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Emily’s Simp: Parts 1-5

The New Girl At The Office

“So how has your first week been?”

I smiled as Victoria stood over my desk, a cup of coffee in one hand. She had been the person who had done the most to help me get into the swing of things at my new job. She had one of those smiles, the kind that inevitably made you want to smile back at her. It really lit up her face, spreading from cheek to cheek and showing off a row of perfect white teeth while her tan-colored eyes glowed above it. Probably somewhere in her forties, she was a gorgeous woman, with those blond curls that cascaded down on either side of her face, her makeup accentuating what nature gave her. And she was always so well put together, too. I envied her outfits, a different one every day of the week showing off her extensive wardrobe and impeccable taste. I could only hope that at her age, I would look even half as good as she did.

“Great, thanks. Everyone’s been so friendly.”

They had. It was a small office, around ten people working there, mostly women, though not exclusively. The boss, Darren, had welcomed me to the company on my first day, but I had only seen him intermittently since then. Usually, he was talking to Victoria, and she was the one who kept things running in the office. By the end of the week, I’d been introduced to basically everyone. If I had questions, people were quick to help, but they also let me get on with my work when that was what I needed.

None of us want to work. But so far, I felt like I had landed on my feet with this job. And frankly, I felt like I was due a little bit of luck. I had lost my last job when the company went under, and had spent a few scary weeks without any money coming in. And in those weeks, I had had no one to turn to, my boyfriend Steve having bailed on me. It had been a bad run of luck, to say the least. But now, finally, with this job, it felt like my fortunes were turning around.

“That’s great to hear,” Victoria beamed, that dazzling smile still very much on display. “I think you’ve definitely made an impression around here, too. On some more than others.”

As she spoke, she lifted her eyes to me and looked across the office. I followed her gaze, seeing straightaway what she was looking at. Quickly, I turned back to face her again, and if anything, her smile was even wider now as she looked at me.

“I don’t know about that,” I murmured.

Jacob was around my own age, probably in his early twenties. He hadn’t been working at the company much longer than I had. Part of Darren’s mission to give opportunities to young people, or something. We hadn’t interacted all that much, but even though I tried to play it off, I knew exactly what Victoria was hinting at. Most of the people who worked at the office were married or in serious long-term relationships, already settled into their positions in life. We weren’t.

“Oh, please. A pretty girl like you. Don’t think he hasn’t noticed.”

I smiled at the compliment, but deep down, I knew that Victoria was only telling the truth. He had noticed. You get a sense for these things. You get to know when a guy is looking in that particular way, even if he tries to hide it. Yes, Jacob had been looking. But I was there to work, not to date. It wasn’t like he had hit on me or done anything inappropriate. It was just a vibe, just a feeling. Just a sense I got that he might be interested in me as more than just a work colleague.

“I mean, he’s kind of cute, in a nerdy sort of way,” Victoria said with a smile, and I laughed as much in surprise as anything else. Whatever I had expected to hear from her, it wasn’t this. But even in the short time I had known her, I had learned that she wasn’t a woman who held much back. That confidence she had, to be so uninhibited and speak so plainly, was something else I admired about her.

“I’m surprised he hasn’t asked you out already. It’s kind of his thing.”

“Oh really?”

Victoria nodded, her blond curls bouncing as she leaned conspiratorially over my desk. Stepping forward, she set down her coffee cup and perched herself on the edge of my desk, her floral print skirt growing tighter around her leg. There was a wicked look in her eyes now, and honestly, I kind of liked the way she seemed to be welcoming me into her confidence. I felt like there was so much I could learn from a woman like her, and not necessarily just about work.

“Yeah, he’s managed to get a bit of a reputation for it around the office,” Victoria said in a low voice, her eyes flickering briefly toward wherever Jacob was again for a moment before returning to mine. “I get the feeling he’s been on the shelf for a while. Which is fine; I’m not saying there’s anything wrong with that or anything. Just… Don’t be surprised if he does make a move.”

Having said her piece, Victoria slid off my desk and stood up again. She was still smiling, but there was a different flavor to her smile now. The air of someone who has imparted real wisdom, confided a big secret.

“Oh, okay. Thanks for the heads up,” I said. Her blond curls bounced as she nodded, and she turned and walked back through the office toward her own desk, her skirt swishing with every step she took.

I glanced over my shoulder toward Jacob. He was sitting back at his own desk now, staring at his screen. Seemingly minding his own business and getting some work done. But as if he felt my eyes on him, he lifted them from the computer and looked straight at me.

Feeling ridiculous, I hurriedly looked away. I didn’t want to encourage anything, or give him ideas. Though by the sound of it, he already had plenty of those.

But as I turned back to my own computer, I still smirked, just a little. Victoria’s revelation didn’t come as much of a surprise to me. And frankly, there was something I knew about awkward, nerdy Jacob that I suspected she didn’t.

It had happened a couple of days earlier. Back then, my computer was still being set up, and I had been sharing Victoria’s while she showed me how to work the internal systems. I already had my work emails coming to my phone, though, and when something came in that looked like it needed attending to, I wanted to take some initiative and show that I didn’t need my hand held all the time. But Victoria was at her desk, using her computer, and the look on her usually smiling face made me think that this wasn’t a good time to bother her.

Jacob’s desk was empty. He sat close to the back of the office we all shared, near the breakroom, but with his back to the wall. Figuring that in the end, it was all company equipment, and that all of the terminals could access the data I needed, I slid into his seat to use his computer. But as I minimized a few tabs that were in the way, trying to not lose any of his data, I saw something that took me aback.

He had left his social media feed up in a browser window. That didn’t bother me; there’s always some downtime at work, and while in my first week, I wasn’t about to risk getting caught slacking off like that, I’m not going to sit here and say I would never do the same. What I can say with total honesty, though, is that I would never be looking at what he was.

Girls. Lots and lots of girls, one after another cluttering up his feed. Lots of them dressed in leather or latex or corsets, fetishwear for kinky people.

I mean, they looked good. I’m not going to deny that. But as the little thumbnails danced and posed and preened on his screen, I couldn’t help smiling to myself. Shy, nerdy Jacob had a little bit of a fetish, it seemed.

******

“Oh my god…”

Devin moaned the words in a voice that was almost feeble, the breath leaving him slowly as he gazed up at me. And it was that stare, those eyes, that haunted me the most, that stayed with me even now, years later.

“Shut up,” I growled as I pulled the scarf tighter around his wrists.

This was a couple of boyfriends ago. In fact, Devin was one of my very first real boyfriends, if you don’t count silly little high school crushes and things like that. With Devin, it felt, at least, like the real thing. And if in the end it had turned out not to be, I knew now that that’s just the way things go sometimes.

But Devon was kinky. Devon loved nothing more than being tied up, being made helpless. And I was completely new to all that stuff, but I thought I loved him, and so I wanted to make him happy.

So I did what he wanted. I played the dominatrix. After all, isn’t that what a good girl does? She makes the effort to keep her man happy. She learns the tricks, the techniques, what to say, what to wear. A really good girl learns to be a bad girl, if that’s what she needs to be.

That, definitely, was what Devin needed me to be.

I climbed on top of him, feeling those eyes watching my every move, his eyelids half-closed, his face practically a mask of desire. That was the fun part, for me. Not being naturally kinky myself, I had never really thought about sex in those terms, as a game of power and surrender. But there was no denying what they did to him. There was no denying how much it turned him on. And it made me feel so sexy to know that I was doing that to him, making him want me so badly, as if I was burning myself onto his brain indelibly.

Straddling him, I reached down and took his cock in my hand. He was rockhard, of course, completely lost in his sexual excitement. Completely weak for me. I smiled down at him, and truthfully, I did feel like something of a goddess as I took him in my hand with him tied to the bare wooden frame of his cheap bed in his tiny apartment. Right there and then, I learned an important lesson, one that has been confirmed many times since in the course of an unexpectedly kinky life. If you want to feel like a goddess, find a man who worships you.

I moaned as Devin’s cock slid inside me, but he moaned even louder. My pussy adjusted to his size as I spread my legs further, pleasure already sparking in every fibre of my body.

“Who’s in charge?”

“You, Emily.”

“That’s right,” I growled, my confidence growing along with my lust as my boyfriend surrendered so easily to my feminine power. “I am in charge, and don’t you ever forget it.”

“I won’t, I promise,” he panted.

His eyes were closed now, and I smiled as I stared down at him, continuing to ride him. I knew he would say anything now. Fully in the grip of the wild power of lust, he was completely mine. My tool and my toy, to do whatever I pleased with. And it felt amazing. My pussy spasmed around his cock, my juices flowing like a torrent as I continue to ride him, my pleasure growing by the minute. This might have been his kink, to give up control completely to an evil dominant woman, to be used like a helpless toy for somebody else’s pleasure. But there was no denying how much it turned me on, too.

******

Quickly, I glanced around the office. Jacob was still nowhere in sight. Probably he was in the breakroom, which was dangerously close by. Or maybe he had gone out somewhere to run an errand or something. Either way, even though I knew the danger, I couldn’t help myself. Seeing his taste in women brought all those old memories flooding back, and visions of the things I had done with Devin danced in my mind, entirely inappropriate for the office, but maybe even hotter because of that. I came to work to make money, but suddenly, it felt like things had gotten a lot more interesting.

I wasn’t about to tell Victoria about what I had seen on Jacob’s computer, of course. Maybe he shouldn’t have been looking at stuff like that at work, but really, it was fairly harmless. So he liked girls in racy outfits, so what? What guy doesn’t?

Still, I found myself thinking about it a lot for the rest of that Friday. And even after I went home, I couldn’t get the images out of my mind. I couldn’t stop thinking about Jacob, somewhere out there, looking at all these unattainable women in their spicy outfits and wishing he could be with them. And I found myself wondering, smiling to myself as I did, whether I was showing up in his thoughts at all. I was almost surprised to find how much I liked that idea.

To be clear, this was never something I looked for. We all get lonely from time to time, and I had had my share of lonely nights since breaking up with Steve. But it wasn’t like I was out there searching for anything. I wasn’t in any hurry to meet someone new.

And I hadn’t, I reminded myself over the weekend. All I had done was discover a naughty little secret about a guy I barely knew.

But it was like a buzzing fly in the room, or an itch I couldn’t quite scratch. Something I couldn’t forget. It’s not like I was obsessed, thinking about it constantly. But I would find myself thinking about it at odd moments, the thought of it popping into my head. And not just Jacob, either. This unexpected discovery had me thinking about all the things I had done with Devin, and that was exciting me. Waking up a part of me that I had thought vanished and gone, a part I hadn’t given any real thought or energy to in years.

He had me wondering. He had me scrolling late at night, looking through the same social media platform he used, looking for the same kind of content he was consuming at work. I found it, of course. The algorithm being what it is, it didn’t take long before my feed was inundated with women in the kind of outfits and poses Jacob had been looking at. Lots of high-heeled boots, leather, and latex. Lots of women being mean, talking to the camera like it was a submissive begging at their feet.

It was kind of funny. To think of him gooning over these girls, fantasizing desperately about his own inadequacy, as if they were better than him just for being pretty. And it was kind of exciting, too. I didn’t necessarily envy some of the more extreme outfits that the girls had to wear, but there was no denying the effect it had.

I’m not naïve. I know this kind of thing goes on. I know that there are a lot of men out there who paid fantastic sums of money to be treated like shit by pretty women. I just never thought of myself as one of them. Even when I was playing with Devin, I never took it all that seriously. It was just a fun game, and it was fun to drive him crazy, to make him want me so badly. Sure, there were times when I missed that in my later relationships, but never enough to do anything about it. But now, scrolling through these pictures and videos, it was like something was awakening inside me. Maybe it was just boredom with the way things had been for too long. Maybe landing this new job was making me feel more positive about life, making me willing to take more risks.

