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A Show For Her Simp

I could feel Jacob’s eyes on me as I got ready for work. But these days, when didn’t I feel those eyes on me? The truth was, I never wanted to stop feeling it. I wanted him to always be looking at me, always wanting me, never able to shake this seeming addiction to the way I looked as I moved around the room, my head already spinning with the thought of what might lie ahead.

And I didn’t even know what that was. That, of course, was part of the thrill. I was making this up as I went along, improvising a whole new life, and somehow, it was working out. Somehow, I was getting away with it. As if I could get away with anything, as if I could say and do whatever I wanted, and Jacob’s desire for me would make it all okay. It really was like that. It really was that simple, and that magnificent.

He was sitting up in my bed as he watched me. This was becoming more and more of a regular occurrence, him coming straight from work to my place for kinky sex, then back to work the next day.

I thought of how Victoria had noticed when he had shown up in the same clothes as the day before, and had known exactly what that meant.

He probably shouldn’t do that again, I thought to myself. And I didn’t used to be a particularly bossy person, but now, with him, I knew that I had to be. Not just because he was sexually submissive, although that was absolutely part of it. But because when he was around me, it was like he couldn’t think straight. Like all his common sense went out of the window, and I had to do the thinking for both of us.

Maybe it should have been annoying, but it wasn’t. More than anything else, I suppose I was finding it sweet. Flattering, I guess; another testament to how sexy I was, to how badly he wanted me. But it did give me a lot to stay on top of.

“You should probably go home, shouldn’t you?” I said as I stood in front of the mirror in my bedroom, applying makeup. “You can’t wear the same clothes to work again.”

In the mirror, I watched him nod slowly. His eyes never left me. I was wearing underwear, a cute matching bra and panty set, knowing that whatever I wore, he would be thinking about it all day. I had never before had a job like this, never put this much effort into how I looked. I had never had this much reason to. But now, every day felt like a fashion show, and knowing his desperate eyes would be on me all day, knowing his mind would be buzzing with whatever I showed him, his cock most likely throbbing continuously under his desk, made me want to put the effort in.

Jacob moved on the bed behind me, sliding out from under the covers. He turned his head to keep me in his eyeline for as long as he possibly could, and I smiled at myself in the mirror. The poor guy was hooked. I had been in relationships before; I know how it goes. Those early days are fantastic, full of excitement and infatuation, but that doesn’t last forever. Eventually, reality takes hold, and this amazing person you felt like you couldn’t live without becomes just another part of your life you take for granted.

But I had never been in a relationship like this one before. I had never had a guy this obviously obsessed with me, not even in that early honeymoon period. Jacob looked at me like no man ever had before, like every time he so much as gazed in my direction, he couldn’t even believe what he saw.

When he came back into the bathroom, he was still staring at me. Still as entranced as ever, still as horny. And he wasn’t the only one. I felt excitement buzzing inside me, and I couldn’t shake my memories of the night before, the way I had tied him up and made him mine, made him unable to resist me, as if he would ever even try. As if he would ever dare.

He stepped toward me, his arms already reaching out for me, and I smiled as he placed his hands on my hips, pulling me toward him. Submissive as he undoubtedly was, he could still take what he wanted sometimes, and it was one of the things I liked about him. I loved bossing him around, loved having this addictive power over him, but I still like to date men. I still like that feeling, now and again, of being taken, of giving up control, of surrendering to the will of another person.

Maybe that was part of why this worked. Maybe that was part of why I was able to get my way through this sometimes complicated game. In some part of my heart, I knew what Jacob wanted. It was easy to put myself in his mind, to understand what did it for him. It wasn’t, in the end, all that different from what did it for me.

Except he gave no sign of having that sadism I did, that vicious taste for cruelty and domination that I had never suspected in myself until I met him. Devin probably would have loved it, I thought to myself, back when we were playing our own milder version of games like this. Then again, maybe not. Maybe it would have been too much for him. It all felt very adult, very intense, this game, if that was what it was, bleeding out into our real lives too. Taking over, in a way. When your whole life becomes a kinky fantasy, how do you know where reality ends and play begins? I was starting to wonder. Because this new job, that had started out like they all do, just a way to pay the rent and the bills and keep the wolf from the door, had become a wild and almost nonstop sex game. And we both knew it wasn’t going to stop anytime soon.

I felt Jacob’s hard-on through his boxer shorts as he pulled my body back against his, but I broke free of his grasp with a giggle. Of course I wanted him. Of course, a big part of me wanted nothing more than to give him exactly what he wanted, to go back to bed and enjoy each other all over again, and this time, maybe, without the ropes and bondage and all the kinky games we both loved to play. We could just be two young people enjoying each other too, and that, despite all the fun we were having with our more adventurous activities, would have been enough for me.

That morning, we didn’t have time. I knew it, even if he didn’t seem to give it a moment’s thought.

“You need to go,” I said, still smiling as I spoke to soften my words. “I need to get ready for work, and so do you.”

And again, Jacob nodded slowly, knowing I was right, but not wanting to admit it. Not wanting to tear himself away from me and the memories of what we did to each other, the way we made each other feel.

But he did, in the end. While I continued to work on my makeup, he moved back closer to the bed, picking up his discarded clothes from the floor. He continued watching me as he put them on, as if he had never seen anything as fascinating as little old me putting on my makeup in my underwear. And I’ll admit that I spent a little longer on it than usual, going a little more elaborate than I once would have, to go to work. Every day was like a fashion show, now that I had someone to show off for. Now that I was getting all this praise and compliments, and all this desperate desire from him. All the effort seemed worth it.

Once he was fully dressed, he moved toward me again. Taking me in his arms, he bent his neck, lowering his face down toward mine, and I smiled up at him.

“Careful,” I said, and he kissed me so gently, so sweetly, careful not to smudge my lipstick. It sent a fluttering feeling racing through my stomach, the way he just complied, the way he just obeyed. It felt like I was never going to get tired of that.

“See you at work, then,” he said. I nodded.

“Yeah, see you there.”

Now it was my turn to watch as he walked out of my bedroom, dressed again in yesterday’s clothes, the bright light of morning beating down on us both and throwing our naughty activities of the night before into even sharper relief.

I listened to the front door close behind him, and I imagined him heading downstairs toward his car, his head buzzing with all those memories and fantasies of the things we had done and the things we might do in the future, this wild game forming a kind of counterpoint to our real life that gave it depth and dimension. Or maybe this was our real life, I thought to myself. Maybe it was all the other stuff that was fake, going to work, paying bills, buying groceries. An automatic and joyless backdrop to the only times we really lived, when we were together.

Still thinking of Jacob, I moved away from the mirror, my makeup complete now. In some corner of my mind, I had been thinking constantly about what I was going to wear, but I still didn’t have an answer.

It had to be sexy, of course. But not too sexy. Then again, given the positive reactions I had had from both of my bosses, Victoria and Darren, it was clear that in this office, I didn’t have to worry too much about going too far. I had to consider my coworkers, the other women at work who were probably already gossiping about me and maybe about Jacob too, without even guessing the real truth. But the people who really mattered, especially Jacob, loved it when I was provocative. That was all I really cared about.

I turned toward my closet, going through my clothes. I had bought a few new pieces lately, of course, but it was never enough. In the end, I settled on a dress. After all, I had worn pants the day before. It was a sleeveless dress, dark blue, with a skirt that spread out from the hips and was a little on the short side. More something I would have wanted to go out in, in the past, then to sit in an office all day. But that was the old me, not this fun, kinky, sexy new version.

And I knew just what I was going to do to ramp up the sex appeal, too. The same knee-high black leather boots I had worn yesterday, the ones I had so brazenly put up on the boss’s desk during our slightly weird and undeniably flirtatious conversation the day before. Those, and some fishnet stockings that I had bought for a Halloween costume years ago and never actually worn. This was the time, I felt. Now was the time to let my freak flag fly, to do all those things I had never dared before, to go to those places I once never thought I would.

I pulled on the stockings first. They were the kind with tight elastic high on the thighs, meant to hold themselves up without any messing around with suspenders or any of that. Maybe I would find myself fussing with them all day, but at that point, that was a price I was willing to pay. And then I pulled the dress on, smoothing the dark fabric over my body as I stood up from the bed. Catching sight of myself in the mirror, I liked the way I looked, and that was before the boots even went on.

As I slid my shoes on, I wished I had a little slave boy to put them on for me, to kneel and grovel at my feet, to tell me again how beautiful I was, how infinitely desirable, how powerful, how sexy. You can’t have it all, I suppose, at least not all the time. But even just the thought of it, just the memory of the way he spoke to me and the way he looked at me, was enough to keep that excitement glowing inside me like a hot wire in my chest.

Unfortunately alone, I slid my boots on and zipped them up. Standing again, I moved to my dresser and put my glasses on. I could see myself more clearly now, in my complete outfit, and there was no denying that it was pushing the envelope for work. But I knew I would get away with it. I knew no one was going to call me on it. Darren, in fact, would probably enjoy it, and I blushed a little at that thought, knowing how inappropriate it was. It wasn’t him I was trying to impress, I reminded myself. It was Jacob. But after all, it was almost Jacob’s fault that I was even feeling this way. He had drawn me into this, even if he never intended to. He was the one who worshipped me like he did, feeding my ego, getting me addicted to the attention. It’s nice to be noticed. It feels good, sometimes, to be looked at, when it’s on your own terms. And this, of course, was completely and only on my terms.

I didn’t give myself a chance to talk myself out of my outfit and into another one. Instead, I headed quickly for the door, my high heels clicking as I walked to my car, feeling exposed and a little overdressed for such an early hour of the morning, but knowing the effect it was going to have.

It did. Of course; how could it not? The moment I walked into the office, I could feel heads turning, just as they had been all week. Maybe it had gotten to the point where people were waiting for it now, wondering what outrageous outfit the office tramp would be wearing today. I felt a strange surge of conflicting feelings at that thought. That wasn’t what I wanted to be, wasn’t at all what I was going for. I was just trying to turn my boyfriend on, to tease him and remind him what he could have, if he just did as he was told.

But I don’t know; doesn’t every office need someone to spice it up a little? A little bit of eye candy never hurt anyone, did it? And with my new unexpected taste for attention, I was willing to be just that.

The door to Darren’s office was open, as it usually was. I passed by on the way to my own desk; it wasn’t like I had any choice about that. But did I slow down, just a little, in front of his open door? I wasn’t even sure myself.

Either way, he noticed me, standing there framed by the open door. His eyes lifted from the computer screen in front of him, and as they fastened on me, a smile spread across his handsome face. He looked me up and down, not trying all that hard to hide it, and I felt again that little exhibitionist thrill, that little burst of excitement to be the centre of attention again, even for a man I wasn’t interested in.

“Wow,” he said, and I giggled.

Like some vapid floozy, like some office bimbo, parading herself in front of the boss as if she had nothing else to offer. Part of me rebelled at the thought, amazed that it had come to this, and so quickly, too. But I liked it. It was like the opposite of what I was doing with Jacob, always being the demanding dominatrix so completely in control. In some ways, the two men at the office represented two completely different ideals, two different forms of male attention, though both of them were based, I knew, on desire. It was fun to play with it, to see where I could take it, or where it might take me.

