely brushed one of my swollen nipples, and it was enough to push me to the edge. I shook and tensed my legs, my toes curling making noises I didn’t even know I had in me.

“You want to cum for me, don’t you?” She asked, moving her mouth off of me.

I responded with a stifled, loud yes, scared that she wasn’t going to continue.

“You can cum, and you’re going to keep cumming until I say you’re done.”

She sucked my clit again hard, pumping her hand in and out of me, and I came so hard I felt embarrassed at first, thinking I’d wet myself. But the liquid only shot out as she pulled her hand out of my pussy, and I realized I’d squirted for the first time and it was all over Mr. Sterling’s desk and papers.

But Mrs. Sterling wasn’t done. I was so overstimulated that my legs involuntarily kicked and closed. She got on top of the table and lifted me by my hips, my ass off of the desk. Both of my legs were over her shoulders and she held them there with an insanely strong grip. Her face was buried against me again, her mouth relentlessly sucking at my clit.

I thought about hitting my hand on the table to stop because I couldn’t take the feeling anymore. But soon it faded and turned back into the incredible desperation I felt before I had cum. Now if she were to stop, I probably would have cried. With half of my body off the table, I could see everything, looking up with the best view imaginable at her as she sucked me, my body shaking. Her long hair cascaded down over my stomach.

I needed to talk. I didn’t care what she did. I spit the panties out of my mouth.

“Mrs. Sterling, fuck, fuck that feels so good! Oh my god!”

I could feel her grin against me as she continued, and soon I was being pulled through another orgasm. The release made me let go of the plug inside my ass and I heard it drop onto the table. I didn’t squirt like I had the first time, I wasn’t sure I had much left in me, but I felt the dribble down the back of my ass.

“I can’t cum anymore, I can’t do it, fuck,” I whined, almost crying with how intense the pleasure was. But I was wrong. Instead of my orgasm calming again and picking up, it just continued. I could feel myself cum again and again until I wasn’t even sure what was an orgasm and what wasn’t. I couldn’t form any words, all I could do was moan and clench my exhausted pussy again and again as it rippled with pleasure.

I felt her slow down, and I was grateful she didn’t stop suddenly because I didn’t think I could take being left abruptly. I couldn’t take anymore and simultaneously I wanted to stay in this state forever, with my head empty, my limbs restrained, being milked of every drop of cum in my body. She finally stopped, and now when she ran her tongue lightly over me one last time, I cried out loudly.
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Chapter 11

She kissed my thighs, and slowly laid me back down on the table. My core hurt from being held up and tensing for so long, and my legs felt like jello. She undid my cuffs, bringing my arms into my chest, and she wrapped her body around me until I stopped shaking and my breathing returned to normal.

“I wish we were in a bed, so this was more comfortable for you.” She ran her hands over my forehead, moving my bangs and hair out of my face.

“I don’t care where we are if you’re doing that to me.”

“You know, I’m not really so harsh once you get to know me.”

I laughed loudly and she smiled. I knew she was serious by the way she took care of me. Rubbing my body, her patience, her calculated control.

“I like you both ways.”

She kissed me softly, the familiar taste of my own pussy on my tongue. I kissed her back harder. I couldn’t get close enough to her.

“I need to take you on a proper date. Really get to know you. All of this bossy playing around is great and all, but you’re too special to just play around with. I want to spoil you.”

I felt so lucky, but reality started to creep back in. I could feel the puddle of my juices under my ass, Mr. Sterling’s papers underneath me. The ring on Mrs. Sterling’s finger gleamed in the corner of my eye as her hand stroked my head. Both of us were complete messes, with wet hair and smudged makeup, if we went back to the party I could only imagine what people would think.

“I should be honest with you though,” she sat up a bit, looking nervous. “I haven’t been entirely truthful.”

I felt my stomach turn, the final push to my anxiety about all of this. Was she plotting against me all along?

“Tell me.”

“Mike and I are separated.”

“Wait…what?”

“We… We were happily married for quite a while… or so I thought we were happy. But after about 15 years of marriage, he told me he thought he was gay. I was so angry, disgusted even. We were barely making ends meet, he was sinking all of our money into a stupid startup. This was about six years ago. He begged me to stay with him and pretend that we were still together, saying it would help his image.

“I liked being married, so I agreed, and thank god I did. His risk paid off, and now money is the last thing on my mind. This past year with you helping him and some other factors… money will never be something I worry about ever again.