I didn’t know why. But I was intrigued by this little bit of knowledge I had about Jacob. And I hadn’t made up my mind to do anything with it, not at all. But it was something I carried with me all through the weekend, smiling whenever I thought about it.

When I got to work on Monday, I felt a new charge. An excitement I don’t normally associate with work. It was fun, having this little secret. It was fun knowing more about this guy than he did about me. And I wasn’t sure if it was just my imagination, because of the direction my thoughts had been going in, but I felt like I could feel Jacob looking at me. Several times during the day, I glanced up from my work to see him looking at me, then quickly looking away again. Maybe Victoria was right. And maybe he was just a desperate, lonely guy, and I was the new girl, and he was trying to work up the courage to shoot his shot.

Did I want him to? That was a question I didn’t really know the answer to.

I mean, he was kind of cute, in that nerdy way Victoria had pointed to. The shy guy thing didn’t really do it for me, but now that I knew this secret, it made a bit more sense. I don’t know; it was like it gave him depth, like it added to the overall package. Truthfully, knowing that he was kinky made him so much hotter to me.

Maybe he picked up on that. Or maybe, like Victoria said, he just hit on everyone. Because after lunch, I found myself in the break room alone with him, and although I tried not to get caught looking too long in his direction, I could tell he was working himself up to something. Looking at me even more than before, like he couldn’t take his eyes off me.

When his chair scraped back from his table and he stood up, walking toward me, I felt a surge of nervousness that I hadn’t felt in quite some time. I mean, it’s always nice to be wanted, isn’t it?

“Hey, Emily. How’s it going?”

I smiled at him, as if to encourage him. Honestly, it felt like a lot of this was just happening by reflex. Those old habits coming back, despite a long break between relationships. I guess it’s like riding a bike; you never really forget how to flirt with a guy. And sometimes, you do it by habit, without necessarily even meeting to.

“Yeah, it’s all good,” I said, blinking as I spoke.

“Cool. Cool.”

He looked down at the table I was sitting at, as if he was too nervous to look me in the eye. And I was seized by a wild idea. All kinds of visions flashed through my head, of the things I had done with Devin, the things I had seen online over the weekend. We were both sitting on this secret like we were riding an iceberg, the full enormity of what was going on completely hidden below the surface of this inane chatter. I felt a sudden urge to cut through all the bullshit, to throw caution to the wind and be honest about what I knew and how it made me feel. But I didn’t do it. Maybe having a secret was just too much fun to give up.

“So I was wondering… There’s this band playing this weekend, and I was going to go with a friend, but now he can’t make it, so I have a spare ticket, and he thought… I don’t know what kind of music you like…”

“Are you asking me out?”

Jacob almost flinched, as if me saying anything at all disrupted his train of thought. But a pale smile spread across his face as he looked at me.

“I mean… Sure, if that’s something… Like, if you’re not seeing anyone, or whatever.”

As invites to a date go, I had definitely had a lot better. But after all, it suited him. It fit his nerdiness, his lack of confidence. It was almost endearing, I guess, if you wanted to see it that way.

“I’d love to.”

The way his face lit up was amazing. It was like he had just been given the best gift he could possibly imagine, as if he hadn’t really believed he would get what he was asking for. Maybe because he asked so many girls out and got rejected all the time. Maybe he never expected a yes from me, and didn’t know exactly what to do with it.

Maybe I was going to have to take the lead. Maybe that was what I wanted.

“Cool,” he said again. “That’s awesome.”

“Yeah. It is.”

He kept smiling, but his brow furrowed just a little at that. And I didn’t even know why I said it. It was just fun to tease him a bit, fun to keep him guessing. I felt like I did a good job of maintaining my cool. After all, one of us had to. But inside, I was almost giddy. It wasn’t that I had been all that desperate for him to ask me out. But it was the excitement of being wanted, the thrill of a new adventure. Honestly, along with this new job, it felt like exactly what I needed.

And those wild ideas were still running through my brain. The strange impulses I couldn’t control and wouldn’t have tried to stop even if I could.

I had had a salad for lunch, and my fork lay on the table beside me. With a sudden gesture, I knocked it down, and it made a merry little tinkle as it fell to the floor. Jacob watched it go, his blue eyes tracking its movement, and he was already bending to grab it when I spoke.

“Pick it up, bitch.”

I let a smile show on my face as I said it, thinking that depending on his reaction, I could just make out that it was a joke. And he seemed to freeze for a moment, halfway bent to the floor. He looked at me, and I looked at him, forcing myself to maintain eye contact. Almost like we were in a competition now, and I had to win. I had to show him I was more than just some new girl at work, that I had some iron in me. Exactly the kind of iron I knew he loved.

He picked up my fork and slowly straightened. The look on his face was amazing. He was staring at me like I had just grown another head, as if he couldn’t believe what he was seeing and hearing. It wasn’t so easy for me to believe, either. But there was something so thrilling about it, about doing this at work, too, in such a regular and mundane environment. Bringing in this little bit of spiciness, this little bit of excitement that shone all the more because of the boring background.

Carefully, Jacob put my fork back down on the table where it had been. I sat back in my chair, looking him up and down. I glanced at the front of his pants, wondering whether I had made him hard. And I couldn’t be sure, but honestly, it looked like there was something going on down there.

“Good boy,” I purred. I was really pushing my luck now, and I knew it. But Jacob didn’t call me out. He sort of chuckled, just a little bit, but I could tell he didn’t find anything about what was happening really amusing. He might be finding it many things, including confusing, intriguing, exciting, and maybe even arousing. But he wasn’t finding it funny. I was sure of that.

Without another word, he turned and walked out of the break room. I watched him go, not trying to stop the grin that was spreading across my face. At the door of the breakroom, he turned and glanced back at me, and I made sure to make my smile even wider as I watched him go, hopefully planting all kinds of thoughts inside his head.

Once he was out of my sight, I let my smile drop and sighed. I was almost shaking with adrenaline, burning up with the strange excitement I had never expected to feel. Who knew that working at an office came with these kinds of perks?

And now I had something to obsess about even more. Now I had our weekend date to think about, and a whole week ahead of us at work to navigate too. This put us in a strange position, and it was going to make working together weird, certainly in the run-up to our date. And maybe afterwards, if things didn’t go well.

I had never dated some I worked with before, and I knew all the arguments against it. But this had just fallen into my lap, and it felt like I would be crazy to pass it up. I had no idea what I was doing, of course, but isn’t that part of the fun? Isn’t that what adventures are about, wandering into an uncharted wilderness and trying to make up a path yourself?

Picking up my fork, I headed to the breakroom sink and washed it, smiling again as I did. Thinking about the look on his face when I bossed him around like that, when I dominated him right there in our office. This could really be the start of something. And I didn’t even know what it might be the start of. But I was eager to find out.


Dating A Simp

My first paycheck was insignificant. I had started work at my new job close to the end of the pay period, so I got paid for the few days I had worked, which didn’t amount to very much at all.

But I needed to go shopping. Needed to go, in fact, more than I had ever felt I needed to go shopping before. And after all, what are credit cards for?

It had been an interesting week at work, that was for sure. I had to work in an office with Jacob before going on a date with him, and it was hard to know how to even talk to him. We weren’t in a relationship, not by a long way. But we were both open to that possibility, and that made it strange trying to have small talk in the breakroom or in the office when we ran into each other.

I know those looks he kept giving me. He was attracted to me, that much was clear. But often I found myself wondering if there was more than that going on beneath the surface. He didn’t know that I was aware of his tastes when it came to women, of course. All he knew was that I was this mysterious new girl at the office who had randomly made him pick up her fork in the breakroom and called him a bitch for no discernible reason.

I didn’t do anything like that again. Though sometimes, I wondered if that was what he was hoping for. Showing up to work every day wondering if I was going to either insult him or call him a good boy, to do those teasing things the girls in social media did to their army of horny subs.

Well, he was going to have to wait for that.

But I did want to see how far I could take things. My kinky adventures with Devin kept coming back to me, but this was very different. I was older now, a woman making her own way in the world, and while I might not have much money, I at least had a reliable income now, so I could afford to splurge a little. And I wanted to look good. That was the truth.

It wasn’t like I was going to show up for our date looking like the girls he watched on social media. Showing up for a first date in thigh-high boots and a corset seemed like it might be going a little far. Then again, it wasn’t like the idea didn’t appeal to me at all, either. I had this newfound surge to be bold, to do things I had never done before. To take things further than I had ever dreamed of going. I almost had to stop myself from getting carried away, from going too far.

Of course, there wasn’t just my date night outfit to consider. The dress code at the office was extremely lax. Basically anything went, as long as it wasn’t completely ridiculous. Nobody had bothered to sit down and tell me what I should wear, and judging by what the other women wore, it was more about being comfortable than anything else. We weren’t client-facing, so nobody ever saw us in person.

But now I had this little office fling going on, potentially. And that made me want to try a little harder, to look a little better. Jacob wanted me, and I wanted him to want me. I wanted to play with that and have fun with that and take it as far as it would go.

Our date was on Saturday night, so I spent the morning in the mall. And when I saw the dress in the window of a store I had never been in before, I knew right away. My heart actually quickened at the sight of it, and I wondered if I would even dare to wear such a thing.

But already, I found myself walking into the store, my feet seeming to move by themselves, my body seeming to know what it wanted without my mind needing to intervene. I could feel myself blushing as I asked the woman in the store to find the dress in my size, and I wondered if it was just my imagination, or if she was looking at me as if to say I probably couldn’t afford what I was asking for. But she fetched it anyway, and I tried it on and saw that it fit, as if it was meant to be.

I cringed as I handed over my credit card, but I never really thought about not doing it. It seemed like it was destined for me, like the dress had been waiting all this time just for me to come along and find it. And for the rest of that day, I felt a constant excitement at the thought of the night that lay ahead, the games waiting to be played, the fun that the two of us could have together.

When Jacob came to pick me up, I was ready. And when I came down to the door of my apartment building to meet him, I got exactly the reaction I was looking for.

His jaw practically hit the floor. His eyes travelled up and down my body, taking in every inch as if he wanted to memorize me.

“Holy shit, you look amazing,” he said, and there was almost a groan in his voice as he spoke, as if he wished it were true. As if it was almost painful for him to see me like that. And I felt a rush of pleasure to know what I was doing to him. After all, that was the whole point. I had spent money I couldn’t really afford on this outfit, all for this. All to impress a guy I still wasn’t sure how I felt about. Then again, was it really for him at all? Or was it for me, my own confidence, my own feeling of life finally working my way?

The dress was leather. Black leather, with a high collar around my neck that bared my shoulders and my arms and clung tight to my upper body. The dress ended at mid-thigh, and I wore a pair of black fishnet stockings with it that disappeared into black leather high-heeled ankle boots. I had gone heavier on the makeup than I normally did, too, giving myself smoky eyes and dark red lips and tying my hair back in a sleek ponytail. I had looked up the band we were going to see, and it seemed they played some pretty hard rock, so I had gone for a rock chick look.

But of course, it wasn’t really about that at all. I wanted to look powerful and sexy and dominant, like these women he helplessly worshipped from afar on his social media apps. And judging from his reaction, it looked like I had nailed it. I might not be quite as provocative as they were, but I had taken it about as far as I could in public, at least.

“Thanks,” I smiled, swinging my hips from side to side as I stood in front of him so he could see the way the light shone off the leather. It was about the most daring thing I had ever worn, and I knew what kind of message it was sending, but for whatever reason, I was okay with that. Driving him crazy was my idea of fun, and it almost made me laugh how easy it was.