There was a split second there where I knew I could just move on, head toward my desk, and leave things at that. It wasn’t like he was going to chase me. He had had his little look, given me his opinion, and that was all it needed to be.

But instead, I turned. I felt the smooth fabric of my stockings sliding together as I walked into his office, swaying just a little – maybe more than just a little – in the high-heeled boots I had worn in this same office yesterday. I stood in front of his desk for a moment, letting him look at me, feeling the most intense excitement washing over me in waves as he looked me up and down, not even trying to hide it. Then, I sat down carefully in the chair in front of his desk, tugging on the skirt of my dress as I crossed my legs, the stockings whispering over one another even more. Even more intensely than the day before, I felt this tension between us, this sense of doing something at once transgressive and delicious. And I wasn’t doing anything. All I was doing was talking to my boss, I told myself, trying to believe it. Even though deep down, I knew that like seemingly everything these days, there was a lot more to it than that.

“You like today’s outfit, boss?”

I didn’t even know where it came from, this flirtatious, coquettish chatter I kept up with him. Even my voice seemed to change, reaching a higher register than it usually did when I was talking to Jacob, giving him orders, humiliating him. Might as well roll over and show him my belly, I thought to myself, feeling a blush in my cheeks as I did.

Darren didn’t blush. He just grinned as he looked at me, and I felt like I could probably guess the thoughts that were going through his head. Was he married? I realized I didn’t even know. But he didn’t know about my secret life outside of work. He didn’t know about my taste for domination and control. To him, I was just some young girl who dressed sexy at the office, some bimbo, and I wondered if he was thinking about the possibilities that might present. I wondered if he thought I was going to give it up to him, impressed by his boyish good looks and his position of authority.

What an absolutely crazy thing to be thinking at work.

“I love it,” he said. “Are you trying to prove to me that those boots can be just as hot as the heels you wore the other day?”

“No,” I said with a smile. “I just felt like wearing something nice. It’s not all about you, you know.”

Darren didn’t take offence. He could tell from my tone that I was joking with him, flirting with him. It was like I couldn’t help it. I didn’t even know what I wanted anymore, except for more of this excitement. More of this feeling of transgression, of taking things to strange places, of seeing just how far I could go.

“Well, point made, even if you weren’t trying to make it,” Darren said. “Have you ever done any kind of sales work?”

His question caught me by surprise, a sudden tonal shift from our previous flirtation to something a lot more businesslike. I shook my head.

“Not unless you count working as a cashier or a waitress.”

“Well, it’s not a million miles away. Sales is sales. I think you’d be good at it.”

“Why? Because I’m young and I dress like this?”

“No, but also yes,” Darren said honestly. “Beauty sells. We all like to pretend that isn’t true, like to pretend we’ve moved on from that world where you just threw a pretty girl at any shitty product and watched sales go through the roof. It’s not that simple anymore. But it’s still true that a beautiful face has a way of opening wallets. But it’s not just that. You’re personable. You’re charming. You’re good at talking to people, and making them feel comfortable. That’s what sales is about.”

“I guess. I never really thought about it before.”

“Well, you should. And I might too.”

There was a pause after he spoke, and I didn’t know quite what to say. He was still looking at me, a speculating expression on his face. Like he was weighing me up, envisioning some future for me I had never considered myself.

“Yeah, maybe I will,” I said noncommittally.

Carefully, I uncrossed my legs and pushed myself up out of the chair. As I turned, heading toward the door of his office, I knew he was watching me. And I wanted that, or at least some part of me wanted that. That sweet rush of attention, the thrill of being desired. As I stepped out of Darren’s office, I could hardly keep the smile off my face.

And that smile only grew wider as I ran into Victoria.

She smiled at me, too, as she always did, that wicked evening smile that made everyone like her instantly. Her eyes looked me up and down, even more brazenly than Darren’s had done. As a woman, she knew she could get away with it. But I returned the favor, giving as good as I got. And remembering the conversation I had had with Jacob the night before, the way he had so easily admitted his attraction to her and been so turned on by the idea of her dominating him, added more of that delicious erotic thrill to our meeting, fuelling my sense of having a secret and absolutely loving it.

Besides, it was as if Victoria had read my mind.

She always dressed well. But today, she had gone for a completely different look from what she usually wore. She had her tight blonde curls hanging loose around her shoulders, like she always did, the golden colour contrasting sharply with the black T-shirt she wore. It had the logo of some band on the front, no one I had ever heard of, and the T-shirt was tucked into a pair of tight black leather pants that clung to her long gorgeous legs, squeezed her hips and her ass, showed off every curve of her body and flaunted just how beautiful she was.

It made my heart soar. Because the doubts I had about my own provocative outfits simply melted away. If the office manager was dressed like this, no one could criticize my own outfit. Victoria wasn’t showing a lot of skin, but what she was showing were curves to make any man drool, and she looked undeniably sexy as she walked toward me, smiling that wicked smile, radiating that confidence and swagger that I envied so much in her, that I wanted so much to emulate myself.

“Wow, you look amazing,” I said as she stood in front of me.

“You’re one to talk,” she said, looking me up and down. “That dress is awesome, and I love the stockings too. I haven’t seen your little friend yet today, but I don’t think he’s going to get much work done with you looking like that.”

I giggled at her words. She was right: as I cast my glance around the office, I noticed that Jacob hadn’t arrived yet. Well, even better. That meant I would get to enjoy his reaction to my appearance whenever he did show up.

“Yeah, well, you’re not exactly looking forgettable yourself,” I said. “I’m gonna have some competition for his attention today, that’s for sure.”

No one else in the office was particularly close to us. If we kept our voices down, we were free to talk this way. And Victoria’s face lit up at my words, that wicked grin growing even wider as she looked at me.

“I’m not sure you should allow that,” she said. “I’m not sure I would.”

“Oh, he can look,” I said, trying to keep my tone light and breezy as if the way we were talking was completely normal, as if this wasn’t the craziest conversation I had ever had in any workplace I had ever been in. “It’s not like he can do anything about it.”

Victoria laughed, and so did I. Just being around her, especially dressed like that, made me almost giddy. It was like a confirmation of everything I was doing, a reminder that I was on the right track, even if it didn’t always feel like it. Even if it often felt like I was going too far, playing with fire, risking too much in my pursuit of excitement. Victoria’s face and her outfit seemed to say the opposite, that it was all okay. That the rewards outweighed any risk, that this thrill was worth chasing. Honestly, I was glad I had her in the office. Maybe things might have been very different without her.

“Yeah, that can be fun, too,” Victoria said with a smirk. “A little teasing never hurt anyone.”

And, still smiling, she stepped away from me. I watched her go, those tight pants clinging to her every curve, stretching and straining around her with every step she took in the high-heeled ankle boots she wore. She looked fantastic. When I put on my outfit that morning, I hadn’t expected competition like this, and it excited me.

Trying to put my naughty thoughts to one side, I headed toward my desk and sat down. Victoria was right about that, too. It wasn’t going to be easy to get any work done with this simmering tension in the air.

And when Jacob arrived, that tension only grew.

His eyes found me as soon as he stepped through the door of the office. He was wearing the same things he usually did, a button-down shirt and a pair of slacks, his normal office outfit. He looked cute, of course, like he always did, and he looked even cuter when his eyes found me across the room.

He walked toward his own desk, inevitably passing close to mine as he did. Lifting a hand, I waggled my fingers at him, smiling as I waved. Only the faintest ghost of a smile showed on his own face, the corners of his lips lifting just a little, as if he wasn’t sure if he should smile. As if he wasn’t sure how to feel.

Good. Again, I had him right where I wanted, and another day at work was just beginning. Teasing and tormenting this submissive guy was almost too easy. And yet, it seemed to get more exciting by the day.


A New Work Project

It had been an interesting morning. Already, and nothing had even happened yet.

But I felt the urge to make something happen. I felt that wild cry of excitement inside me, that feeling that made anything seem possible. And my little chat with Darren and with Victoria, combined with the way my office manager looked, only made it worse. It seemed like everything was allowed, and whatever crazy idea I came up with seemed to work out for the best. Like I couldn’t put a foot wrong.

I knew I needed to be careful. I knew I needed to watch my step. But it was hard to preach caution to myself when following my wildest impulses had worked out so well so far.

And it was absolutely impossible to ignore that tension in the air, that unstoppable excitement that I always felt whenever Jacob was close to me. As usual, he was sitting behind me, at his own desk, with an unobstructed view of me as I pretended to work.

Sure, I answered a few emails. I filled out a few reports. But my mind was a million miles away. Or maybe not that far. Maybe only as far as the next desk over, on the man who adored me, who couldn’t stop watching me and thinking about me and dreaming of what I might allow him to have.

Of course, he couldn’t know it. And I certainly didn’t want him taking anything for granted. But the reality was, I was struggling with myself, knowing I needed release, and as soon as possible. Right behind me, there was a horny man who wanted me badly, who would do seemingly anything to have me, and all I had to do was say the word, and I could have him. I could take him to the bathroom like I had done the day before, have him kneel at my feet and pleasure me like my own personal sex toy, and if I wanted to, I could make him thank me for the opportunity to serve me afterward.

It was such a wild rush to think about, I had to squeeze my thighs together under my desk, feeling how my fishnet stockings squeezed my thighs tightly, feeling how the leather of my knee-high boots rubbed against itself with a kind of groan that echoed my own feelings of unstoppable lust.

I was horny. To put it mildly. And I knew I was going to have to do something about that condition, knew I wasn’t going to get through a full workday as I was. Unable to concentrate, unable to think about anything but sex.

And just like always, crazy ideas circulated in my head. My desire corroded my inhibitions again, and I found myself thinking all kinds of wild thoughts.

I didn’t turn around. I held off on looking at Jacob for as long as I could, after my cheeky little wave to him as he went to work. This was part of it all too, part of the power game, to pretend I didn’t want him just as badly as he wanted me. To pretend I wasn’t thinking about him constantly, my mind endlessly replaying the things we had done last night and before, the way he had looked at me when I tied him up, the way he had begged for me when I made him. I could feel myself getting wet right there at my desk, every nerve in my body seemingly lit up with this crazy excitement.

I thought back to how this had all started. How I had seen those pictures of girls in skimpy leather and latex outfits on Jacob’s work computer, and how I had known right then the kind of man he was. And I bit my lip as I navigated to my browser, activating private mode so that my computer wouldn’t track what was about to be a very unprofessional search history.

How to dominate a man in bed, I googled. And my screen filled up with titles and images that were almost enough to make me blush. But after all, that was the point. That was the whole game, and I was determined now to play it, to take it all the way. Besides, a little bit of research never hurt anyone.

I clicked from page to page, reading blogs, looking at pictures. Even playing a video with the sound off, a man kneeling at the feet of a woman and licking her leather boots clean while she sneered down at him. Jacob was the only person in the office who could see my screen. Still, I kept a finger hovering over the Escape button, ready to bail out the minute anyone else came close.

After a while, I turned to smile over my shoulder at Jacob. And I felt a thrill of excitement to see him already looking at me, looking at my screen, his mouth slightly open, his eyes wide with disbelief at what he was seeing.

I winked at him. Not a gesture I ever made normally, completely out of character for me. But totally in character, I thought, for the dominant goddess I wanted to be. All part of teasing him, driving him wild, working him up to a fever pitch of desire.

And still, somehow, that wasn’t enough.