“Anyway. I’d figured if he was experimenting, then I would too. That’s when I realized maybe I didn’t like men as much as I thought I did. It made sense looking back, but I’d never thought I was a lesbian. It didn’t fit into my life plan. I’d wanted kids and a husband because I thought I was supposed to.”

“I totally get that,” I said, rubbing her arm. “I’ve felt that way before too.”

“I did my experimenting, and I found what I liked… but when I met you a few months ago, everything changed for me. Mike would always tell me how amazing you were. When I met you I didn’t think you’d want anything to do with me, so I tried to push you out of my thoughts. But when he said he wanted to get you to plan a party… I couldn’t resist inserting myself into his plans.

“But I don’t just want you like this. I mean I do. I saw the way you were responding to me in every interaction, and it turned me on so much. It’s so hot that you let me push you and take control. It drove me crazy that you still wanted me so badly, even when you thought that I was completely off-limits. I’m sorry that I wasn’t honest with you. And Mike knows we’re doing this tonight, although… I didn’t tell him where.”

I felt so much relief wash through me. My job would be safe, Candace wanted me, and I also had the biggest thrill of my life. I never thought I was the type to go after someone who was married so I still felt bad that I’d had it in me, but I wasn’t quite a homewrecker technically.

“I’m not mad at all. I mean… It was so hot. I’d say I’m not usually like that, but I guess maybe I am. Thank you for telling me.”

“Thank you for trusting me. We’ll talk more about everything some other time. I want things to change, but unfortunately, I still do need to act like Mike and I are together. I’m hoping now that his business is more secure that he won’t mind letting go of the image he has in his head of who he needs to be. But that doesn’t mean we can’t still have fun.”

I smiled and pulled her back in towards me. She kissed me again and it was a different kind of passionate and honest.

“Let’s get you cleaned up. And me too, I guess,” she laughed.

She helped me off of the table and told me to stay put while she got my dress. She pulled it over me and zipped it up. She threw my panties in her purse to return after she could wash them.

We went to the bathroom and cleaned ourselves up, and then she took some paper towels back to the office. She refused to let me help as she cleaned up Mr. Sterling’s desk.

“Shit, I hope these papers weren’t important,” she said, throwing them in the trash. “They were never here if he asks if you’ve seen them.”

My makeup was so wrecked that the best I could do was take a makeup wipe from my office and wipe off whatever was left. Candace stood in the doorway of my office, and I passed one to her.

“He needs to give you a bigger office. I was going to bring you in here, I’m glad I didn’t. I probably would have accidentally banged your head against a wall.”

I laughed. “It’s okay. I’m never in here, I don’t mind.”

When I looked in the mirror on my desk, I felt like I looked different somehow, but I couldn’t place it. There was a new warmth in my cheeks, probably from having the life fucked out of me, that made me look refreshed, but tired.

“It’s 9:45. So if the place didn’t burn down without us there, they should just be finishing the last speech by the time we arrive.”

I was exactly right. As we walked in, there was a loud applause for Mr. Sterling as he finished his speech, wrapping up the evening. He saw us sneaking in through the back and winked in our direction before taking a bow.

People stood up from their seats, some rushing toward their jackets and leaving, while others visited neighboring tables. Mr. Sterling was caught up with a few colleagues, shaking his hand excitedly and thanking him for the party.

“Well, I should probably go stand beside him. I am the trophy, after all.” Candace smiled, placing her hand on my shoulder. “Cleanup tomorrow? Maybe around 2 pm?”

“On a Saturday?!” I joked.

“Don’t worry. I’ll make sure it’s the type of work you enjoy.”

I laughed at the thought. I didn’t think I’d have anything more in me to give for another week, but I agreed.

“I’ll email you.”

“Please, god. No more emails. Text me.”

She smiled, her eyes narrowing slightly.

“Careful with that tone.”

“Yes, Mrs. Sterling,” I said mockingly, earning a slight shove on the shoulder.

She walked away without another word, swaying her hips, knowing that I was watching. My eyes followed her as she walked over beside Mr. Sterling, sliding her arm around him and joining in his conversation effortlessly, laughing as if she’d been there all along.

The jealousy and doubt were gone. The only embarrassment I had was that Mr. Sterling knew everything. I knew that Candace would have been delicate with the details, but I wondered how much she told him. Did he know that I let her humiliate and degrade me? Or that I thought I was sneaking around behind his back?

I got my purse and walked to my car, the cool air snaking up under my dress, onto my bare skin. No panties and no bra, I was still exposed, just in a different way. I got in and drove home, my head only filled up with the taste, smell, and thought of Candace Sterling.
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