He stood staring at me a while longer. In fact, I had to snap him out of it. It was almost as if he would have gone on staring at me the whole night if I let him.

“Shall we go?”

“Oh. Yeah.”

Turning, he led me toward his car, parked a couple of blocks away. I followed him, my boots clicking on the pavement, and smiled as he opened the car door for me. They’re all gentlemen on the first date. Especially when they want you this badly. But I was determined to enjoy it.

The show was actually pretty good. I say it like that because a lot of times when you go to see a band you’ve never heard of, you end up disappointed. I wouldn’t call them a new favourite, but it was nice to know that Jacob at least had some decent taste. And they had some danceable tunes, and he kept buying me drinks, and I got loose enough to dance a little bit, feeling lots of eyes on me in my new leather dress. His most of all. Loosened up by music and alcohol, at one point I draped an arm around his neck, and I grinned as I felt his hard-on pressing against me. He was so totally mine, it wasn’t even fair. I barely knew this guy, and already it felt like I could do whatever I wanted with him.

Because he was driving, he didn’t drink much at the show. And when it was over, we headed back to his car. My ears were ringing from the music, my adrenaline still high from the activity, and on the way home, we talked about the show and the kind of music we liked, delighted to find overlaps, interested to suggest new things to each other. It was, in short, a great date. Honestly, one of the best first dates I had ever been on. One of the least awkward and most exciting times I had ever had with a new guy, and I felt myself warming to Jacob as he took me home. He might be a little shy, a little nerdy, but he obviously had an interesting inner life.

And he was practically worshiping me with his eyes. The excitement of the show seemed to travel in the car with as I remembered the feel of his erection pressing against me, and I pressed my thighs together in my provocative dress, knowing how good I looked, knowing how badly he wanted me, and riding the wave of that high for as long as it would carry me. As we talked, I watched the nighttime city speed past through the window, and I felt more daring than ever before, ready to do things I had never done and go places I had never been.

Jacob pulled up close to my apartment and turned to me. His eyes moved over my face, taking it in, as if he hadn’t already been looking at me almost nonstop all night. Like he still wanted more, still wanted to memorize every detail of the way I looked. I couldn’t deny that it was endearing. He looked at me like he had never seen a woman before, or never one who looked like me, anyway. Somehow, those looks were more eloquent than any words could have been.

“Well, here we are,” I said, dropping a heavy hint. But he just stared at me, once again unsure of himself.

“Yeah, I guess.”

“That was a great night.”

“Yeah. It was.”

I was learning about shy guys through him. Learning that, seemingly, I would always have to make the first move. He almost jumped when I placed a hand on his leg, and I smiled at him to reassure him, as if I was dealing with a frightened little animal. Then, giving into the impulse that had been nagging at me all night, I leaned forward and pressed my lips against his.

He kissed me back. That, at least, he seemed to get right. I slid my tongue between his lips, and he moved his lips over mine with growing passion. I had worried he wouldn’t be a good kisser, but once he got going, he showed some skills. And that encouraged me to do what I did next.

I felt slightly breathless as I lifted my lips away from his. He was smiling at me now, as if he could hardly believe his luck. But if that was the case, then I was about to blow his mind even more.

“Want to go upstairs?”

“Uh, yeah,” he said, like he was trying to play it cool, trying to conceal his enthusiasm, and that made me laugh. But I knew I had to take charge, had to be the one in control, and the more I did it, the more comfortable I was starting to feel with that idea.

“Come on then,” I said, reaching for the door handle. I popped the door open and felt the cool night of the air rushing over me, and as I closed my door, he closed his and hurried around the car to catch up with me. I took him by the hand, and he eagerly followed me down the street toward my apartment building, up the stairs, and behind closed doors where we could finally do what I knew we both wanted.

Once we got into my apartment, I didn’t waste any time. Telling myself to be aggressive, I practically threw myself at him, pushing him back against the closed door of my apartment. Rising up on my tiptoes, I kissed him again, even more forcefully this time, and he kissed me back, running his hands over the leather tightly wrapped around my body, finding my hips and pulling me against him. There was no doubt now. I could feel that erection pressing against me, and it turned me on. This guy, who had seemed like such a quiet nerd when I first met him, was showing me now another side to him, and I liked it. Maybe it was even better that way, when it’s hidden. When I had to coax it out of him, had to drive him a little bit crazy before finally giving him what he wanted.

As his hands strayed toward the hem of my dress, I ran one hand over his cheek, over the side of his head. And he gasped as I grabbed a fistful of his hair and suddenly yanked his head back.

“You’ve been thinking about this all night, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” he admitted.

“Naughty boy,” I grinned. “Don’t you think you should be punished for that?”

“I… I don’t know about that…”

“I do.”

I leaned in close to him, my lips almost brushing his ear as I spoke, doing my best to put real venom into my voice. Part of me felt absurd. After all, this was all just an act. I had no idea what I was doing, and was making it up as I went along. My experiences with Devin only went so far, and besides, he was the one who had initiated all of this. Now, I had to take the initiative, and in some ways, that intimidated me as much as it excited me.

But I pressed on. Because something told me it would be worth it. Something told me that this sweet, submissive boy represented an opportunity for something unlike anything I had ever had before.

“Come with me.”

And, seized by some kind of dark inspiration  from a source I didn’t understand, I turned away from him. His hands slid easily over the smooth leather of my outfit, but I kept my grip on his hair, dragging him across the apartment behind me. He followed, of course, and I noticed with a smile of satisfaction that he didn’t try to break free or push me away. He just followed like a well-trained dog, like he had expected exactly this kind of treatment. Like he deserved it. When the only thing he was guilty of was wanting me, after I had gone to great lengths and expense to make sure that happened.

I dragged him to my bedroom. I pulled him by his head toward the bed, then turned and threw him down on the mattress. He stared up at me like all his dreams had come true, like all his Christmases had come at once. And I left him sprawled there, turning quickly toward my closet and grabbing a long scarf. Carrying it back to the bed, I flung it down on the mattress beside him. Then I leaned over him, grabbing his T-shirt and pulling it over his head.

He let me do it, even raising his arms to make it easier. Underneath, he had a lean body that showed some muscle tone. There was a pleasing pattern of abdominal muscles on his stomach, and I’ve always liked boys a little on the skinny side anyway.

As I threw his T-shirt to the floor, he reached again for my body in my dress. But, smiling, I pushed his hands away. Instead, I reached for the front of his pants, and he sat back on the bed, watching with wide eyes as I unfastened them and pulled them down. His cock sprang out, fully erect already, and I grinned as he kicked off his jeans and his boxer shorts, lying naked on my bed while I stood above him, still fully clothed.

I picked up the scarf.

“Give me your hands.”

He hesitated. But he did it. He held out his hands in front of him, and I glanced at his face while I wound the scarf around his wrists. No resistance. He didn’t even say a word. He just watched like he couldn’t believe what was happening as I tied his hands together. Then, stepping toward the head of the bed, I pulled the long end of the scarf toward me. He squirmed over the mattress as I wrapped the scarf around the headboard of my bed, tying him down.

Standing beside the bed, I looked him over. His chest rose and fell as he breathed rapidly, staring up at me with obvious excitement. His cock was practically throbbing with desire, and I smiled as I looked at it, the totem of my sex appeal. I couldn’t believe how easy it was. It had been that way with Devin, too, but this was a guy I didn’t even know. He didn’t know me. I could have been some psycho, could’ve done all sorts of things to him now that I had him tied down.

It’s true what they say; guys really do think with their dicks. Especially when you get them rockhard and desperate like I had him, when their mind fills up with thoughts of nothing but sex, so all rationality and common sense goes completely out of the window.

I guessed that I was going to have to do the thinking for both of us. But that was going to work just fine for me.

I sat down on the edge of the bed, unzipping my boots and pulling them off. I could feel him watching my every movement in silence, only his ragged breathing audible in my bedroom. I took my time, emphasizing how in control I was, how helpless he was. Knowing he couldn’t do anything to stop me, knowing he couldn’t do anything to make things go quicker. He just had to wait and hope I was going to give him what he wanted.

I knew I was. It was such a thrill that he couldn’t be sure of the same.

I pulled off my stockings one by one, letting them fall to the floor. Then, standing up, I unzipped my dress. The supple leather slid easily off my body, one of the most expensive garments I had ever owned dropping to the floor and leaving me standing in front of him in my underwear. I slipped my thumbs under the waistband of my panties and pulled them away from my body, smiling down at him as I teased him a little more. He groaned as he looked up at me, those eyes travelling over my body again.

“What’s the matter? See something you like?”

“Please, Emily.”

“Oooo, I like that. Begging already. Say it again.”

“Please.”

There was such desperation in his voice that I almost gave in right there and then. But I told myself to stay strong. I told myself that this whole game relied on my control, my self-restraint, and already, I could see how much fun this game was going to be. A feeling of power unlike any I had had before flowed through me. Somehow, it wasn’t like this with Devin. Maybe because back then, it was all his idea. He might have been the one getting tied up, but really, he called all the shots and directed the whole show. This was different. This felt like something that was truly mine. And I had every intention of enjoying it.

Letting my panties snap back against my body, I climbed onto the bed. I crawled slowly toward him, keeping my eyes locked on his the whole time. His cock rose up in front of me as I sat back on my knees, straddling him. And I ran a hand over my body, over the swell of my boobs, down my stomach, toward those panties again. Taunting him with what he couldn’t have, flaunting my body in front of him. It felt so weird, so out of character for me, and yet so right at the same time. It felt like exactly what a dominant woman would do, and I did my best to channel my inner dominatrix, guessing that the more cruel I was to him, the more he would want me.

“You call that begging? You can do better. If you want me, you have to convince me you really need me. And you can call me… Mistress Emily. Show me the proper respect, worm.”

Jacob let out a long moan that almost made me gasp. It was so unbelievably hot, tormenting him like this. Watching him lying there in front of me, tied down, helpless and horny, battling with his own pride in a contest that was by no means fair.

He never had a chance. At least, I hoped not, as I hovered above him, trying to ignore for now that cock throbbing in front of me, a desperate cry for attention. I could feel myself getting wet as I crouched there, ready to take what was mine. Ready to enjoy the body of this guy I barely knew like it was my own property, my own little toy. Knowing there was nothing I could do that would please him more than that.

“That’s better. Seems you can be a good boy, with the right encouragement. But what are you asking me for? Tell me that. I want to hear you say it, bitch.”

My ponytail hung down over one shoulder as I reached out and took hold of his cock. He moaned again, even louder this time, his whole body seeming to tremble at my touch.

“Please, fuck me, Mistress Emily.”

I bit my lip as a surge of pleasure swelled inside me. It was so unbelievably hot, having all this power over him. I could feel his cock throbbing in my hand, and I could hear the desperation in his voice, and I felt like an absolute queen as I hovered over him and held him in my fist. Like a weapon I was turning against him, using it to control him. Sooner or later, every girl learns the power her beauty gives her. But not everyone learns it like this. And far more than the drinks I had had at the concert, I felt like I was drunk off this sense of power and control. It was easy to imagine getting addicted to such an intense feeling.

“Such a desperate boy, aren’t you? I saw you looking at me, that first day when I came to the office. You were thinking about me fucking you then, weren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

Jacob hissed the words through clenched teeth, and as I continued manipulating his cock, I felt like he was at a point where he would say anything. Nothing mattered to him now except the promise of pleasure my body held out to him. And I had had my fun. By now, I was hardly any less aroused than he was, the juices leaking out of my pussy and soaking into the fabric of my panties as I listened to him speak my name with such submissive adoration.

“Admit it. You’re just my little simp, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” Jacob groaned. He closed his eyes momentarily as he said it, as if he didn’t want to look at the woman who was making him admit it. But he soon opened them again. Like he couldn’t bear to look away for long.