As I squeezed my legs together under my desk, as I ran a hand over the wide mesh of my fishnet stockings, I looked up to see Victoria striding across the office the way she always did. She always moved with such confidence, such poise, and in her rock chick outfit, it was somehow even more striking than it normally was. She looked like a total goddess, and I remembered our conversation that morning, the naughty chat we had between us. I remembered our conversation when she took me out for lunch, her enthusiasm about the idea of me dominating Jacob. I remembered what she had told me about her own life, the things she had done, the preferences she had.

I was about to do something really naughty. And it was a huge risk; of course I knew that. I was well aware that things might not go in real life the way I pictured them in my head, but I also knew that that was part of the thrill. Part of the point of doing it. Jacob loved to lose control, to surrender himself to me completely, to let go and just experience the wild side of life. And I had my own inclinations in that direction, even if they manifested differently from his.

“Hey Victoria,” I called out, watching the older woman’s head turn toward me, that habitual smile forming on her face already as her eyes found mine. My stomach trembled, my heart vibrating in my chest, the cautious part of my brain screaming at me not to do this while the wilder, kinkier part demanded nothing less.

“Can you come look at this for a minute?”

“Sure.”

Victoria turned on her slender heels, walking across the office with that sexy swagger, her hips swaying from side to side, perfectly visible in the tight leather pants she wore. And with every step she took, my nervousness grew, my finger hovering above that Escape button, part of me so sure that what I was doing was too big a risk, that I was jeopardizing everything just for some new version of the thrill and excitement I was already getting.

But I didn’t do it.

I didn’t turn around, either, but I didn’t need to. I knew that Jacob was watching me, and I could only imagine how much his own heart was rising in the back of his throat, his own fear and nervousness even greater than mine, since he didn’t have the control I did. He didn’t know what I did, not all of it. He didn’t know what a cool chick Victoria was, didn’t know how fun and open-minded she was.

But he knew, of course, how sexy she was. And I could imagine that thought filling his mind even through his doubts and fear as she walked toward us both, circling around my desk to stand beside where I sat and looking down at my screen.

I hadn’t changed anything. By now, I was on some online bondage store, looking at kinky toys and restraints. It couldn’t be more obvious that I wasn’t working, that I was doing something completely inappropriate that in another office, I probably should have been fired for. And I stared up at her face, more nervous than ever, trying to read her expression as her warm brown eyes stared down at the screen, moving just a little from side to side, reflecting its unwholesome glow as she looked at it.

“Ah. I know what this is,” she said.

Her eyes darted toward me, just for a second, and that smile was back on her face, and I felt like I could jump for joy right there where I sat in my seat. I knew then, the moment she smiled at me, that I was going to get away with it again. That another crazy idea had worked out for me, reinforcing my impulse to chase these wild ideas wherever they wanted to lead me. Maybe that wasn’t a good thing. Certainly, it wasn’t prudent. But it was unbelievably exciting, and lately, it was almost like that was all that mattered to me.

“Oh really? I haven’t really come across this before.”

I was painfully aware of the need to watch what we said, to make it so that anything we said could be plausibly taken to be about something work-related. Victoria got it too. She played along, instantly seeing what I was up to and apparently happy to play right along with me.

“Yeah, it comes up sometimes,” she said. “It’s not a big deal. It’s just something to be aware of.”

Standing over me, she leaned forward. And I didn’t immediately realize what she was up to. But then, I heard Jacob shift in his seat, and it all became clear. Victoria was bending forward, as if the only thing on her mind was helping me with my work. But in reality, what she was doing was sticking her ass out, thrusting it back toward Jacob. Her tight leather pants strained over her firm round ass, and I turned to smile at him. I saw his eyes flicker from her backside to me instantly, as if he was afraid to be caught looking. But I didn’t care. Far from it. In some weird way, it turned me on.

I glanced around the office for a second, making sure the coast was clear. Then I turned back to Jacob. I looked pointedly at Victoria’s leather-covered ass, raising my eyebrows and giving it an approving look before I turned back toward him. Teasing him again, of course. Flaunting what I could get away with and he couldn’t, flaunting that amazing body of hers that I knew, after last night’s conversation, he wanted, but we both knew he couldn’t have.

Meanwhile, Victoria paid no attention. Instead, she was staring at my screen, as if she really was trying to help me with work. But what was on the screen had nothing to do with the office.

I turned my attention back to her as I felt her hand brush against mine, the warmth of her skin registering as she moved the mouse my hand was still resting on. I looked at the screen, following the cursor as she used it to circle some steel device. I had never seen one before, but it didn’t take a genius to get its purpose, given the shape. It looked, in a way, like a metal cock, and as Victoria clicked through the pictures, I could see that it was hollow inside. There was even a helpful cartoon to show how it would work in real life, and I felt my cheeks burning with excitement and arousal as I saw that it was a device to lock a man’s cock away.

“Something like this would probably work really well,” she said. And she grinned as she turned her brown eyes on me, that ever-present mischief showing very obviously in her face.

“Yeah, I guess so,” I said. “I just… Never would have thought of that. It might be a bit above my level.”

She smiled as she held my stare.

“You’re a natural. You’ll get the hang of it.”

“That’s more like what I would’ve thought.”

Again, I felt the smooth warm skin of her hand on mine, closing the pictures of the chastity device and moving the cursor instead toward a pair of handcuffs. Heavy black leather things that looked industrial and intimidating, but also probably more comfortable than the zip ties I had used on poor Jacob the night before.

“Hey, there’s nothing wrong with doing what works,” she said. “Classics are classics for a reason.”

“Yeah, I guess so,” I giggled.

“I mean, to be honest, there’s lots of useful stuff in here,” she said, grinning as she took the mouse back and clicked through the items on sale in the sex store.

She hovered over a leather collar with a leash, and my heart quickened at the thought of it. I knew this kind of thing went on, of course, but imagining leading Jacob around on a leash still seemed absolutely crazy to me. Would he want such a thing? Would I? I guess that was part of the fun, figuring out together where the lines were and what we really wanted from each other. These days, it felt like the thrill of discovery was never going to stop. When every new thing I tried went as well as this, how could you not get carried away? As if every wild idea that entered my head was automatically a good one. It was a dangerous way to think. But it was a delicious idea to ponder all the same.

Victoria straightened up. Perfectly poised in her high-heeled ankle boots, she turned toward Jacob. I swiveled in my seat to watch, sensing more fun coming. Lately, it was like this older woman and me were completely on the same wavelength, and it was so much fun to have her as a kind of partner in crime.

He looked at her nervously, like he had been caught doing something he shouldn’t have been. Maybe that was exactly what had happened. Maybe she had turned quickly enough to see him looking at her ass in her tight pants, and I knew that was what she wanted, but still, I could see how it would make him nervous, too. But she was still smiling that famous smile, as confident and poised as always as she looked down at my desperate, horny boy toy.

“What about you, Jacob? You need any help with anything?”

I tried not to giggle as I sat there, watching them. I could imagine, all too clearly, what was going through Jacob’s mind at that moment. I can imagine his cock swelling under his desk, as he looked at me and looked at her, thinking about what he would do to us if given the chance. Thinking about what we might make him do, more like it. The two of us, teaming up to dominate my submissive little pet. Just the thought of it was enough to make me even wetter as I sat at my desk, failing miserably to even pretend that I was thinking about work.

“Uh, no. Thanks. I’m okay.”

“Well, just let me know if you need something, okay?”

“Yeah, will do.”

Maybe I was the only one to notice the catch in his voice as he spoke, the hint of desperation, of wild sexual frustration. Then again, maybe not. From the look on her face, Victoria seemed to recognize it for exactly what it was, and it pleased her.

I thought again of what she had told me, of how her first husband had been submissive but her current one wasn’t, and how she sometimes missed giving the orders. Maybe, by telling our office manager about the kinky sex life I was enjoying with Jacob, I had awakened something in her, and if that was the case, I didn’t feel bad about it in the slightest. I remembered the fantasy I had indulged in the previous night, the thought of making Jacob the office bitch, a horny submissive male trained to kneel at the feet of every woman in the place. And I knew he was thinking of the same thing. That fantasy had now come a small step closer to reality, and I knew without any doubt that I was absolutely making his head spin with all this teasing.

“Great,” Victoria said.

She flashed one last meaningful look in my direction as she turned away, striding back across the office workstation. I had to fight hard to resist the urge to turn toward Jacob, to share my disbelief at what had just happened and my excitement at what it all meant. I had to try, for appearances’ sake, to stay focused on the screen in front of me, to close the window with the online sex store and return to some semblance of productivity. But more than ever, I could feel the tension, feel that fire in the air, feel Jacob’s presence behind me and his attention on me like it was some form of heat.

And time was creeping by. The morning had slid past in a kind of blur of excitement, and now, it was getting toward the middle of the day, and in my feverishly excited brain, I knew what that meant. Lunch time.

I slid my phone out of my bag, placing it on the desk in front of me. Still, I resisted the urge to turn around and look at Jacob. Still, I felt like he was watching my every move, entranced by what had just happened. Reaching for my phone again, I typed out a message to him and sent it, and heard the buzz of his phone behind me, and heard him typing out a reply.

My phone was on silent to make it less obvious that we were texting each other to anyone who might be watching. But I smiled as I saw his message. I had told him to come with me for lunch, and he had readily agreed. Just like I knew he would.

I stood up from my desk and smiled in his direction before heading for the door. He waited for me to go, knowing just as I did that we had to keep a lid on things as much as we could. I went and sat in my car, waiting for him to emerge from the office. When he did, he headed to his own car, and as I drove out of the parking lot, he followed me.

I watched him in the rearview mirror as I drove through the city streets. We weren’t going far. I pulled up in front of a hotel, and he parked in the space beside me, climbing out of his car as I climbed out of mine.

“Seriously?”

“Seriously,” I said.

And without giving myself time to think, without giving him time to argue, I began walking across the parking lot, toward the door of the hotel. He quickly caught up with me, walking beside me, and I went straight up to the front desk, trying to channel Victoria’s confidence and poise as I asked the clerk for a room.

“We have something on the third floor,” she said.

“It’s available now?”

“Yeah, it’s open.”

“Pay her.”

I turned to Jacob as I spoke, and straightaway, he reached for his wallet. No questions. No hesitation. He knew where this was going, and it was exactly what he wanted.

Once the room was paid for, the clerk gave us the key card, and Jacob followed me toward the elevator. We rode in near silence, both of us riding the same wave of excitement as we stepped out of the elevator and down the hall, into a hotel room to look the same as almost every other I had ever been in.

We weren’t there for the view.

As the door swung shut behind Jacob, I turned to him and kissed him. I wrap my arms around him, pressing my lips against his, sliding my tongue into his mouth, and he groaned softly, finally getting what he had been waiting so long for. His hands travelled over my body, sliding over my dress, over those fishnet stockings, and I almost trembled where he stood, feeling the wild thrill of what was about to happen, that sexual tension that I had been building between us all day finally finding its outlet in each other’s bodies.

Taking him by the hand, I led him toward the bed. He eagerly followed, and as I turned, I could see the bulge of his cock in the front of his dress pants. Standing in front of the bed, I let go of his hand and pointed to the floor at my feet.

“Kneel.”

Of course, he did. He didn’t hesitate, and it was like he had no choice at all in the matter. He had to do it, compelled by his desperate lust, his body moving all by itself, never giving him the chance to even think about it. He dropped to his knees in front of me, and I felt that wild swell of power, that surge of arrogant control, that made me feel so beautiful and so sexy as I stood above him, able to dominate him with just a single word.

“Tell me how badly you want me.”

“Oh my God, Mistress Emily, you’re driving me crazy,” he said, while I laughed. “You’re so unbelievably hot. You’re all I think about. I’m obsessed.”

“Of course you are. You’re a simp. That’s what simps do. They drool over women they know are out of their league. Like me. Like Victoria.”

Jacob blinked as he looked up at me. He couldn’t exactly be surprised. I had seen the way he looked at her, and we both knew the things we had said last night. Still, he seemed cautious now, afraid of saying the wrong thing. He probably should be, I thought to myself with excitement. He was completely in my power now, and we both knew it.

“I bet you wish she was here right now, don’t you? Imagine kneeling in front of both of us, begging for sex. Imagine how humiliating that would be.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

Jacob’s voice was ragged as he spoke, the sexual tension he could feel almost making him shake.

“Strip,” I ordered.

And, not waiting to even see if he obeyed, as if it was a foregone conclusion, I turned away from him and walked across the hotel room. In the closet, I found two cheap bathrobes, and I pulled the belts out of them, holding them in one hand. I turned back to him to see him struggling out of his clothes, leaving them in a pile on the floor as he continued to kneel in front of the bed. Stark naked now, and rockhard, his cock throbbing in the empty air, just like I knew it would be.

“You know the drill. Hands behind your back.”

And of course, Jacob did it. Without a second thought, without hesitation.

I stepped behind him and crouched down on the floor. He grunted as I wrapped one of the bathrobe belts around his wrists, pulling it tight, tying a knot, then wrapping the loose end around and around again before tying that off too, just above his hands. I wanted it tight. I wanted it inescapable. I wanted him to feel as completely in my power as he had been last night, as totally helpless to resist me as he always was. My simp, my toy to use for my own perverse pleasure. Exactly what he wanted to be.

Once he was tied up, I stood. I circled around in front of him, still holding the other bathrobe cord in my hand. Then I bent over him, using one hand to tilt his chin up while I draped the bathrobe cord around his neck and tied that, too, in a loose knot.

Straightening up, I held the other end of the bathrobe cord, letting it hang slack between us. And he gazed up at me with that hungry look in his eyes again, not knowing where this was going but knowing there was nothing he could do to stop it. Knowing he didn’t want to.

“Looks like I’ve got you where you belong. On your knees, at the end of my leash. How does it feel, simp?”

“It feels… I don’t even know, Mistress Emily. It’s fucking hot. You’re so fucking gorgeous.”

“Yeah? Well maybe you should be licking my boots then.”

This time, he hesitated, but barely. We both knew he had no choice. Total obedience to my crazy commands was the only way for him to get what he wanted, and that meant his fate was sealed. Resisting me meant denying the most powerful force in his universe at the moment, and we both knew that was beyond him.

At the end of my leash, he bowed down to me. I laughed, drunk with power, as he ran his tongue over the leather of my boots. I fished my phone out of my bag, taking a photo of him groveling in front of me, desperately licking the leather of my shoes as he begged me for sex.

“Please, Mistress Emily,” he groaned between kisses, and I playfully tugged on the bathrobe cord tied around his neck.

“Please what, simp?”

“Please fuck me, Mistress Emily.”

I laughed again as I raised one foot from the floor, tapping the toe of my boot against his throbbing cock and making him moan even louder.

“Such a desperate, horny boy, aren’t you? Well, you know it doesn’t work like that. First, you need to make me happy.”

Still holding the cord tied around his neck, I reached up under my dress. I pulled my panties down, and he watched them slide over my fishnet stockings, over the boots he was kissing, dropping to the floor until I stepped out of them.

Then, I lifted my dress, pulling it slowly up above the tops of my stockings, up above my hips, exposing my dripping pussy in front of him. And he stared at it as if it was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen, as if everything he had ever wanted in life lay between my legs right then.

“Make me cum first, and then maybe I’ll consider giving you what you want.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

He didn’t hesitate. He just shuffled forward on his knees, desperately eager to do what I ordered. And I smiled as my slave boy devoted himself to my pleasure all over again.


Afternoon Delight

I moaned in pleasure as Jacob’s tongue went to work on me. Not just the physical sensation, as great as that was. But what it meant. That intoxicating feeling of power and control, that sense of being able to do whatever I wanted with him, knowing he couldn’t resist me at all. I knew by now that these games were every bit as mental as they were physical, and I loved every aspect of them. All of it made me happy all of it made me feel alive.

I sat there on the hotel bed, my legs spread with Jacob’s face buried between them, and my breathing steadily grew faster, his tongue reaching that spot of pure pleasure inside me. My pussy spasmed against his now, pleasure pulsating inside me, leading me on to a conclusion we both knew was coming. And it felt so naughty, doing it like that, there in the middle of the day, still in our clothes from work.

It was so hot, this sense that we couldn’t keep our hands off each other, not to mention other parts of our bodies. Because I was as addicted to Jacob as he was to me, even if it manifested differently for each of us. There was nothing like the way he made me feel. No equal in either of our experience for the thrill we were chasing. His eager submission brought something dark and sexy out of me, and given how good it felt, my only regret was that I hadn’t done this earlier.

I moaned with pleasure, holding nothing back. I wanted him to hear, especially. I wanted him to hear what he was doing to me and to want the same pleasure himself, and not to get it, not yet. To know, like he always did, that my pleasure came first. The pleasing me was all that mattered, all he had to think about, and the only path to him getting what he wanted.

I moaned again, moans that were ragged at the edges, the pleasure overwhelmingly. The bliss of it all sweeping over me, rewarding me all over again for what I had done, the whole world seeming to encourage me to keep pursuing this insane adventure. Fine by me.

I was going to cum, and that was all I wanted. It seemed a lifetime ago now that I had been unable to do that like this, or unwilling to. I hadn’t thought of myself as all that inhibited, but now, with him, I was learning just how much I had been holding back. Now, for the first time in my life, I was taking exactly what I wanted and not even thinking about how it made me seem or how it might look to anyone else. That was part of the fun of it, the thrill of it, being entirely selfish and knowing it only made me sexier to this desperate horny man I had at my mercy.

I released all that pent-up energy in a wild cry as my orgasm swept over me. I trembled where I sat on the bed, my legs shivering around Jacob’s head, my pleasure reaching its crashing crescendo while he kept his tongue moving on my sex, maintaining that blissful rhythm that had taken me over the edge. Then, he backed off a little, letting me catch my breath. I looked down at him through eyes that were slightly blurry. Despite everything we had done, despite all the times we had played these games, it still amazed me. It still took me by surprise, this crazy power I had, this unstoppable sex appeal he seemed to see in me. And sometimes, especially at times like this, I found myself wondering what I looked like through his eyes, wishing I could see myself the way he did. If he thought of me in anything like the way he looked at me seemed to suggest, I felt like I had to be some kind of radiant goddess to him, some unbelievably desirable sexual genius.

I wasn’t done. I was just recovering. These days, greedy as I was, one big orgasm was never enough. I knew I didn’t have to settle for just that. I knew I could and should demand more, and that that demanding was as much for him as it was for me. He’d be disappointed if I was less greedy than he hoped.

Of course, I knew what he wanted. There was no way to miss it or mistake it. His cock was right in front of me, sticking up right from between his legs, almost painfully swollen, practically begging for release. And that was exactly what I intended to give it. But I didn’t have to tell him that, not right away. Letting him wait, letting him stew, was such a fun part of the dance for me, and I knew that it only made things hotter for him, too.

He sat back on his knees as I stood up. I took off my dress, with him watching my every move, of course, fixated as he always was by my body, and never more so than at times like this. His focus and his appetite completely absorbed, his whole world shrinking down to nothing but me at the centre of it. I liked to tease him, to call him my simp, to say that he was obsessed with me. But at times like this, he really was. It felt as though a bomb could go off, and he wouldn’t even notice. Like he would just stay there on his knees, staring longingly at me.

At my dress full to the floor, I took off my underwear too. But I kept wearing my fishnet stockings and the knee-high leather boots they vanished into. I know what my boy toy likes. He was such a visual creature, and that was what got him into this trouble with me in the first place, and I intended to take full advantage of his fetishes and desires.

He watched, saying nothing, until I stood towering over him, naked except for my footwear. I could practically feel his desperate fire, his relentless list, and combined with his helplessness, his inability to do anything about it, it made the air in that hotel room sing an increasingly familiar song of pure lust.

Reaching down, I took hold of the bathrobe cord I had tied around his neck, that now dangled limp like a necktie against his chest. I tugged on it, making the rope grow tight between us, and he stared up at me with that same silent intensity, that same look of unstoppable desire. Like he was my little pet on a leash, I thought to myself with an inner giggle, a little shiver of lust. Because of course, that was exactly what he was. He was whatever I wanted him to be, whatever I decided to do with him. I had him in the palm of my hand, and there was nowhere else he wanted to be but here with me, in this hotel room on our lunch break from work, having crazy sex while our colleagues ate packed lunches and chatted about last night’s TV.

“Come here,” I said, keeping my voice soft as I tugged a little on the bathrobe cord. At once, Jacob rose to his feet, struggling a little with his hands tied behind him. Of course, I made no move to help him. I wasn’t there to make things easy on him. Quite the opposite.

As he stood, I moved back toward the bed. Still holding the bathrobe cord, I pulled it over my shoulder as I climbed onto the mattress, facing away from him. Positioning myself on all fours, I leaned forward, arching my back and thrusting my ass back toward him. And the way he gasped in pleasure at the sight of my body displayed for him like that sent another little shock wave of excitement tearing through me, lighting me up again with all those naughty feelings of pure excitement.

He knew what to do, of course. He didn’t need my gentle but firm pressure on the bathrobe cord around his neck, pulling him toward me. Jacob stepped closer, and I reached back between my legs, spreading my knees further apart as he took his cock in my hand. He groaned at my touch, and I groaned too as I guided him into me, feeling that delicious swelling, the way my dripping sex adjusted itself to his size, accommodating him inside me. I could feel the warmth of his manhood, its slightly yielding rigidity, as I rocked back against him, and he moaned again as my ass pressed against his body, standing firm behind me, thrusting his hips forward as far as he was able to feel more of that delicious sensation of sex we were sharing.

“Come on, simp, fuck me,” I gasped. And he gasped too, breathless with bliss as he plunged his cock into me, more forcefully with every thrust. Soon, the hotel bed was shaking and swaying with the ferocity of our passion, and I was screaming again, letting him know just how good he was making me feel, as if the wild spasming of my pussy around his cock wasn’t already enough to tell him that.

The angle was a little awkward. And frankly, I found myself missing the feel of his hands on my body, holding me close. But it was worth it. It was worth it to maintain the delicate power structure we had worked out, that turned us both on so much, where I took what I wanted and he did what he was told. And even now, penetrating me, he was still my toy, still an object for me to use, and we both got off on that so much, our mingled cries of pleasure soon vibrating back from the blank hotel room walls.

I was close, again. But not close enough. And I had him gasp again as I leaned forward, his cock sliding out of my dripping pussy, the thick head spreading my lips even further apart on the way out and making me moan even more.