Letting go of my grip on his cock, I pulled my panties off and tossed them to the floor. My bra followed. He watched, practically panting with desire, as I climbed back on top of him again.

I rose up on my knees, taking hold of his cock near the base, guiding it toward the wet lips of my pussy. We both groaned as it slid inside, as I spread my legs apart to lower myself down onto him. His cock filled me up, pushing those wet walls of my pussy apart, and I held nothing back. I moaned in pleasure, the desire I had been feeling at some low level all day finally blooming into this desperation for sexual satisfaction.

I rode his cock. This guy from the office I knew next to nothing about, this shy, nerdy, submissive boy lying underneath me, being used by me like a sex toy. I ground my hips back and forth, pressing my body against his, clenching my pussy around his shaft while he moaned and groaned underneath me. He struggled against the scarf that tied him to my headboard, but there was no escape. And in no time at all, both of us were moaning in ecstasy, the whole night leading to this moment of passion.

I let out a long cry of passion as I came. And my wet explosion of pleasure triggered his. I felt him cum inside me, gasping and moaning as he spurted his cream deep into my ready body. And as we slowly recovered, I felt our mixed fluids trickling back out of me, covering us both in the shining wetness of the sex we had just had.

“Good job, simp,” I said, slapping him playfully on the chest before climbing off him. I groaned as his cock slid out of my pussy, and he groaned too, looking up at me. As I lay down beside him, he looked at me with a big grin on his face.

“Are you going to untie me now?”

I sighed as I lay my head down on the pillow next to him.

“Why would I do that? I’m not done with you yet, simp. And you’re not going anywhere until I’m completely fucking satisfied.”


First Night, First Morning

I woke up beside Jacob the next morning. For a moment, I lay there, trying to wrap my head around the events of the previous night. It was almost a shock to find him there, as if during the night I had forgotten that I had done this. That I had not only slept with a coworker for the first time in my life, but I had done it in such a kinky way.

And all those memories replayed themselves, reminding me of what had happened, and I couldn’t keep a smile from spreading across my face. It was so out of character for me to do something like that, so completely outside the realm of my normal experiences.

But I didn’t regret it. I didn’t even come close to regretting it. If anything, I felt a strange kind of pride at what I had done. Because it felt very adult and very daring and very bold. It felt sexy to think of myself as some kind of dominant goddess, a powerful and beautiful woman that this man could not resist. It was a feeling I hadn’t had since back when I was dating Devin, and even then, it wasn’t quite the same.

This felt more real somehow, more serious, the things I had done with Devin no more than childish games. Maybe because with Devin, there was no question, ultimately, that he was the one in control. He was the one directing things. But with Jacob, I really did feel like I was the one in charge.

At the same time, I knew he wanted this. That was what made the whole thing so thrilling. He wanted me so badly that he would let me do seemingly anything to him. As if he couldn’t stop me. As if my sex appeal was too potent for him to resist, too powerful for him to do anything about. That was a feeling I was very quickly learning to love. That was a feeling I could see myself becoming addicted to, wanting this over and over again.

Jacob stirred in his sleep as I turned over on my side to look at him. He really was quite cute, I thought to myself. Not necessarily the kind of guy I would usually go for, but maybe that was a good thing. After all, going for my usual type of guys had gotten me here, alone. Maybe it was time to try something new. And trying new things seemed to be a kind of theme of the present moment I was in, and so far, it hadn’t steered me wrong.

As if he was conscious of my gaze even in his sleep, Jacob stirred. His eyes opened, initially staring up at the ceiling, and I watched him go through the same process of recollection I had when I first woke up. Probably more powerful in his case, since I at least was at home in familiar surroundings. Maybe I was imagining it, but it felt like I could see the moment when it all came flooding back to him. The wild things I had done to him, the humiliating and degrading things I had made him say and do. He was having to face up to all of that now in the cold light of day, his kinks and urges leaving him nowhere to hide after we had acted them out so comprehensively. As he turned toward me., I couldn’t deny that there was something delicious about all of this.

“Good morning,” I said softly as I watched his eyes focus on me.

“Hi,” he croaked, and then cleared his throat.

“Quite some night last night, huh?”

I’ll admit it; I was feeling him out. I didn’t regret a thing we had done, but I couldn’t speak for him. Devin sometimes got a little self-conscious after some of the crazy stuff we did, and he was the one who initiated it all. If Jacob was having some doubts, some reservations about the way everything had gone down, I wouldn’t exactly be surprised.

But he looked at me with an almost blank expression on his face, giving nothing away. His eyes travelled over my face, as if he was looking at a stranger. As if he was taking it all in, all over again.

“Yeah,” he said, “that was crazy.”

“It was fun. I mean, I had fun. Did you?”

Clearly, subtlety wasn’t going to work with this guy. If I wanted to get to the bottom of how he felt about what happened, maybe the thing to do was come right out and ask him.

He nodded slowly, like he was giving it a lot of thought.

“Yeah, I did,” he said.

“Good,” I said, and I snuggled up to him, laying my head on his shoulder. “Because I’d like to keep doing stuff like that, if you’re into it.”

It made me feel nervous, putting myself out there like that. It was like taking a running jump off some great height, trusting that there would be a net to catch me. I knew the arguments against getting involved with someone from work, and I was feeling them extremely keenly in that moment. How were we going to work together again after what we had done? How would we look at each other the same?

“Oh, yeah. Totally,” Jacob said, with real enthusiasm in his voice. I smiled, as my fears of rejection subsided. He was into it. He was turned on by it. And that turned me on too, making my body vibrate with that magical rhythm of lust all over again as I felt pure excitement rising inside me.

Pushing myself up a little with one arm, I leaned over Jacob. I kissed him, and he kissed me back, reminding me what those talented lips could do as he sent sparks racing through my body. You’d never think it to look at him. You’d never guess he was such a good kisser, though when I thought about it, I couldn’t think of a good reason why that was the case. Just the slightly nerdy vibe he gave off, I guess. But you know what they say about judging books by their covers.

After last night’s craziness, we were both naked under the sheets. His hands travelled over my body, and I smiled against his lips as I let him touch me. At the same time, balancing myself on one arm, I reached down with the other and found his swelling cock. His excitement couldn’t have been more obvious as I ran my fingers up and down his shaft, enjoying the feel of his skin against mine. I could feel it growing to my touch, could feel the heat rising as I toyed with him.

It was all just so easy. It all just came so naturally. It didn’t seem to matter how long either of us had been alone, or how little, in the scheme of things, we really knew about each other. None of that mattered. The only thing that mattered was how it all felt, and lying there beside him in my bed, I was feeling fantastic.

I climbed on top of him, sweeping the sheet that covered us away as our excitement grew. I straddled him again, and as I did, I smiled again at the memory of the previous night. The scarf I had used to bind him was still tied to my headboard, hanging there almost like some flag of victory. Or at least that was how I thought about it.

Not a victory over him, but over myself. Over my fears and doubts and hesitations, over that cowardly voice in my head that told me I shouldn’t or couldn’t do this, that I wasn’t this type of woman. Apparently, I was any type of woman I wanted to be.

Being with Jacob, exploring this kinky side of him and of myself felt so freeing, as if infinite possibilities were opening up in front of me, and all I had to do was reach out and take them. It was so wildly exciting, even beyond the usual excitement of sex. It was a rush that seemed to be about much more than just that, that seemed to have echoes and implications for every area of my life. And honestly, it was exactly what I needed at that time.

I don’t think I had fully realized what a damaging effect the last few months had on my self-confidence until I found this unexpected remedy. Losing my job and losing my boyfriend had made me feel like – well, a loser. But now, getting this new job and seducing this new guy and making him my little sex toy was reversing all of that negativity, making me feel powerful and accomplished and capable of anything. Maybe even more so than I ever had before.

But this time, Jacob wasn’t so passive. This time, he wasn’t tied to the bed, a living toy for me to use as I saw fit. This time, he wrapped his arms around me and, with a sudden convulsion on the mattress, rolled me over. I giggled as I fell onto my back, and now it was him climbing on top of me. Kissing me again, more fiercely this time, letting me feel every bit of his burning passion.

And honestly, it was a thrill of another kind to give him what he wanted. Or to let him take it, more precisely. To let him take me and use my body like I had used his the night before, our passion making us both selfish, our desire pushing aside all other concerns.

I gasped as I felt the fat head of his cock pressing against the entrance to my pussy. I was already so wet, and getting wetter, my passion inspired by his, my body responding to his touch. We gasped and moaned against each other, our mutual desire exploding as he fed his swollen cock into my waiting pussy.

I felt that straining shaft pushing my lips apart, plunging deep into the canal behind that yawned to receive him, and I felt like I was the sexiest creature alive as he groaned on top of me, as if he had never felt passion and pleasure so pure and overwhelming as he was feeling now, with his cock inside me.

He fucked me. He had only just woken up, but that made no difference. It was as if all the teasing and humiliation of the previous night was still burning in his brain, inspiring him to reclaim his masculinity by imposing his will on my body.

And I loved it. It felt amazing. This was the aggression and the desperation I longed to inspire in him. Yet another side I was seeing to this shy, nerdy guy that everyone in the office thought was just some lonely loser with no game. Discovering these other sides to him made me feel like I was an explorer in some uncharted territory, as if I could just plant my flag and claim it as my own. Their loss, I thought to myself with a smile as I considered the other women he had asked out at the office in the past, the ones who had rejected him. As it turned out, they had denied themselves some pretty great sex.

Jacob moaned and groaned above me, and I moaned and groaned right along with him. Once again, our shared passion lit up the air in my bedroom until it felt like it might ignite from the flames, both of us giving ourselves to each other, neither of us holding anything back.

And as I felt another orgasm rising inside me, I let it come, let it wash over me, let myself feel every moment of incredible bliss, without questioning anything, without asking it to be anything other than it was. I shivered with pleasure as I came around his cock, and the rhythmic pulsating of my pussy drew his orgasm out of him at almost the same time, so that we both moaned and gasped together in the shared thrill of sex, wanting nothing more than what we already had.

Jacob came with me, and we both sighed with pleasure as we collapsed on the bed beside each other, gasping and panting as we tried to recover. I got up and made my way to the bathroom on legs that trembled with recent ecstasy, cleaning myself up before returning to the bed. And we spent the morning together, talking about nothing in particular, getting to know each other in that deep way that follows sex, that nothing else is quite the same as.

Eventually, he had to leave. And I was a little bit sad to see him go, a little bit crestfallen that our encounter had to come to an end. But at the same time, I was overflowing with excitement at what had happened, and what the future held. It seemed that, completely unexpectedly, completely unlooked for, I was now in a relationship with Jacob. And I couldn’t wait to see where it led.

******

I woke up early on Monday morning. Earlier than I needed to. But the excitement building inside me wouldn’t let me rest.

I needed to get ready. And somehow, I felt a pressure I had never felt before while getting ready for work. I knew how lax the dress code at the office was, if there even was one. Still, there had to be a line somewhere. And yet, I felt a need to push things that was new to me, a desire to experiment and branch out that was all the more potent for being unfamiliar.

Luckily, I had prepared. It wasn’t just my leather date night dress that I had bought on the weekend to impress Jacob. I had also made a few slightly more modest purchases that I still hoped would have a similar effect on his libido.

I went to my closet. I picked out a few items and ripped off a few tags. Even though I knew from the changing room in the mall what to expect, I was still caught a little by surprise by the tightness of the black spandex skirt as I pulled up my body.