“Get up here,” I snarled, pulling more forcefully on the cord around his neck. The more excited I got, the easier it became to boss him around, to be the sneering, snarling dominatrix I knew he wanted me to be. And he made it easy, too, by being so sweetly submissive, by being so blindly obedient, as if he would jump off a cliff if I told him to.

He climbed onto the bed, one knee at a time. Still holding the bathroom cord, I shuffled back on my own knees, making room for him. Once he was on the bed, I wrapped the bathrobe cord around my fist and used both hands to push him down on the mattress. It wasn’t the first time I had done that, and just like every time, he mutely allowed it. He welcomed it, I knew. His mind was full of hope for what came next, and this time, at least, he was right.

I all but threw him down on the mattress. I pushed him down as if it wasn’t exactly what he wanted, exactly what he had been dreaming of all day while he ogled me from behind his desk, his mind full of wild thoughts of the things we had done together. The bathrobe cord lay draped across his chest, with me still holding its other end in my hand, like a symbol of my crazy power over him. His bound hands were trapped beneath him as he lay on his back, rendering him even more helpless, even more at my mercy. As I climbed on top of him, I felt like a queen taking her rightful place on her throne, entitled to all the pleasure I could take from his body, to all the power he was willing to give me.

I reached down underneath me, taking hold of his cock again. I could feel my own juices on his shaft, the slick witness of the sex we had had, and the wild heat of his arousal in my palm. I smiled down at him, and the way he stared up at me, it felt like I had his whole life in my hands.

I shuddered as I guided his cock inside me. Now that I was sitting on top of him, facing him, the angle was different, his manhood reaching different places than it had from behind a moment before. And I loved it. I loved every minute of it, losing myself in this ecstasy that no matter how many times I felt it, never lost even one ounce of its magic and thrill.

I rocked up and down on top of him. Slowly, at first, but not for long. Soon, just like always, I was giving in completely to the excitement of sex, riding up and down on Jacob’s cock like there was nothing more important, nothing more meaningful than that pleasure. Always chasing that wild high, always looking for the next peak of orgasmic bliss.

It was coming. It was coming fast and hard, feeling my body with that familiar fire, the growing ache that becomes almost unbearable right before the blissful release.

I sobbed with pleasure as I came again, my pussy gripping tight around Jacob’s cock, and he groaned underneath me, squirming on the mattress where I had him tied up, his eyes squeezed shut, but only for a moment, before snapping open to look at me again. He could never look away for long. He couldn’t deny himself the sight of me, naked and flushed with pleasure, riding his cock to ecstasy.

He came too, looking right at me as he did. Growling and groaning as he buried his excitement inside me, pumping his cum deep inside my body while I yelled and shrieked on top of him. As our shared climax slowly faded, I fell down on the bed next to him, wrapping my arms around him. More than ever, I wanted him to hold me.

“Roll over,” I said, my voice an urgent whisper, and, directed by my hands, Jacob rolled over onto his side. Hurriedly, I untied the bathrobe cord that bound his wrists together, animated by a different hunger now. And he seemed to know what I wanted, without needing to say a word. Rolling over toward me, he wrapped his arms around me, pulling me close, and I breathed out a long sigh of pleasure as I nestled my head against his chest.

It felt like I could stay there forever. That was one thing, I noticed, that hadn’t changed. No matter how dark the sex we had was, no matter how kinky and outrageous, there was no way not to feel those feelings of closeness after we had cum together. There was no way not to feel something for the man lying next to me, who practically worshiped me with every breath he took.

Feelings are complicated. I still didn’t know exactly where we were in an emotional sense. There was no disputing that our sex was off the charts, the best I had ever had, and sometimes, pleasure like that can confuse you. It can make you think there’s something there when there isn’t, just because you’re so addicted to the way it makes you feel. Believe me, I’ve been there.

But with Jacob, it felt like more. Yet we barely knew each other. All we knew, really, was that we had sexual chemistry unlike any either of us had experienced before. But did I like him for more than just that?

I turned my head toward him, smiling at him as I kissed him. And he kissed me back, and the way he kissed me helped to melt my doubts away. He felt something for me, too, beyond unstoppable desire. There was no way he could kiss me like that and not feel at least something.

But we couldn’t stay there forever, no matter how much I might want to. In the rush of what we were doing, the thrill of the sex we were having, it was easy to forget everything else, but after all, this was a workday, and our lunch break, and we needed to get back to the office.

Still, I felt like if I had suggested it, Jacob would be more than willing to forget about work and instead spend the day with me in the hotel room he had paid for, exploring each others’ bodies and the full rush of submission and control.

“I guess we’d better get back,” I said softly. Jacob nodded slowly, his eyes still moving over my face at close range. Like he couldn’t tear himself away. I absolutely loved the way he looked at me, no matter when it was. Whether it was when he was staring at me with that almost predatory glare, when he wanted me so badly while I was teasing him. Or at times like this, when he was satiated but still not exhausted, when his desire for me was still apparent, but more muted, less ferocious, softer.

It wasn’t the first time it occurred to me that I was really onto something here, that there was real potential in this guy who, once upon a time, I might not even have considered as a potential mate. It’s funny how things turn out sometimes.

“Do we have to?”

I smiled.

“I know, I’d rather not either,” I said, my hands straying over the warm skin of his chest as I spoke. I could feel the air filling his lungs as he breathed, felt like I could feel the slow steady rhythm of his heartbeat under my hand, as if our bodies were inextricably linked, almost the same thing. “But we have to.”

I felt the long sigh he let out as his chest heaved under my hand, and I rolled away from him. I was still wearing my boots, and the high heels caught in the sheet as I moved toward the edge of the bed and stood up. I went to the bathroom to clean myself up, standing in front of the mirror and trying to adjust my makeup to look less like what I was: a woman who had just been soundly fucked. It wouldn’t do, after all, to go back to the office glowing from sex, letting everyone know what I had just been up to. Even if I knew there was no reason to keep our relationship secret from our coworkers. Victoria already knew, and not only didn’t mind, but she seemed to think it was awesome. No one else’s opinion really mattered, as far as I was concerned. Still, that was no reason to throw it in everyone’s face.

Deciding my makeup looked as good as it was going to get, I moved back to the hotel room to find Jacob sitting up on the side of the bed, half-dressed. As I picked up my dress off the floor and slid it on, I smiled at the thought that this felt so adult, so grown up. This naughty affair we were having right under everyone’s noses, going to an anonymous hotel room to have kinky fun before returning to work. It gave me such a lift, really made me feel like my life was an exciting adventure.

Fully dressed now, I returned the bathrobe cords to the closet with a sly little smile. Jacob, fully dressed now, stood, and as we headed toward the door, he took me in his arms again. He kissed me with that same deep, burning passion, that same desperate intensity, and my resolve wavered. The bed was right there, after all, and despite the orgasms we had shared, I still wanted more. It felt like it was never enough, could never be enough, that the more of this excitement I got, the more I would want, the two of us driving each other wild with a desire that knew no limits.

But we had to get going.

I try to avoid the questioning eyes of the front desk clerk as we walked through the lobby, heading toward our separate cars. Jacob had rented the room for the whole day, but we were already done with it. I got behind the wheel of my own vehicle, pulling out of the parking lot, and in the rearview mirror, I saw Jacob behind me, following me.

We got back to the office more or less together. Maybe we should have staggered our arrival, to avoid suspicion, but it was too late now. I didn’t even look at him as I got out of my car and walked toward the door. I felt like if I did, I would give the entire game away.

But I knew he was right behind me, and I could imagine all too clearly him looking at my ass, at my legs, watching my body in my cute little dress, thinking about what he had just done to me, about what he would like to do to me again, the moment he got the chance.

As I stepped back into the office, Victoria walked toward me. As always, she had that smile on her face, and I told myself that her expression was always like that. She always seemed to know a secret the rest of us didn’t, to be thinking something a little bit naughty, a little bit exciting. It was nothing to do with my own feelings of guilt, I told myself. But it wasn’t easy as she sauntered toward me in her tight leather pants and her high heels, her outfit every bit as sexy as mine as she stood in front of me.

“Good lunch?” she said. And the way she smiled made me wonder if there was more to the question than there seemed to be.

“Yeah, not bad,” I said.

Behind me, Jacob stepped through the door of the office, and Victoria’s glowing eyes darted toward him, just for a minute. Then, as he walked past her on his way to his desk, she turned her stare back on me.

She knew. I couldn’t say how, or why I was so sure of it. But she did. She could see right through me, and her ever-present smile seemed to suggest that she liked what she saw, but I still felt my cheeks reddening with embarrassment as I stood in front of my boss, trying without much success not to think about the sex I had just had.

“Glad to hear it,” she said. “In fact, I’d like to hear more about it.”

Reaching out her hand, she took me by the arm. She turned, gently guiding me across the office. Bewildered, I went with her, listening to the rhythmic creaking of her tight leather pants as she guided me between the desks.

As she steered me toward the breakroom, I looked over at Jacob. His eyes moved as he watched us both make our way across the office, the same uncertainty I felt showing on his face.

But Victoria wasn’t uncertain. Never. She never seemed to doubt what she was doing, never seemed to question her own decisions. And now, with that same confidence, she led me into the breakroom and sat down at the table.

I sat down across from her. We were the only people there. Lunch was over, and everyone had returned to their desks to get on with work. We could be confident in having the room to ourselves, at least for a while.

“You naughty girl.”

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

But I knew that my blush gave me away. That, and the smile I couldn’t stop from creeping across my face, my lips spreading and rising just like hers as she sat back in her chair, folding her arms under her breasts.

“Yeah, right,” she said. “Like I couldn’t tell. When you both came walking in here with that guilty look on your face, like you’ve just been caught with your hands in the cookie jar. Tell me about it. Where did you go?”

I hesitated, part of me still thinking I could lie my way out of this. Part of me still wanting to. But there was that part I had experienced before, too, the part that enjoyed sharing this wild adventure I was on. Victoria, after all, had been nothing but sympathetic. She had done her share of crazy stuff too. I knew she wasn’t asking to judge me, but to share in the excitement of it all.

“A hotel.”

“Nice. I’m a little bit impressed. He didn’t just try to have you in his car?”

“No,” I said, blushing again.

“What a gentleman.”

Victoria looked me up and down then, that speculative look showing on her face again. Like she was sizing me up, measuring me the purposes I couldn’t guess.

“You’re young, and you’re having fun,” she said. “I think it’s awesome. But be careful. You don’t want to have sex with him too much.”

I looked at her in astonishment, but for once, her face was serious. The ever-present smile now showed only at the corners of her lips, and sparkled just a little in the depths of her eyes.

“What do you mean?”

“Give a man what he wants too often, and he starts to take it for granted. He starts to get lazy. I know you know how to tease him, but don’t forget where your power comes from. Sometimes, it comes from saying no.”

From anyone else, this unsolicited advice might have seemed completely unacceptable, well outside the bounds of the relationship we had. But somehow, from her, it didn’t. I honestly believed that she genuinely had my best interests at heart. And yes, there was a little bit of voyeuristic interest in it for her, too. But I didn’t mind that. In fact, to be honest, it made what we were doing together seem even sexier, if a woman like her was interested in it.

“Can you stay behind late tonight, to help me work on a project?”

“Uh, yeah, I guess so,” I said, struggling to keep up with this tonal shift.

But Victoria’s wicked smile soon convinced me that whatever she had in mind, it wasn’t going to be all that professional.

“Good. I’m going to ask your boy toy to stay too. Let’s have a little fun, shall we?”


Sharing Him With Her Boss

What is she up to?

I picked up my phone from my desk as it buzzed, and saw a message from Jacob. He was sitting right behind me as always, but we used our phones to talk in private. And of course, he didn’t need to explain what he was talking about.

As I followed Victoria out of the breakroom, I had watched her walk toward Jacob’s desk. I watched her leather pants cling to her thighs and her ass, watched the way her curvaceous body swayed with every step she took. I could see Jacob looking at her, and I felt like I could see the strain on his face from trying not to look at her the way I was. From trying not to show the hunger in him, the desire for her as well as for me.

Her outfit, of course, was right up his alley. It was exactly those kind of fetishistic formfitting clothes I had seen on the girls on his computer that had convinced me that he might be submissive. Now, Victoria knew, and I wondered if her outfit today was part of that. If so, that only made it sexier.

I watched her stand in front of his desk and bend down toward him slightly, her blond curls hanging down on either side of her face. I didn’t hear what she said, but I saw him nod slowly. And as she turned away from his desk, Victoria flashed me her characteristic beaming smile, and I smiled back, a little more nervously, as I took my seat, ready to at least pretend to be getting on with some work again.

Then Jacob texted me.

I have no idea, I typed back. But I think it might be fun?

There was a long pause. I forced myself not to turn around, not to look at him. I still didn’t want to make it too obvious that we were dating. Victoria knew all about it, but that didn’t mean everyone had to. Still, it was terribly hard not to look at him, not to try and guess what he was thinking by the expression on his face.

Fun?

Yeah. I mean, look at her.

There was no answer to that, and I didn’t really expect one. Jacob knew he was on dangerous ground. He couldn’t pretend our office manager didn’t look incredibly sexy in her skintight leather pants and high heels, but he was wary of praising her looks too much to me for fear of making me jealous. And maybe I should have been. Maybe that would have been more normal, more understandable. But I really wasn’t. More than anything, I was excited. I didn’t exactly know what Victoria had in mind, but I knew that she had some wild ideas. Wilder than me, maybe. And as crazy as it was, I wanted to see where this led. I wanted to see how far we could take this, what new direction we might explore with this woman who was our boss.

With my phone silent beside me, I went back to work. I’m not going to say I got a lot done, but maybe I was getting used to working like this. Getting used to trying to ignore a near-constant buzz of sexual excitement, a kind of low-level temptation glowing inside me all day long. Weirdly, it was starting to become part of my work environment, as much a part of the background of the office as the smell of coffee from the breakroom and the low murmur of my coworkers’ voices around me.

And the time kept ticking on.

Victoria didn’t come too close to our part of the office for the rest of the day. She busied herself with her own tasks, moving from one desk to another or sitting at her own desk, working on her computer. Once or twice, she looked in my direction and smiled, but there was nothing unusual about that. It was only me, knowing what was behind it, that suspected anything out of the ordinary.

The end of the day finally came, and the office emptied out. I stayed behind, just like Victoria had asked. And so did Jacob. He might have his doubts, his fears, his hesitations, but he knew, or at least suspected, what I did. That Victoria was a sexy older woman with a kinky side, and that whatever she had in mind for us, it might well be fun.

Finally, there were just the three of us there. Me, Jacob, and her. And for a little while longer, Victoria sat behind the desk, clicking away on her computer, ignoring us while the parking lot outside emptied out, our coworkers all gone home for the day.

Then, at last, she lifted her eyes from her screen and looked across the room at us.

She stood up. I didn’t even try to hide the way my eyes lingered on her body as she walked toward us, strutting as if she was on a catwalk. Her high-heeled ankle boots gave her a sexy walk anyway, but I felt like she was exaggerating her fluid movements, swinging her hips and wiggling her butt more than she needed to. Trying to be seductive.

It was working.

And again, I surprised myself by my lack of jealousy. I was watching her, of course, but not in the same way I knew Jacob was. With me, it was admiration more than it was desire. But with him, I didn’t doubt, it was naked lust. I didn’t need to turn around to face him to see that.

Victoria swayed her way toward my desk. Reaching it, she turned and sat down on its edge, those wickedly tight leather pants growing even tighter as her body moved underneath them. The way the light bounced off them seemed to draw the eye to the curves she intended to show off, and as I sat there at my desk, I wondered if I was starting to sympathize with Jacob’s little kink for girls in shiny outfits. Maybe, sharing the crazy sex that we did, it was inevitable that a little bit of his taste would start to affect me, too. Not that I’m into girls. But if I was, I knew I could do a lot worse than a sexy MILF like Victoria.

Finally, I turned to look at Jacob. His eyes snapped from Victoria to me, as if he were afraid of being caught looking. But I didn’t mind. Really, I felt like there would have to be something wrong if he didn’t look at her. She was exactly what he liked, dressed in those shiny leather pants, a confident, sexy goddess practically designed to turn him on.

“Jacob, go get us some coffee.”

I bit my lip as she spoke. Victoria was our boss at work, but she was never bossy in the office. She was much more of a collaborative type leader. That made the change in her voice all the more striking as she gave him an order, and I knew what it would do to him. I knew what it did to me. Again, I could feel that excitement rising inside me, that sense of possibility filling my brain again, even more powerfully this time. All the kinky, crazy things I had done with Jacob, and now, it felt like we stood on the precipice of something else, something even wilder, even naughtier, even more thrilling.

And he did it. Maybe I shouldn’t have doubted it. Maybe I didn’t. I was living proof that Jacob couldn’t resist a direct order from a pretty girl, and besides, it wasn’t like he had any reason to refuse.

“Okay,” he said, and stood up from his seat. Victoria smiled as she watched him go, watched him heading toward the breakroom, doing as he was told. Once he had disappeared through the doorway, she turned to me.

“Okay, so I have a crazy idea,” she said, speaking low and fast, trying to get her words out before he came back. “I told you I miss bossing boys around, but my husband isn’t into it. Can I play with him, just a little? I don’t mean sex; I just mean a bit of teasing. You know, drive him a little bit crazy. The two of us.”

I bit my lip again. What she was saying did sound crazy, but on the other hand, it wasn’t like it surprised me. Why else had she asked us to stay behind? The moment she said it, I knew it wasn’t work that was on her mind.

And the idea seemed to hover in front of me, a wild promise of some unbelievable adventure that I could hardly even imagine, but couldn’t help feeling excited for. It didn’t escape me, either, that she was asking me, not him. As if everything was up to me, as if whatever we did was my choice. Which I supposed was true. And that idea only made it hotter, my desire once again triumphing over my inhibitions and making the most outrageous ideas seem like good ones.

“Okay,” I giggled, watching Victoria’s face light up with excitement.

I said it quickly, not giving myself a chance to talk myself out of it. These days, that was often how I approached big decisions like this. And this felt like the biggest one yet, the most outrageous twist yet to our increasingly naughty sex life. Part of me was nervous, as always, but as always, there was the part that wanted nothing more.

Victoria smiled smugly as she sat more upright on my desk, meshing her fingers together and hooking her hands over one knee, her leg crossed over the other. The sharp high heels of her boots dangled above the floor, and I turned to smile at Jacob as he emerged from the breakroom with a cup of coffee in each hand. Victoria watched him, smiling as always, and he looked nervous as he carried our drinks toward us and set them down on his own desk, since Victoria was occupying so much of mine.

“Oh my God, is that a hard-on?”

I burst out laughing at her words. I didn’t know what I had expected, but I hadn’t expected that. And yet, as I looked at Jacob, I could see that she was right. I could see a bulge in the front of his pants, even as he bent forward slightly, trying to hide it. And I wasn’t the least bit surprised. What she was doing, the way she was acting, being so cool and confident and commanding, was more or less designed to push Jacob’s buttons. Our sexy boss knew exactly what she was doing. And he was helpless to control even his own body, his manhood responding to the sight of her just as it did to the sight of me, whether he wanted it to or not.

“It is,” I confirmed, smiling at Jacob as I spoke. There was a stricken expression on his face as he turned from Victoria to me and back again, looking completely bewildered by what was happening, caught completely by surprise. But that bulge in his pants told me we were heading in the right direction. He was turned on, and I knew exactly how to use that. And it seemed like Victoria did, too.

“That’s naughty, isn’t it? Getting hard for your boss like that. Are you thinking about fucking me, you little pervert?”

It was so outrageous, I almost gasped. Even though I talked to Jacob like that myself, and knew he loved it. Hearing it from her was totally different. It made it seem even more shocking, even more outrageous to be on the outside, looking in. When you’re caught up in the moment, you can kind of lose yourself in it. But watching her talk to him like this and treat him like this brought home just how crazy it was, and just how exciting.

“No,” Jacob said defensively. And I recognized the look on Victoria’s face, even though I couldn’t see how I looked when I dominated my boy toy. I could recognize the feeling, the surge of power she felt. The thrill of taking control.

“No? Why not?”

I laughed as Jacob spluttered, not knowing what to say. He ought to have known by now that whatever he said, he would be wrong. That there was no possible way for him to get anything right. These are the rules, and Victoria seemed to agree with me. The women were in charge, and all Jacob was going to get was what we decided to allow him.

When crossing her legs, Victoria stood up from my desk. I watched as she stepped toward Jacob, her eyes moving over his face as she grinned at him. She was a tall woman, and in her heels, she was close to his height, so she could look him straight in the eyes while he stood in front of her.

She was so close that for one wild moment, I thought she might kiss him, and if she did, I had no idea what I would do or how I would feel about it. But she didn’t. That wasn’t what she was after. Instead, she reached for the front of his pants, and before he could see what she was up to, before he could even attempt to stop her, she was running her fingers over the bulge of his cock through the fabric.

“Sure, you’re not thinking about fucking me,” she said, that unshakable confidence she had more obvious now than ever. “That’s why you’re rockhard right now.”

Jacob let out a groan. A tiny little thing, barely audible, but significant all the same. It sent a shock wave of excitement through me, turning me on so much to know how turned on he was. I had never even contemplated playing with another person, never imagined getting anyone involved in what we were doing. Least of all our office manager. But it was fun, too, to sit back a little bit, to let someone else take control and dominate my boy toy too. That way, Jacob stayed on the back foot, and I got to take things a little bit easy for once.

“I’m married,” Victoria said, as if someone had asked.

“I know,” Jacob replied.

But he didn’t move to push her hand away from his crotch, didn’t take his eyes off her as she stood so close in front of him. He wanted her. I could feel it. I could see it in every line of his body, as if every cell were imperceptibly reaching out toward her, even though he knew he couldn’t have her. At least, I thought he knew that. But maybe it wasn’t as obvious as all that. Maybe Victoria was right, and Jacob’s head really was full of thoughts of the things he could do with that amazing mature body standing in front of him, if she would only let him. Somehow, it still wasn’t making me jealous. Somehow, all it was doing was turning me on.

Abruptly, Victoria stepped away. Again, she took up a seat on my desk, her leather pants creaking as she crossed her legs again. Jacob watched her closely, his eyes travelling over her body as if he couldn’t help himself, could no longer resist the urge to look. I didn’t blame him. It didn’t make me mad. It was all part of the game, I knew.