It almost pinned my legs together like a giant rubber band, and I had a moment of doubt as I stood in front of the mirror in my bedroom, turning this way and that to look at the skirt from all angles. I wiggled my hips a little as I pulled it down a bit, without making much difference. It wasn’t the shortest thing I had ever worn, but it was definitely in that conversation. But the real scandalous thing about it was how tight it was.

Still, I didn’t hate it. Even as that cautious, doubting part of myself told me that it was too much, that I should probably change and abandon this wild idea before it was too late, before anyone saw me. I didn’t feel like doing that. After all, I was well aware that being reckless, being bold, had gotten me here. That doing what lay outside my normal experience was the whole point. And really, I only cared about the reaction of one person in the office to what I wore. And I already knew what Jacob would think.

So I wore the skirt, feeling it sliding over my thighs with every step I took as I moved through my bedroom, getting used to it. And of course, that meant wearing the right shoes. Not a nice pair of sneakers that I could run around in all day, or even a pair of comfy flats. No, this skirt demanded high heels. And in a brand-new box in my closet, I had just the pair.

I felt again the tightness of that skirt as I moved across the bedroom, back toward the closet. I carried the shoebox over to the bed and set it down on the mattress. I’ll admit it; my stomach fluttered just a little as I opened the box and saw the shoes inside. Sleek black patent leather pumps with a pointed toe and wicked slender heels.

I knew that women wore things like this to the office. I also knew that I had never worn heels this high unless I was going out for the night. To me, the shoes screamed of sex, and that was the point, but that was what made me nervous about them, too. That, and the undeniable fact that walking around in these puppies wasn’t going to be easy or comfortable. But they were going to make me look stunning. I knew that for a fact, and so I pulled the wadded tissue paper out of the shoes and slipped them, one by one, onto my feet.

The change was immediate, and dramatic. As I stood up in the high heels, I wobbled a little bit until I found my balance, the tight skirt not exactly helping as it restricted my range of motion and forced me to stand with my feet closer together. Why is it that sexy clothes are often so restrictive? Do guys not like it when women can walk easily?

But as I took a few steps up and down my bedroom, feeling the way the high heels forced me to stick out my butt and thrust out my chest and swing my hips from side to side with every step, I knew the truth. This uncomfortable outfit made me look amazing. When I stood in front of the mirror, I saw an absolute sex bomb staring back at me, and it made me feel breathless as I stood there wearing only my bra apart from the skirt and heels, hardly even believing that the woman I saw in the mirror was little old me.

I had a white shirt that I intended to wear with this outfit, and, heading back to the bed, I pulled it on and buttoned it up. I tucked it into the waistband of the stretchy skirt which pulled it tight over my torso, my boobs pressing against the fabric in an undeniably provocative way. I fussed with the buttons, trying to decide just how low I could go. A little cleavage never hurt anybody, but given the undeniable sexiness of the rest of the outfit, I knew I shouldn’t go too far.

Finally settling on the right level, I smoothed the shirt over my stomach and ran my hands over my hips, looking at myself in the mirror again. There was no denying it. I looked just as sexy as I had hoped I would, just as enticing as I wanted to be. And I could feel my body already tingling with excitement at this transgressive adventure, dressing up like this just to go to work with the clear intention of enticing poor Jacob and making it basically impossible for him to even think of anything except me.

Even now, that thought made me smile.

I swept my hair back from my face, clipping it behind my head so that it lay loose over my back. I took out my contacts and put on my glasses instead, and smiled again as I had to acknowledge that my sexy secretary look was complete. The outfit really flaunted my body, pushing the boundaries of what could be considered work-appropriate. But I knew I looked good. And I knew it was going to drive Jacob crazy, and I told myself that was the only thing that mattered.

Once I was dressed, I almost hurried out of the house. I guess part of me was worried that if I gave myself time, I might change my mind. I might talk myself out of what I was doing, might convince myself that it was a bad idea after all. And I didn’t want that. I wanted to go through with this. I wanted to see where it could take me, to see how far I could take it. I wanted to go all the way in a way I never had before, whatever that meant. To find the limits of myself by going as far as I can possibly go down this unexpected road.

My skirt slid high up my thighs as I climbed behind the wheel of my car, and I told myself I would have to keep an eye on that throughout the day to avoid showing my colleagues more than I meant to. I had to relearn the art of driving in such perilously high heels, too. And all the time, as I got closer and closer to the office, my excitement grew. Over and over again, I thought of Jacob, picturing his reaction when he saw what I was wearing, and it was exactly the encouragement I needed to keep going.

Arriving outside the office, I took a moment. Taking a deep breath to steel myself, I climbed out of my car, again pulling that clinging skirt down as it tried to slide up and expose me. The sound of my high heels on the tarmac of the parking lot was like a steady heartbeat, a lot steadier than my own, it felt, as I made my way to the door and went inside.

I saw heads turn in my direction. I hoped the heat I could feel on my cheeks, the blush that was rising on my face, wasn’t visible as I smiled and greeted my coworkers. Of course they would be judging what I was wearing; I was prepared for that. They all seemed very nice, but I know how women are. But I told myself they could say what they liked, that it didn’t matter to me. All that mattered was how I felt, and how Jason reacted. And as I moved through the office in a kind of bubble of attention, I felt exactly like the sexy office vixen I was trying to be.

Jacob wasn’t there yet. I was a little disappointed by that, but I told myself to be patient. He would see me sooner or later. And when he did, I hoped, his reaction would be worth it.

But in the meantime, it was the other women who saw me. Them, and my boss, Darren.

I was walking down the hallway toward the main office when he stepped out of his own office. He turned toward me with a habitual smile on his face, but his expression froze when he saw me.

His eyes flickered downward, only for a second, or maybe less than that. He was the boss; he knew he couldn’t be gawking at the new girl at work. But it was like he couldn’t help himself, and I had to admit, that turned me on. It wasn’t Darren’s eye I was trying to catch. In fact, I had more or less forgotten about him, focused only on how Jacob would react. But there was a hunger in the man’s eyes as he forced his stare to return to my face, an undeniable excitement that emanated off him like vibrations from a tuning fork.

“Wow, Emily,” he said, shaking his head slightly as a smile spread across his face. “You look… amazing.”

“Thanks,” I said, almost giggling as I said it.

And I didn’t really understand this flirtatious, coquettish side of me. It was as if the clothing brought it out. The fact that I was dressing up specifically for male attention, flaunting my body as if that was all I had to offer. It felt strange, but it made me hot in a way I couldn’t really explain. It was a fun game to play, that was for sure. Even if Darren wasn’t the intended target of my seduction efforts.

I walked away from him, heading toward the office. I told myself not to look back. I wondered if I was imagining it, or if I really could feel his eyes on me, following me down the hallway. Following the sexy little wiggle in my step that the high heels gave me, the way my ass strained against the elasticated fabric of the skirt, showing off every curve of my ass.

Did I want him to be looking? Yes. That was the truth. Even if he wasn’t my target. He was still a man, and if I looked good enough to distract him, I knew the same would be true of Jacob.

And he wasn’t the only member of management who commented on my outfit. Victoria was already in the office when I stepped inside, and her eyes found me across the room straightaway. That infectious smile of hers spread across her face, forming dimples in her cheeks, and her brown eyes looked me up and down with a lot less reservation than Darren had shown.

She didn’t even try to disguise the fact that she was looking at me. She looked as if there was nothing wrong with it, as if there was nothing more normal than checking out my outfit. Maybe to her, there wasn’t. Maybe that’s just the way she was.

I smiled back at her and made my way to my desk, sitting down carefully. Victoria didn’t hesitate. Straightaway, she crossed the room toward me, still smiling that incredible smile until she stood in front of my desk.

“Damn, Emily,” she said. “That’s… quite the outfit.”

I glanced around the office to see if anyone else was looking, trying to see if anyone seemed to be listening to our conversation. It didn’t look that way. Having already looked at me, having taken in what I was wearing, the other women seemed to be focused once again on their work or on chatting to each other. I still leaned forward and lowered my voice a little as I responded to Victoria.

“Is it too much? It seemed like a good idea when I bought it, but then when I put it on this morning, I thought…”

Victoria pursed her lips as she looked me up and down again, an appraising expression on her face.

“For a funeral, maybe. But I think you look great. Besides, you’re only young once. I’d totally wear something like that if I could get away with it.”

“Are you kidding me? You look amazing in everything. I’d kill to have a body like yours.”

Victoria chuckled at the compliment.

“Well, likewise,” she said. “And if people don’t like it, it says more about their own insecurities than anything about you. Though I do wonder…”

“What?”

“Well… Might be a bit distracting for the guys. Darren and Jacob. But that’s their problem, isn’t it? I’m not about to tell a woman what she can and can’t wear just to make men more comfortable, when they could just not look.”

Victoria paused for a moment then, looking me up and down again.

“Although I’m not sure how they could just not look at that.”

I smiled at her wordlessly. The truth was, I hoped she was absolutely right about that.


Teasing The Office Simp

I saw Jacob straightaway when he walked in. I was at my desk, working on something at my computer, but truthfully, I was keeping an eye on the door at the same time. And when he entered, he seemed to see me straight away too. As if he was looking for me.

Seeing him couldn’t help but make me think of the weekend we had spent together. And every time those thoughts replayed themselves in my head, I found myself getting excited again. I found myself thinking about what other kinky adventures the future might hold, wondering where exactly the two of us would end up when all of this was over. Even after he had left my house on the weekend, we had texted back and forth. A few flirty little messages to keep things ticking over, to keep desire running high. I’ll admit, I couldn’t really stop thinking about him. I certainly couldn’t stop thinking about the sex we had had, the things I had done to him when I had him at my mercy.

Every time I considered it, the possibilities virtually made me breathless. I was trying not to get too caught up in things, trying not to make more of this than there was. He was just some cute, kinky boy I had had a lot of fun with, that was all. But no matter how I tried, I couldn’t help thinking about the future. About what other delights it might hold, about how far we could take things. About, fundamentally, the type of person I might become as I grew more and more into this intoxicating confidence, inspired by just how badly he wanted me.

Whether he was looking for me or not, Jacob seemed almost startled to see me. His eyes found me from across the room as he stepped through the door of the office, and I smiled at him, with what I hoped was an encouraging smile.

He barely even greeted the other women, too distracted, maybe, by my presence. Maybe by what I was wearing, too. From where he was, he wasn’t getting the full effect, I knew. He could only see my face, my upper body, the white shirt that my boobs strained against so teasingly. But he made his way toward me, and as he did, I felt my heart beat quickly, felt my excitement rising to an even more feverish pitch than it already had been all morning long.

“Uh, hi,” Jacob said, and the goofy smile that spread across his face was incredibly endearing. I smiled back at him, both my heart and my stomach fluttering once again at the sight of him. I tried not to think about how he had looked tied to my bed, staring at me with pure desire in his eyes, calling himself whatever insulting names I demanded he use because he was just so desperate for my body. But it was hard to think of anything else. And I squeezed my thighs together in my tight little skirt, my pussy tingling at the sight of my self-proclaimed simp.

“Hi,” I said. “Good weekend?”

We had discussed how things were going to go at work, a little bit, over the weekend. We weren’t trying to keep our relationship a secret, but we weren’t looking to broadcast it to everyone, either. Especially because it was still early days. For now, all we had done was essentially have a one night stand. Was it going to develop into more? Honestly, I hoped so. But for now, it seemed smart to be prudent. Still, I couldn’t keep the smile off my face. Knowing that I was dressed deliberately to entice him, to turn him on, to make him want me even more than he already did.

“Great, actually,” Jacob said, grinning at me.

“Me too.”

As I spoke, I glanced around the office, checking to see if anyone was watching. Over at the other end of the office, I could see Victoria’s copper-colored eyes watching us, a knowing smile on her face.

“We should get to work though,” I said hurriedly, lowering my voice. Jacob nodded. But he still stood for a moment in front of my desk, just looking at me. There was a kind of dreamy look on his face, and as much as I didn’t want to attract attention, I couldn’t deny that I found it really cute, the way he was looking at me. I had seen that expression before, in my bed. Him looking at me as if I was the best thing that had ever happened to him, as if he couldn’t bring himself to believe that any of this was real.

Finally, he turned away. Or at least, his body did, walking away from my desk and toward his, over by the breakroom. But his head swiveled to keep me in his sight, and for a moment, I worried he might trip over something while not paying attention to where he was going.

I forced myself to turn my attention back to my own screen, feeling all the while that scrutiny, that attention fixed on me. I had dressed up like this to get his attention, to distract him, to tease him and make it a little more difficult for him to focus on his job. But so far, it was having the exact same effect on me. It turned out, I was no better at focusing than he was, while thoughts of sex raced uncontrollably through my mind.

The morning ticked on. I tried to bury myself in my work, to distract myself with all the tasks I had to do, but it was only partially successful. Every time I moved, I was reminded of the way I was dressed, the high heels I was wearing, the tight skirt clinging to my thighs, and it reminded me why, and it got me excited again. Jacob sat a little behind me, so I didn’t see him unless I deliberately turned around to look, but he could look at me all day if he wanted to. And I wondered if he was, without looking around to check.

It certainly felt that way. It felt like I was under a bright spotlight of attention, the centre of everything going on in the office, whether anyone said anything about it or not. And that wasn’t a position I was used to.

And yet, I didn’t hate it, either.

I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t forget what was going on, as if electricity flowed and crackled between Jacob and me, whether we were talking to each other or not. Whether anybody else in the office noticed it or not. I wanted more. It was an addiction, like a drug, and I couldn’t stop myself. A wild idea had been tugging at my mind for a long time now, and it felt like it wasn’t going to let me rest until I did it. That wicked voice of temptation was loud in my ear again, telling me to do it, telling me to take things to the limit all over again.

I stood up. I talked to my skirt down again, the treacherously tight fabric having slid ever higher on my thighs as I sat in my chair. I picked up my coffee mug and a pen from my desk, twirling it between my fingers as I turned and set out toward the breakroom.

Towards, of course, Jacob’s desk.

He raised his head from his screen to look at me straight away. His eyes found me immediately, and I almost trembled as I saw the way they widened as if to take in more of me as I walked toward him. My hips swayed from side to side in the tight skirt he hadn’t yet seen in motion, and the high heels I wore made the muscles stand out in my legs, and he stared at me as if he literally couldn’t take his eyes off me. As if he wanted to devour me right there and then.

I thought for a wild moment of what it would be like if he just gave in to his impulses, if he threw me down on his desk right there and then and took me in front of everyone in the office. We couldn’t do that, of course. But just thinking about it made me a little wet as I swayed my way across the office, pretending to be on an innocent errand while in reality, my intentions were very different.

But I didn’t talk to him. I smiled at him, meeting his eyes for a moment then looking away. He didn’t smile. He looked at me with an almost anguished expression on his face, like he was rooted to the spot by how badly he wanted me.

And that only encouraged me to make it even worse for him.

Stepping past his desk, I dropped the pan I was holding. Clicking my tongue with annoyance, I turned, my back toward him, and bent down to pick it up.

I bent slowly, keeping my legs almost straight, and I could feel my skirt tightening even more over my ass, the stretchy fabric protesting at being pushed to its limits as I arched my back and pressed my butt against it. Thrusting my ass out toward Jacob, knowing he was staring right at it, my hair hanging forward over one shoulder as I reached down for the pen I had deliberately dropped, just for this.

He actually groaned. It was amazing. Like the sight of me bending over just forced the sound out of him, making it impossible for him to control himself. Just what I wanted. To tease him, to remind myself how badly he wanted me, how sexy I could be, how the smallest thing could drive him wild. To make him feel like what he was: my simp, my little office boy. My plaything to tease and torture with what he couldn’t have.

As I picked up my pen and slowly straightened up again, I could feel a slow spreading wetness between my legs at being ogled by him, and knowing there was nothing he could do about it. At the thought of the power this gave me over him, the things I could make him say or do. To drive him crazy with lust, to make him want me more than he wanted anything else, and use that power to get exactly what I wanted from him.

It was intoxicating. And as I turned, finally heading back toward the breakroom, I couldn’t avoid glancing in his direction. His face looked a little red, his mouth hanging a little open, his eyes, of course, fixed on me. It was everything I wanted, everything I could possibly ask for, and I felt almost giddy at the display of how well my little scheme had worked.

Trying to calm myself, I walked to the breakroom and made myself a coffee.

As I was making it, I heard footsteps on the floor behind me. I turned, leaning against the countertop, to see Victoria approaching me. That day, she was wearing a dark blue suit. Tailored to fit her perfectly, the pants snug around her long legs without being too revealing, the jacket held in place by a single button over her slim waist while underneath, she wore a pink top that added a little femininity to the outfit. That, and the high heels she wore herself, every bit as slender and sleek as my own.

Her blond curls bounced with every step she took, and there was that smile upon her face again, like always, that knowing expression she so often wore, that always made it look like she knew everyone’s secrets.

“Hey,” she said to me, and I returned the greeting, stepping a little away from the coffee machine as she began to prepare her own cup.

I watched her do it, those blond ringlets bouncing and swaying just a little with her movements, and she didn’t look at me, focusing instead on what she was doing. I didn’t know why, but I got the sense that something was coming. And when she had finished making her cup, Victoria raised her eyes to me, still smiling, sighed, and then spoke.

“So that’s what the outfit is for.”

“What?”

Again, I hoped a blush wasn’t showing on my cheeks as I felt my skin growing hot. It was like she saw right through me, and now it wasn’t just the smile. It was what she was saying. And even though we had done nothing wrong, even though I knew there was no rule against me and Jacob doing whatever we wanted outside office hours, I still felt like I had got my hand caught in the cookie jar, and this older woman was about to take me to task for it.

“Oh, please,” she said, slowly shaking her head. “You know you look amazing. And this is the first time I’ve seen you dress anything like this. And all that dropping a pen in front of his desk. You think you’re the first woman to have a little office crush?”

“Crush? I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

But of course, I knew exactly what she was talking about. And I gave myself away. I couldn’t help smiling, my own smile a reflection of hers, and of course, that only confirmed Victoria in what she was saying.

“Yeah, okay,” she said sarcastically. “But you weren’t waving that cute butt around in front of my desk, were you? Or any of the other women. Just him.”

“I can’t help where I drop things.”

Victoria, still smiling like always, leaning back against the countertop, folding her arms over her jacket.

“So you and Jacob, huh? Good for you.”

“It’s a bit early to talk like that,” I said.

“Oh? He hasn’t asked you out yet?”

I glanced around the breakroom, even though I knew there was no one else there. I hesitated for a moment, but she had a way of making me want to confide. Maybe it was that smile, or her overall cool vibe. Or maybe I just wanted to tell someone. I still hadn’t told anyone what I had done with Jacob, and our little secret gnawed at me a little bit.

“We’ve been on one date. No big deal.”

Victoria nodded, as if she had known it all along.

“How was it?”

Again, those wild images raced through my mind, of Jacob tied to my bed, calling me Mistress, calling himself my simp. I remembered the feel of his cock inside me, of course, but more than that, I remembered those eyes. The burning passion in his stare, the desperation in his voice as he pleaded with me to give him what he wanted, as if he would die if he didn’t get to have me. It was enough to make me tremble with desire of my own, right there in the breakroom, right in front of my boss.

“Yeah, it was okay,” I said nonchalantly. “I mean, it was pretty good actually, I guess.”

Victoria took a deep breath, uncrossing her arms and pressing her hands together, her face lighting up as she quietly clapped her palms against one another in pure joy.

“Oh my God, an office romance? That’s so cute!”

“Okay, don’t jinx it,” I said with a smile. “It’s just… You know. Not a big thing. Just hanging out together.”

“That’s how it starts,” Victoria said knowingly. And again, her eyes flickered over my body, taking in my provocative outfit.

“But that isn’t an outfit you wear for someone you’re just hanging out with. You probably gave him the biggest hard-on of his life just now, pulling that little stunt.”

“Stop it,” I said. But I still couldn’t keep the smile off my face. And Victoria's smile suggested she had no intention whatsoever of stopping now.

“You’re only young once. And you know how sexy you look. I bet he’s thinking all sorts of naughty things about you right now. Thinking about what he’d do to you if you had this place to yourselves.”

“Oh my God, Victoria, you’re crazy!”

“Ever had sex in the workplace before?”

She barely even blinked. I didn’t even know this woman, but somehow, she seemed to see nothing strange in asking me such an unbelievably personal question.

And maybe it was the strange mindset I was in, all keyed up by what I had done, all these new experiences flowing into each other so that certainly, I barely recognized my own life anymore. But I answered her.

“No, of course not. Have you?”

“No comment,” she said with a wicked smile. I gasped, covering my mouth with one hand, and her smile only deepened. She didn’t need to say yes with an answer like that.

“Here?”

Victoria shook her head.

“Not here. Somewhere else. Just… Look, I’m not here to tell you what to do. God knows I made enough of my own mistakes when I was your age, probably way worse than anything you’ve done. And what you guys do in your own time is none of my business, of course. Just don’t let it affect your work.”

“Oh no, of course not,” I said, shaking my head. “I wouldn’t.”

Victoria said nothing straightaway. Instead, still smiling, she looked me up and down again, taking in my outfit. Then, she poured some coffee into her cup, and into mine, and we both stirred our drinks, both our minds buzzing with different but complementary thoughts about everything we had just discovered about each other.

“Good luck with it, I guess,” Victoria said. And then, she turned and walked out of the breakroom, her coffee cup in her hand. I watched her go, listening to the sound of her high heels on the hard floor slowly receding.

She hadn’t quite got out of the door when I saw Jacob again. He murmured a greeting as he stepped past Victoria, entering the breakroom as she left it. Behind his back, she turned toward me again, her eyes wide, the smile even wider on her face. Then she walked away, back to her own desk, and Jacob came toward me.

Of course, his eyes were fixed only on me. Of course, they travelled up and down my body, looking me up and down, taking in the sight of me and my tight skirt and tight shirt and sexy high heels. I leaned back against the countertop, letting him look, trying to ape some of Victoria’s total confidence as I folded my arms under my boobs to make them stick out even more through my shirt.

Finally, he stood in front of me. He didn’t even pretend to be getting himself a coffee or anything like that. He had come to talk to me. And I waited, looking right into his eyes, savouring the look of helpless desire I saw while I waited for him to speak.

“Emily… This is crazy.”

I frowned slightly.

“What’s crazy?”

Just like I had moments before, Jacob looked around the breakroom, even though he had to know there was no one there but us. When he spoke, his voice was little more than a whisper, but all the more urgent because of that.

“I mean, you’re driving me crazy,” he said.

I smiled again.

“Oh? Am I? Are you having dirty little thoughts about me, seeing me bending over in front of you?”

“Of course I am,” he hissed.

“So what? You came here to ask me to stop? You don’t want me bending over in front of your desk anymore? You don’t want me wearing tight little skirts like this one?”

His eyes followed my hands as I ran them over my hips, smoothing the stretchy skirt over my curves. I saw the tip of his tongue appear as he licked his lips just a little, his mouth suddenly dry as he stared at me in helpless, abject desire. It was just so easy. Wearing this outfit, even moving around dressed like this was a challenge, but turning him on never was. And it was like I could see what strength he had leaving his body by the second, totally overwhelmed by his desire for me. I felt like I could make him do anything. Knew I could, in fact, from the way we had behaved on the weekend. But now, especially after what Victoria had said, even more crazy ideas were running through my mind. Even stranger visions and fantasies of what the future might hold, now that I had unlocked his unstoppable desire.