“I think you should apologize.”

“For what?”

“For having dirty thoughts about a married woman who is also your boss.”

Victoria smiled smugly, but I didn’t doubt that she was serious. And Jacob looked at her in astonishment, then at me, and I knew what I wanted.

“Do it,” I said, looking him right in the eye. “Do as you’re told.”

I didn’t quite see the shiver of arousal that passed through Jacob at my words, but I felt like I could feel it. I could feel that change in the air, the desire to resist leaching out of him all at once. Of course, it had never been very strong to begin with. He was so excited, he couldn’t help himself, and it felt like he was on the verge of losing all control, just because he wanted us so badly.

Still he hesitated. But not for long. He knew what an order from me meant. Although I had never really used it, my ability to cut him off from sex gave me all the power I could ever need. It was always there, that unspoken threat, any time I needed it. Besides, as I was starting to think more and more often, the guy just liked being told what to do.

“Sorry,” he said, turning toward Victoria. And she looked at me, raising her eyebrows in an unspoken question. Slowly, I shook my head.

“You call that an apology?” she said to him. “I don’t. Get on your knees and apologize properly.”

Jacob’s jaw dropped. And I pressed my thighs together, vibrating with excitement as I sat at my desk, watching it all play out. This was what I wanted, I realized. This was what excited me. I couldn’t understand it, but I knew I didn’t need to. I just needed to enjoy it for what it was, to savor this wild experience so unlike anything I had ever felt before.

Jacob looked at both of us in a kind of panic, as if he didn’t believe he was serious. And Victoria said nothing more, and neither did I. We both just let the moment hang, let him struggle to process what was going on, struggling to believe it but unable to deny the effect it was having on him.

And finally, with a sigh, he did it. Right there in the office, where we worked together all day, he sank down on his knees at our feet. Lowering himself to the floor as he had done so many times for me, but now for Victoria as well, as if any woman was inherently superior to him. Maybe, in some part of his heart, he really did believe that. Certainly, at moments like this, he acted as if it was true.

Victoria grinned happily as she looked at the man kneeling on the floor in front of her. She turned that smile on me for a second, and I smiled back at her. Anticipation was in the air, none of us quite sure what might happen next, but all of us eager to find out. Even Jacob, in his own way, desperate to find out what this sexy older woman had in store for him next. Just like I was.

“Now. Apologize again.”

“I’m sorry.”

The smile of triumph on Victoria’s face was as chilling as it was beautiful.

“Better. I like a man who knows his place. That’s where you really belong, isn’t it? Down on your knees at the feet of superior women like us.”

“Answer her,” I said sharply in the silence that followed. Jacob looked at me, his eyes flickering over my body before he turned back to Victoria.

“Yes,” he said with a sigh. And as Victoria burst out laughing, I couldn’t stop myself from doing the same. It was hilarious, how easy it all was. How quickly he bent to our will, without us even having to threaten or promise him anything. Like he just accepted his fate.

“Good boy,” Victoria said condescendingly. “But we can’t have that cock getting hard whenever it wants at the office, can we? It’s inappropriate. We’re going to have to do something about that.”

Her eyes sparkled, and I bit my lip again as I looked at her. I remembered the interest she had shown in the chastity cage when I had been browsing the online sex store. It wasn’t my thing, far too extreme for me. Besides, I was having way too much fun having sex with Jacob to want to lock his cock away. But the thought of her doing it, the thought of her taking that kind of control without a moment’s hesitation, was unbelievably sexy to me. I didn’t know what was happening to me, but I had learned long ago not to. It felt good; that was all that mattered.

“You know how you could really make it up to me? While you’re down there?”

Victoria’s leather pants creaked as she straightened one leg, the pointed toe of her ankle boot pointing directly at Jacob’s chest as she extended her foot.

“Kiss my foot.”

Again, I battled the urge to gasp in shock, even though it had all been going this way. I still felt weird about giving him orders like that, even though I couldn’t argue with the results, couldn’t question how sexy it felt to enforce these little shows of submission. Clearly, our boss felt the same way.

Jacob hesitated again. I knew I wanted him to. I wanted this to be difficult for him, for him to struggle and ultimately lose. There was something so sexy about that little bit of pride, that little bit of hesitation he still had. He couldn’t fight us, couldn’t fight his own submissive desires. But the fact that he tried made it so much more exciting when he gave in.

“I think she means it,” I prompted, giggling as I spoke. And Jacob looked at me again, the desire and humiliation clear now on his face. But he had no choice. His kinks and fetishes gave him no other option. He shuffled forward on his knees and took Victoria’s foot in his hand, and I almost squealed with excitement as I watched him lower his face down and kiss her toes through the leather.

“I guess you do have him pretty well trained,” Victoria said to me. “But there’s always room for improvement. I mean, you should be showing a little more enthusiasm, don’t you think?”

“You heard the lady,” I said, turning to cringing Jacob where he knelt on the floor. It was all coming so naturally now, seeming to flow out of me the way it did at its very best, the excitement driving me on to be the baddest bitch I could be, the bitch I knew Jacob wanted me to be.

And as he pressed his lips against her foot again, trying to summon more enthusiasm, I shifted on my seat. I rested my feet on his shoulder, crossing my boots at the ankle, using him like furniture while he continued to debate himself in front of our boss.

She smiled at me. It was a little ridiculous, but I wanted to impress her. I wanted to show her that I wasn’t just some silly girl playing a game that was beyond me, wanted to prove I could be just as darkly dominant as she was. Maybe it was her comment about having him trained. Maybe it was just the thought of that, that I could train him and mould him to be whatever I wanted. It was like her dominance of my man was bringing out my own kinky desires, my own wilder side. And that was exactly what I needed right now.

“You know what? My boots are looking a little dirty, too. Get to work, simp.”

As I lifted my boots off his shoulder, placing my feet on the floor, I snapped my fingers at Jacob. And as if he, too, was trying to impress Victoria with how well-trained I had him, he turned at once, lowering his face to the floor and starting to lick my boots on command. I felt such a thrill of excitement, sitting there in my office chair, feeling a spreading wetness between my legs as his tongue slid over the leather, as he literally groveled at my feet while my boss looked on, enjoying the show.

“Wow,” Victoria said, raising her eyebrows again. “He really is your little bitch, isn’t he?”

“I prefer the term simp,” I said, talking over Jacob’s bowed head as if he wasn’t even there. “Just a pathetic guy who will do anything to even get near a woman.”

Victoria laughed at that, the sound bursting out from between her parted lips, and I chuckled, too. This whole scene was crazy, but somehow, it was going better than I could possibly have expected it to.

“Yeah, that seems to fit,” she said. “He looks so desperate.”

“Are you, simp?” I asked. As I spoke, I slid the toe of one boot under Jacob’s chin, tilting his head up to look at me. The expression of desperate desire and humiliation on his face almost made me breathless, the sexual tension in the room practically unbearable. If Victoria hadn’t been there, I don’t think I could have resisted the urge to take him, one way or another. Have him go down on me or have him fuck me, anything to feel the rush of orgasm that felt like it was boiling inside me.

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

And just as I knew she would, Victoria laughed out loud at that.

Shifting on my desk, she now rested her feet on Jacob’s bent back as he bowed down before me, licking my boots clean right in front of her. I felt such a rush of power, such an enormous sense of unstoppable sexuality, that it almost made me dizzy.

“What a good boy,” she mocked. “You know how long it’s been since anyone called me Mistress?”

Looking down at Jacob, I nudged him with my toe. And he hesitated for only a moment, quickly understanding what I wanted.

“Mistress Victoria,” he mumbled, before returning his lips to my foot.

“Oh my God,” Victoria giggled. “This is going to be so amazing. Our own little office simp.”

“What did I tell you, simp?” I said, looking down at Jacob as he continued to grovel at my feet. “I told you I was going to make you the office bootlicker, didn’t I?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

“Amazing.”

Victoria shook her head, her blond curls swaying over her shoulders as she slid off my desk and stood up. She turned, her leather pants shining in the failing light as she walked away from us, heading toward the door.

“I’ll leave you guys to it,” she said over her shoulder. “But this is just the start. I expect a whole new attitude from you at work now, simp.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria,” Jacob mumbled against my boots.

And Victoria raised her eyebrows, widening her eyes, opening her mouth and looking at me with an expression of total shock that Jacob, crouched down on the floor as he was, didn’t see.

But she was right. I knew that, just as certainly as I could feel the spreading wetness between my legs as Jacob continued to grovel at my feet. Nothing was going to be the same at work anymore. And the thought of where this might lead us excited us all.


Fun At Work

I listened to the sound of Victoria’s footsteps receding. Jacob continued to kneel on the floor as he listened too. Neither of us said anything. I felt so exposed, and I could only imagine how he felt, with all his kinks and fetishes laid bare. I waited, and so did he, waiting on me as usual. Waiting to see what I would decide to do.

I didn’t know myself. I often didn’t, in these moments. I relied on instinct, on those impulses I could barely control, riding that wild wave of excitement wherever it took me. But I waited for a good long while, until I was sure that Victoria had gone.

I didn’t even know why. It felt like she already knew everything she needed to know about us and our kinky sex life, as if there was nothing left to hide from her. And it was exciting to know that she knew, to share this wild secret with someone else. I knew already that I would never be able to be at work with her and not think about it, and that scared me, but it also turned me on. I didn’t have to ask to know that it turned Jacob on, too. All of this did. He couldn’t help himself, trapped as he was in a prison of his own desire.

And once Victoria was finally gone, I knew that once again, I had him all to myself.

“Wow,” I said, looking down at him, “that’s an interesting new development, isn’t it?”

Jacob looked up at me with those hungry eyes, his mouth opening and closing for a while with no words coming out. I waited patiently, knowing that he was going through something. Knowing that he was trying to process what had just happened, what was still happening, and where it all might lead. Not an easy task, for any of us. Instinctively, I felt as though he might need some space.

“You told her.”

“Should I have not?”

Another protracted pause. I was getting more familiar with the space Jacob needed, the way he struggled with his own thoughts at times like this. Part of me was worried he might be angry, but not that worried. After all, I had seen the way he played along, the way he submitted so easily to her, just like he did to me. He had enjoyed himself, being dominated by Victoria. And given what I knew about his tastes and his little fantasies, I strongly suspected that he had probably had fantasies like that about his sexy boss. Probably he never thought that they would come true, but that was what we were doing now. Making the wildest dreams and fantasies come true.

“I… I don’t know. I don’t know how I’m going to work with her now.”

“A lot more obediently, I would imagine.”

I wasn’t trying to make a joke of things. I wasn’t trying to minimize his feelings. But I wanted to keep things light. Jacob didn’t smile as he looked up at me. He still had that deadly serious expression of submission on his face. From where I was sitting, it was impossible not to smile.

He just looked so vulnerable, so conflicted, so confused, when to me, when you broke it down, the issue was really quite simple. He had just played kinky games with a very sexy woman, and there was the promise of more in store, and knowing what I did about the way his mind worked, I couldn’t see much for him to complain about. Okay, so I had humiliated him in front of his boss. But we both knew how much he loved that. We both knew how it turned him on.