“No, I’m not saying that.”

“Of course you’re not,” I smiled. “Because you like looking at me like this, don’t you? You like looking at my legs and my ass and my boobs, and thinking about fucking me. Admit it. You’re thinking about it right now, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Jacob hissed. “Of course I am. And… It’s really hard.”

I laughed out loud at that.

“Yeah, I bet it is,” I said.

Over his shoulder, I could see into the office. I could see no one was coming. No one was watching us. The breakroom door was open, but the wall hid us from the sight of most of the other desks. If I was quick enough, I knew I could get away with it.

I stepped suddenly forward, and Jacob gasped as I pressed my hand against the front of his pants. I felt the hardness of his cock pressing through the fabric, and I traced its shape with my fingers, chuckling a little to myself as I teased him even more. He almost whimpered, lifting his hands for a moment as if he was going to push me away, then stopping himself. Of course he wasn’t going to push me away. Even though I was only making his predicament worse, even though I was teasing him more than he thought he could bear. He was never going to stop me touching him like that.

“You’re such a little pervert, aren’t you?” I said, staring him right in the eye while I continued to manipulate his manhood. “Such a desperate little simpy simp. Well, guess what, simp? You don’t get to do that right now. You need to learn that beta males like you don’t always get what they want. But I think we do need to do something about this boner of yours. I mean, we can’t have you sitting here in an office full of women with that thing sticking out of your pants all day, can we?”

“No, Emily.”

Even though we were standing there in the breakroom at work, in a supposedly professional setting, it felt just the same as it had at home when I had dominated him, when I made him bend to my will. When I had made him call me Mistress and call himself my simp. It felt just as wild, just as powerful, just as thrilling.

The spreading wetness between my legs was undeniable as I continued to toy with his cock, working him up into a state of desperate desire. Truthfully, I was hardly any less aroused myself. But I had to control myself if I was going to control him, and right now, I wanted very much to seem totally in control of everything that went on between us. Even if, for me, it felt almost like riding a roller coaster, never knowing what was coming next, even from my own mouth.

“Okay. Here’s what you’re going to do.  You’re going to go to the bathroom, and take your phone with you. And you’re going to send me a little video. I want to see you stroking that thing and thinking of me while you do it. I want you to say, I’m Mistress Emily’s pathetic simp while you do it. Think you can manage that?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

Jacob was breathless as he spoke. And as much of a thrill as it had been hearing him call me that in my bedroom, it was even more unbelievably exciting to hear it now, at the office. Again, that sense of sexual power flowed through me, sweeping me away with it, only encouraging me in my crazy ideas as I continued to dominate this helpless man even more.

“Good boy. You’re not allowed to cum, okay? That’s what the video’s for. I want you to show me you getting yourself fully hard, then stopping. I want to see that thing go down. Then you need to send me the video. And if I approve, maybe we can have some fun later tonight.”

“Oh my God, Emily,” Jacob groaned. But his obvious discomfort only made me laugh even more.

“Those are the rules, simp,” I said. “I decide if you get to cum now, and I don’t allow you to have orgasms at work. Now, off you go. Don’t keep me waiting, or I might change my mind about playing with you later.”

I stepped back, lifting my hand away from his pants. Now his erection was clearly visible, and he was staring at me with total disbelief on his face. I could hardly believe it myself. But these ideas just seemed to come to me from some unknown source, and the more turned on I got, the crazier my ideas became, and that turned us both on even more. It was like a closed loop that fed on itself, and I found myself hoping it always would as I looked at my poor humiliated boy toy, reduced to a quivering wreck by nothing but my words, a tight skirt, and the touch of my hand.

Jacob turned. Without a word, he walked away from me, scuttling through the breakroom slightly hunched over, trying to hide his erection from the rest of the office staff. Grinning to myself, I watched him go, disappearing from the office as he headed straight to the toilet.

And by now, it felt like there was a torrent between my legs, my juices flowing embarrassingly as I stood there in the office breakroom, sexual power surging through me.

Jacob wasn’t allowed orgasms at work. But the rules were different for me. And by now, I was in such a state of desperate arousal that I didn’t think I could help myself any longer.

I headed to the bathroom myself, striding through the office in my high heels and tiny skirt, feeling sexier than ever. And in the women’s bathroom, I locked the cubicle behind me, pulled up that clinging skirt, and slid my hand underneath my panties.

I couldn’t believe my wetness. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was. And even though the bathroom was empty, I tried my best to stifle my moans as I touched myself, rubbing my hand against my throbbing pussy.

Because not far away, I knew, my horny simp was touching himself and thinking of me, not allowed to orgasm without my permission. And that thought drove me over the edge into pure ecstasy.


Teasing At The Office

There’s something to be said for tension.

And it wasn’t like I hadn’t experienced erotic tension before. We all have, one way or another. That exciting feeling you get when you’re on a date and you think you know where it’s going to go, or where you want it to go. Those times when you meet someone and feel that spark of excitement, both of you riding a wave you can’t deny or ignore.

This was like that. But it was so exaggerated, so much more potent than any similar experience I had had before. As if all the excitement and anticipation I might have felt at moments like that before were just a pale shadow compared to this.

It was like sex was all I could think about. Even after pleasuring myself in the bathroom. That took the edge off my ferocious desire, yes, but it didn’t make it go away. Instead, I went back to work in my sexy little outfit, feeling like I was glowing with the secret I had, hoping that nobody could tell. Or nobody but Jacob, anyway.

When I got back from the bathroom, he was already back at his desk. Again, I felt his eyes following my every movement, tracking me wherever I went across the office, and I tried not to look at him, even as I smiled to myself at the thought of what was going on. This crazy sexual drama was playing out right there in the office, right under everybody’s noses, and only we knew about it. I knew that was part of the thrill, too. The thought of having a secret, of having something so naughty hidden from everyone around us. But that wasn’t the main thing. The main thing was the unrivaled thrill of desire, knowing just how desperately this young man wanted me and knowing that, until I decided otherwise, he was just going to have to wait.

How can you work like that? You really can’t. I found it basically impossible to concentrate on what I was doing, even though I was new at the job and knew that I still had to make a good impression. There’s no email or spreadsheet in the world that can compare with that. No way to even pretend that your thoughts aren’t a million miles away, hovering endlessly around the cute guy sitting at the desk behind yours.

And when I picked up my phone, I saw I had a new message, and the smile on my face got even wider, knowing what that must mean. It was from Jacob, of course. He had done exactly what I had told him to. As if there was no humiliation he wouldn’t endure for me, no order I could give him that was so wild he would refuse it. I felt again that wild surge of power, that thrilling knowledge that what happened next was completely up to me. It was a level of control I wasn’t used to at all, a sense of power that was still thrillingly new to me. And I felt almost drunk off it as I sat at my desk, trying to think about work instead of about sex.

The thought of that video burned my brain. I tried, for a little while, to resist, but it was basically hopeless. I was going to have to do something about it. I was going to have to look.

So after maybe an hour of pretending to work, I got up, feeling Jacob’s eyes watching me even more as I pulled down that rebellious skirt. I picked up my purse with my phone inside and headed once again to the bathroom, the scene of the crime earlier.

Again, it was empty, and I locked myself in a cubicle and took out my phone. I turned the volume down low, on the off-chance someone might walk in, but I didn’t turn it off completely. I wanted to hear.

And I did hear, and saw it too. Jacob’s cock, rockhard and throbbing with need, with desperate desire for me that was still going unfulfilled. He stroked it frantically, and I felt a blush rising to my cheeks, biting my lip in excitement as I watched.

“I’m Mistress Emily’s pathetic simp,” he said, the wild words rising from the speaker of my phone to make me blush to the tips of my ears while I sat on the work toilet, barely able to believe that this was my life now.

He didn’t cum. Just like I had told him not to. Or at least, he didn’t film that part. I guessed in that way, I was going to have to trust his honesty, but I had confidence in my ability to get the truth out of him later if I wanted to. The poor guy couldn’t deny me anything. He couldn’t resist me; that was obvious. Even when it was to his detriment. Even when it put him at a huge disadvantage. It felt like he was always at a disadvantage when it came to me, and I didn’t feel bad about that at all. In fact, it felt amazing.

I didn’t cum either. It wasn’t like I didn’t want to. Sitting there alone in the bathroom, I knew I could do what I had done earlier, get myself off while I thought about this desperate man so completely in my control. But I didn’t do it. I’m not even sure why. Maybe I just knew that the longer I held out, teasing myself as much as him, the better the eventual release would be when it finally came. Maybe I was already almost addicted to tension I could feel, that unbelievable excitement that felt like it was lighting up every corner of my brain, every cell in my body, making it impossible to think about anything else.

I watched Jacob humiliate himself at my command. And I squeezed my thighs together in excitement, gripping the phone tight in one hand while my other squeezed my knee, but I didn’t do anything about it. I didn’t do anything to relieve that ferocious pressure, didn’t touch myself or try to get off. That could wait. For now, I was happy just to exist in this heightened state of arousal, to feel this ceaseless buzz of excitement, knowing it would be relieved when I decided, and not before.

Buzzing even more now, I put my phone back in my purse and returned to my desk. Again, I could feel his eyes on me, watching my every move. And I flashed him a naughty little smile as I sat down at my desk, ready to pretend to be working again. When really, all either of us were doing was counting down the hours until we could be together again.

The hours passed slowly, but in the end, they did pass all the same. Toward the end of the day, the office began clearing out, and I turned my head to look at Jacob sitting behind me. For once, he wasn’t staring at me, but even that small movement of turning my head toward him seemed to attract his attention, and his eyes soon turned away from his computer screen to meet mine. There was a kind of question in his glance, a kind of uncertainty I had seen in him before. Good. Part of me intuitively felt that keeping him guessing, uncertain, on edge, was a good thing. Part of getting what I wanted from him, part of the dance of whatever it was that we were doing.

I grinned at him, and he looked back at me, seeming to at least partly understand. Knowing no one else in the office could see me, I mouthed words at him, my place? Raising my eyebrows as I spoke so that he would hear the inaudible question.

And he nodded, a happy smile spreading slowly across his face. It was exactly what he wanted, exactly what he had been dreaming of all day. Of course, he wasn’t alone in that.

I stood, messing with that skirt again, then picking up my bag and making my way to the door. I didn’t look back at him. But I knew he was watching. I could feel his eyes on me almost like heat, like the rays of the sun making my skin prickle with warmth as I strutted along in my ultra-revealing outfit. Well, it had worked. It had done what I wanted it to. Not that I ever really had any doubt that it would, to be honest. I already knew Jacob couldn’t help himself, that his attraction to me was simply too powerful to be ignored.

I loved that feeling.

I walked to my car and pulled out of the office parking lot, the rest of the staff already making their escape from the workplace all around me. I drove home, my high heels sliding a little on the floor of the car as I worked the pedals, reminding me, as if I needed it, of my impractical outfit choice that had done exactly the job I intended it to.

When I got home, I tossed my car keys on the kitchen table and heaved a deep sigh. Then I headed to the bedroom. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and smiled at the sight of my reflection, the sight of what Jacob and everyone else at the office had been seeing all day. There was no denying it; I look good. As self-conscious as the outfit made me feel, as much as I occasionally questioned whether I should be wearing something quite so sexy, I couldn’t argue with the results. And I couldn’t question what I had done when it had so clearly got me the results I wanted. Jacob was on his way over, already burning up with desire for me, his head full of all kinds of fantasies and hopes and desires, and it felt so good to know that.

How did I want to receive him? That was the next question. Sure, I had chosen clothes to entice guys before. I had outfits in my closet that had no other real purpose, impractical and uncomfortable clothes that were made almost solely to be looked at. But I wasn’t sure I had ever thought about it quite this much, ever been quite this eager to tease and entice someone as I was with Jacob. Then again, I told myself, that wasn’t so surprising. I had been able to get some memorable reactions from guys in the past, but never anything like this. No man, it seemed to me, had ever wanted me this much, that he was willing to do whatever I said, whatever it took, just to have me. Already, no man had ever done for me the things Jacob had done, and still, I barely knew the guy. It was still early days, and that thought excited me so much as I pondered everything that might lie ahead, all the wild adventures that might still be in the future for the two of us. It was enough to make me breathless.

And I knew that the way I looked played a huge part in that. That was the bait, if you like. The hook that made him want me so much, that made all this possible. That was my weapon. The lever I used to control him, and I still struggled, a little, to even believe just how well it worked.

So I needed to keep that going, to keep up that furious momentum. And Jacob, I thought to myself with a delicious little inward shiver of excitement, had probably been thinking about peeling this sexy secretary outfit off me all day. Dreaming and fantasizing about what lay beneath. Well, now he was going to get it. But not for free. Somehow, somewhere, even this early in our relationship, I had clearly decided that for my helpless admirer, nothing was going to come for free. For Jacob, everything needed to be paid for. And I smiled as I considered the possibilities of how exactly I would make him pay this time.

I knew I didn’t have much time. Presumably, he would be right behind me, hurrying back to my place directly from the office, eager to take what I had been flaunting in front of him all day. I peeled off my skirt, the tight spandex putting up a fight as I pulled it down over my hips and pushed it to the floor. I struggled out of my shirt too, dropping the outfit that had made the day so interesting in a matter of seconds. Then, I went to my underwear drawer.

The underwear I was already wearing was more than good enough, I felt sure. After all, the tightness of the skirt didn’t really allow me to wear anything other than a thong, and I had worn a push-up bra to make the most of that tight shirt.

Still, I felt like a change. And truthfully, occasions to get out my best lingerie sets hadn’t been all that frequent lately. In some ways, I thought to myself, isn’t that part of the fun of having a boyfriend? And even as I headed to my underwear drawer, I wondered about that word. Boyfriend. Was that what he was? Was that what I wanted him to be? Of course, it was too early to talk that way, too early really to even think that way. But certainly, the thought crossed my mind as I hurriedly went through my underwear, trying to guess what set Jacob would like the most.

I’ve never really been much of a casual sex girl. One night stands happen, but usually, for me, sex was part of a relationship that I at least thought had some possibility of lasting a while. This thing with Jacob, of course, was completely different from anything I had ever done before, and it was easy to think that the normal rules didn’t apply. That the whole point, in a way, of this adventure was to do something different, something fun, something wild and crazy and maybe even reckless. That was, after all, a huge part of the excitement.

But Jacob was cute, in his shy, nerdy way. And more than that, he was nice. At least, as far as I could tell so far. We all know that guys are on their best behaviour when sex is on the table, but so far, he hadn’t thrown up any of the red flags I had learned to watch out for. He wasn’t controlling; in fact, if anything, I was the one controlling him. He wasn’t demanding. And even though he was so clearly and undeniably into me, so far at least, he didn’t seem too needy either. Yes, he most definitely wanted me. But I didn’t get the feeling that he was the type to get obsessed. At least, as I say, so far, anyway. And no more than I wanted him to.

I hissed between my teeth with satisfaction as I found what I was looking for. Some underwear I hadn’t worn in a long time, and I hoped it would still fit. Black, which seemed like the right choice for the situation. Classic and sexy and, let’s face it, with a bit of a dominant edge. The panties were small, lacy, cut high in the back to show off a teasing glimpse of my ass with every step I took. The top was a kind of bustier, with hooks that fastened it down the front, the cups pushing up my boobs just as much as the push-up bra I had worn to work had. The lacy black fabric hung tight to my torso, and when I looked at myself in the mirror, I liked what I saw.

I was still wearing the high heel pumps I had worn to work. And even though they were far from being the most comfortable shoes in the world, I didn’t feel like taking them off. They were all part of it, I knew, part of the look, part of the thrill. Part of the outfit I had been wearing all day to drive him crazy, so it seemed only right that I continue to wear them now.

And I barely had time to decide. I was still admiring myself in the mirror when the buzzer of my apartment rang, and my heart, already beating above its usual pace, kicked at the excitement that was coming my way.

I buzzed Jacob in. And then I hurried back to the bedroom, hoping I just had time for one more preparation. In my closet, I found two scarves. Quickly, racing against time and this horny man climbing the stairs to see me, I tied the end of each of them to the headboard of my bed.

I was a little breathless as I straightened up, just in time to hear a knock at the door. And I was prepared. I had left the front door of the apartment unlocked, so I just called out, “Come in!”

Then I waited in the bedroom. Standing in front of my bed, newly decorated with its scarves, my quickened heart pumping the red blood of arousal through my veins as I waited.

Jacob’s reaction when he saw me was everything I wanted to be. His eyes went wide, his mouth opening as if he was about to say something, but couldn’t quite find the words. I couldn’t help letting out a very not dominatrix-like giggle at his reaction, but I doubted it would make him feel any differently about what he was seeing in front of him.

“Wow,” was all he said.

And I stood in front of him, my hands on my hips, practically posing as I let him take in the details of my outfit. I was feeling myself, no doubt about that. I was feeling so hot and so sexy, so powerful in control, just like I wanted to. Just like I always did when I played these games with him.

“Come here,” I said softly, knowing that no matter how quietly I spoke, he was going to hear every single word I said.

Jacob stepped forward. Still wearing his work clothes, still as obsessed with me as ever. He lifted his hands as he moved toward me, ready to take me in his arms. I smiled as he touched my hips, pulling me against him. He kissed me deeply, passionately, and I kissed him back. That erotic tension was back again, that excitement we had felt on our first unforgettable night together sweeping over us again. It was like magic, and it never failed. It was always there, whenever we were around each other, our mutual desire sweeping both of us away all over again.

He pushed his tongue into my mouth, and I responded in the same way, pushing back myself. As his hands travelled over my body, sliding over every curve wrapped in black lace, I reached toward him. His belt came apart easily in my hands, and I pulled down his fly and reached inside.

He was hard, of course. His cock ready and waiting for me, straining, perhaps, all day in its little fabric prison, desperate for this moment. That thought excited me. I lifted my lips away from his, smiling just millimetres away from his mouth, and he groaned as he felt my fingers brushing against his shaft, uncomfortably packed into his clothing.

“Did you really not cum today? In the bathroom?”

“No,” he said.

And I believed him. There was such desperation, such urgency in his voice, that somehow, I couldn’t imagine him lying about it. And another thrill of power went through my body, another burst of excitement that made my pussy pulse as I stood in front of him in my lingerie, both of us knowing what happened next.

“Why? Because I told you not to?”

“Yeah.”

He said it quietly, almost guiltily, as if embarrassed to admit the truth. Embarrassed to say that he had done what I told him without question, seemingly without hesitation, his desire for me giving me all the authority I needed to boss him around. It was crazy, but it was hardly the first time I had encountered this. After all, it was what had drawn me to him in the first place. His taste for powerful, dominant women, women who would tell him what they wanted and make him comply. There was something so sexy about that, and the more time I spent with this guy, the more I wanted to be that woman.

“Good boy.”

I practically cooed the words more than I spoke them, my breath on his cheeks while my hand continued to tease his cock. And he let out a sigh that spoke volumes without any words, that let me know all the desperate desire he was feeling, all the tension and teasing I had put him through all day. It was all worth it just for this moment. But I knew there were better ones coming.

Leaving his pants gaping open, I moved toward his shirt. He helped me take it off, shrugging out of the fabric as I peeled it down his arms and let it fall to the floor. While he kicked off his shoes, I unfastened his pants completely, and they fell at his feet too, along with his boxer shorts. His cock pointed straight out now, rising up toward me, and I smiled at him as I wrapped a hand around it, stroking again. His hands reached my breasts, caressing them through the fabric of the underwear I wore, and my nipples hardened to his touch, and my mouth was practically watering with anticipation of what was coming.

Desire melts inhibition. That’s something I’ve noticed before, and it was something I was noticing more and more with Jacob. In fact, it was one of the keys to what we were doing. If I tried to come up with this stuff in the morning on my way to work or while washing dishes in the kitchen, it might seem ridiculous. But now, it all made sense. And one decision led to another, and every step we took down this dark road only made the next one easier.

“Get on the bed.”

I tugged gently on his cock as I spoke, almost using it to pull him toward the mattress. But of course, he didn’t need the encouragement. He beamed as he reached the mattress, and he climbed onto the bed. I followed, and it was only as I kneeled above him that he seemed to even notice the scarves tied to the headboard.

But it was already too late.

Playfully, I put my hands on his shoulders and pushed him down. He fell easily back onto the mattress, putting up no resistance. I took his left arm in both my hands and pulled it up above his head, holding it close to the headboard so that I could wrap the end of one of the scarves around it. He just watched. He didn’t try to fight me at all, even though I didn’t doubt that if he wanted to, he could have. Instead, his free hand moved over my body, over my hip, over the curve of my ass peeking out from underneath those black lacy shorts. I felt so wet as he touched me like that, but I focused on what I was doing, tying a tight knot in the scarf to keep his hand immobilized.

Then, I crawled over him. I put one knee on his chest, pinning him down onto the mattress while I tied up his other hand. And he still didn’t resist. He just stared at me like I was some gift from the heavens, like he had never seen anything more beautiful in his life, while I tied him down and made him mine again.

“There,” I said with a smile as I finished my task and kneeled above him. He looks so cute, lying there helplessly beneath me, his arms spread above his head, tied to my headboard. So completely helpless, against me and against his own desire.

I adjusted my position on the bed, lifting my knee off his chest and straddling him instead, sitting down on him. It was like I was riding every breath he took, and I almost felt like I could feel his heart pounding against my thigh as I sat on top of him. I could see the desire in his face, his arm straining against the scarves, and I knew how badly he wanted to take me, but he couldn’t. Not until I decided to let him. I wondered if he could feel my wetness as I sat on top of him, only the thin panties separating me from him.

“You were staring at me all day, weren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

I didn’t shout, didn’t raise my voice. I had already decided that I would feel ridiculous screaming and yelling at a guy I actually liked. Besides, it was already clear to me that I didn’t need to. Jacob was so totally mine, hanging on every word I said, and he seemed so ready to surrender himself to me without a second thought.

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

A tremor went through my body at his words. Even though I never got tired of it. And the way he said it, with such desperation in his voice, such eagerness to give himself over completely. I was getting so wet, my juices soaking into my sexy panties as I sat on top of him. And as I trailed my fingers over my skin, over the lacy waistband of those panties, his eyes followed my every move, just as I knew they would. My own self-control was faltering, my own desire getting the better of me, and in some ways, I knew, he had it easier. He no longer had a choice. He was going to stay right where I had him until I decided otherwise, and the thrill of that power made me giddy.

“What a simp,” I chuckled to myself. “Just can’t stop thinking about it, can you? Can’t stop thinking about what you can’t have.”

His eyes were locked on my pussy now, on the dark front of my panties as I continued to toy with myself right in front of him. Right where I wanted them. My fingertips felt my own wetness as I traced the shape of my lips through the fabric, and Jacob looked at me with breathless desire, as if he couldn’t even form coherent words anymore. Completely bewitched by my body, rendered speechless by how desperately he wanted me.

And he was going to get me.
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