And to his credit, Jacob didn’t complain. Whatever doubts and misgivings he might have, he kept them to himself. He didn’t even get up off the floor. That told me something by itself. It told me that as outraged as he might feel, he didn’t want the game to end. He didn’t want to stop playing. He was having all those complicated feelings of desire and submission that we both got so high on, and whatever his doubts about all this might be, he couldn’t deny that he had enjoyed himself.

And I had every intention of making him enjoy himself even more. Because after all, this was fun for both of us.

Leaning forward in my chair, I lifted one foot and pressed it against the visible bulge in his pants. He groaned, and I smiled, that familiar sound never failing to turn me on. Under my foot, through the leather of my boots, I could feel his desperate need for me, his irrepressible lust. And as always, I felt so fully in control of him and his body, his manhood nothing more than my toy for me to play with. He could complain all he wanted to, but in the end, we both knew the truth. He wanted this. He needed this, even more addicted to it than I was. He never stood a chance.

“Look how hard you are,” I giggled. “Why don’t you take it out for me?”

Jacob stared at me again, but after all, he couldn’t be that surprised. In the relatively short time we had known each other, we had gotten to know at least these sides of ourselves very well. He knew how power and control turned me on. He knew how exciting it was for me to have him at my mercy like this. And of course, it was in his best interests to go along with it, too.

He didn’t protest. He didn’t try to argue. After only a moment’s hesitation, he once again did as he was told. I lifted my foot away as he reached for the front of his pants, unzipping them right there in the office and taking out his cock. I smiled down at it, even though I knew it would be rock-hard, even though I knew it would be throbbing desperately for me, hungry for my body. For me, it never got old.

He groaned again as I ran the toe of my boot up and down his shaft. Slowly, teasingly. Doing my best to control myself at the same time I controlled him. They were two sides of the same coin, I knew, two different aspects of the role I played in our kinky relationship. The real struggle was never with him, but with myself, a struggle against the part of my brain that preached caution, that told me I was already in too deep, and getting deeper all the time. Because of course, the biggest part of me only wanted to go deeper.

“I told you you were going to be our office simp,” I teased. “And look. Now it’s really happening. And you’re going to be a good boy for me and Victoria, aren’t you? You’re going to do everything we tell you, even if it means groveling at our feet and worshiping the ground we walk on.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily.”

He slid right back into that submissive state of mind, ready to give himself over to me completely all over again. It was like magic, some force neither of us could resist, and neither of us wanted to. As he kneeled at my feet, rock-hard and ready for sex, I felt another wave of arousal sweeping over me, sweeping away my inhibitions like it reliably did, and I didn’t even try to fight it. I already knew that I was going to give in completely.

I lifted my foot away from his cock, and stood up. He watched me, his eyes moving with me, practically worshiping me from where he kneeled on the floor, but not daring to so much as move without my say-so. I towered over him in my high-heeled boots, looking down at him as if he was a little pet, and in that moment, that was exactly what it felt like.

Then, I stepped toward my desk. I swept aside a few items on its surface, letting them fall to the floor. Then, I lifted up my skirt. I didn’t even take my dress off, just pulled it up around my waist, and pulled my panties down.

Jacob, of course, watched my every move, practically studying the motions of my body. As I dropped my underwear to the floor, I saw his tongue protrude a little from his mouth, moistening his lips as he stared at what he most wanted. My pussy framed between my lifted skirt and the top of my fishnet stockings and the boots they disappeared into, exactly the kind of visual I knew my horny little boy toy loved. But he didn’t move. He wouldn’t dare. He knew that his pleasure waited on my permission, and that felt like the sexiest thought possible as I sat down on my desk, smiling at submissive Jacob.

“Tell me how badly you want me.”

“Oh my God, Mistress Emily, I want you so bad! You’re so gorgeous, so sexy, I can’t even believe it.”

I giggled as he spoke. It wasn’t like I needed the praise, or like my ego needed the boost. The way he looked at me, the way he behaved around me, already told me everything I needed to know about how badly he desired me. But still, his words excited me, keeping my desire bubbling over, keeping me on fire with lust for him. That wetness that had been spreading between my legs for what felt like a long time was more in evidence than ever, and I was hungry for the pleasure I knew he could give me. The pleasure I had been craving, in one way or another, all day.

“Then get over here and do something about it.”

Jacob almost growled as he rose to his feet, and I felt another wave of excitement washing over me. It was always so fun to uncover the animal underneath this meek and submissive boy, to drive him to the point where he seemed about to lose control. But I never lost control of him. No matter how turned on he got, no matter how excited I made him feel, he stayed under my thumb, under my control, because in the end, that was what he wanted most.

He walked toward me, his cock swaying with every step he took as it jutted out obscenely from the front of his pants. I watched him unbutton his shirt, throwing it carelessly to the floor, kicking off his shoes at the same time. His pants fell to the floor with a sudden rush, and just like that, he was naked in front of me again.

As he moved toward me, I lay back on my desk. Giving myself up to him, after all those hours of control. That was all part of it too, of course, all part of the rush of this game. Being so powerful and in charge, and then being able to relinquish that power when it suited me.

He climbed on top of me. Up onto the desk that groaned underneath our combined weight, the place I worked all day in this office that was increasingly becoming linked with sexual excitement for me. I spread my legs, the heels of my boots scraping on the wooden surface as I offered myself to him. As he positioned himself between them, I felt his cock at the wet entrance of my pussy, my body inviting him in.

I groaned as he penetrated me. A feeling of bliss swept over me, the sensitive nerves of my body practically shooting light along my veins as he slid his cock inside me. I had been waiting for this for so long, and now that it was finally happening, it felt more blissful even than I remembered.

Jacob supported himself on his arms as he moved his hips back and forth, sliding that cock into me. He moaned with pleasure, and so did I, both of us feeding off the energy of the other. That wild energy that we were both hooked on, that animated us every time we were together like this, that kept us chasing this almost dangerous high we had discovered together.

My pussy spasmed around his cock, and I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him closer. He took the message, his cock sinking even deeper inside me, finding those frantic pleasure spots inside me as the juices of sex poured out of me. I stared up at him, his flushed face, the fire in his eyes, the way he couldn’t tear his gaze away from me. And I stared up at the office ceiling, feeling so naughty, barely able to believe that I was having sex in the workplace that I had only just become part of, that had already changed my life forever.

I came. As excited as I was, it didn’t take long. The kinkiness of everything that had happened, the sheer naughtiness of what we were doing, vibrated inside my brain, inspiring me to that wild height of ecstasy. I screamed in passion underneath him, my whole body vibrating with pure pleasure, and I heard him groaning on top of me, feeling those powerful contractions of my pussy around his most sensitive spot.

But he didn’t cum. Not yet. He rode the waves of pleasure that washed over me, moaning and groaning in his own state of bliss, but he didn’t give in to it. And as my climax slowly faded, he carried on fucking me, sliding his cock in and out of my trembling pussy and making me moan all over again.

To look at him, you might not think he had it in him. But by now, of course, I knew better. This shy, submissive, slightly awkward boy could be a real tiger in the bedroom, with the right motivation. And I knew I was giving him plenty of that. I was giving him the ride of his life, making fantasies come true for him that he probably thought would always remain inside his head. And even though they had never been my fantasies, now, there was no escaping the fact that this was the best my sex life had ever been.

He carried on fucking me, and I felt his movements getting faster and more aggressive and more erratic all the time. It was like I could feel the passion rising inside him, feel his blood coming to the boil. And so was mine. The second orgasm, it seemed, was going to come even easier than the first. I held onto his shoulders, clinging onto his body, squeezing my eyes tight shut while more cries of passion burst out of my mouth.

He growled as he lay down on top of me, and I squealed at the feeling of his cock exploding inside me. The hot juices poured out of him, filling me, and his orgasm triggered mine. I melted in another swoon of passion, gasping and panting underneath him with his weight on top of me, both of us now soaked in sweat, dripping with fluids, overcome by the wild passion we had just shared.

Jacob climbed off me. His dripping cock slid out of my pussy, and he scrambled off my desk, onto the floor. With a loud sigh, he dropped down into my chair, completely naked, his cock finally tamed and shining in the office light.

I lay as I was for a long moment, gazing at the ceiling, not thinking of anything in particular. Just enjoying that blissful silence that follows sex, that warm glow of pleasure and contentment that comes after an orgasm. Or two.

But as I slowly recovered, I turned my head to look at Jacob. He was slumped in my swivel chair, still naked, his chest rising and falling with the rhythm of his breath. He looked at me. I watched a smile break across his face, and I didn’t even try to keep myself from smiling back.

“That was fun.”

“That’s putting it mildly,” Jacob said.

Sitting forward in my chair, he moved it across the floor a little, reaching for his discarded clothes. I watched him put them on, still lying there basking in satisfaction, every movement slow and languid as I savoured that precious afterglow.

“So you’re not mad at me? For bringing Victoria in?”

Jacob shook his head.

“No,” he said. “I mean, I’m not going to say it doesn’t scare me. What if this all goes wrong? What if we fall out, or something?”

“Well, we’ll just have to make sure that doesn’t happen,” I said, stretching out an arm toward him and placing a hand on his forearm.

Truthfully, it wasn’t like I hadn’t had the same thoughts. I knew the dangers of indulging these impulses, and I feared the trouble it could get us all into. But at the same time, I couldn’t resist. I couldn’t stop, or even slow down. And sex like what we had just had was the reason why. It was too good to walk away from, too perfect to pretend we could do without it. I knew we were risking a lot, but its own way, that was part of the pleasure, too. A testament to how much this meant to us, to how much joy it gave us, that we were willing to risk so much to have each other.

“Want to stay at my place tonight?”

Jacob shook his head again.

“I’d like to, but I need to go home at some point,” he said. “I can’t come to work wearing these clothes again.”

I chuckled as I watched him button up his shirt. I supposed he was right about that. Still, I also knew that I would feel lonely without him. This kinky relationship had become such a big part of my life, such a constant source of excitement and pleasure, that spending any time apart was starting to feel intolerable. And I knew that wasn’t healthy, either. But it was hard to care, when it felt so good.

I sat up on my desk, shifting my weight as I pulled my dress down. My panties lay on the floor, and I made no move to pick them up. I watched Jacob stand up, fully dressed again, ready to leave. But before he did, he leaned down and kissed me, letting me feel all the passion, all the desire he had for me. More muted now, naturally, after orgasm. But still undeniably there.

Lifting his lips away from mine, he straightened up.

“See you tomorrow,” he said.

“See you tomorrow,” I echoed.

And already, like some silly girl, I couldn’t wait for work the next day. Even though he was still there, right in front of me, I was already anxious to feel his eyes on me again, to feel that tension and sexual energy that crackled between us whenever we were in the same room. And to feel it enhanced and exaggerated now that Victoria was in on the game, too. Everything was so thrillingly dark and adult and complicated, and I loved it. I couldn’t wait to see what the morning would bring.

Jacob walked out of the office, turning at the doorway to smile back at me one last time. Then, he was gone.

As I climbed off the desk, as I scooped up my underwear from the floor, I heard the sound of his car starting outside. And I felt a strange hollowness in my stomach as I listened to him driving away. Was I really that addicted to the sex we were having? Or was I falling for him? Because in that moment, though he had only just left, I felt somehow horribly lonely, deserted, abandoned, almost desolate.

But I knew it was ridiculous. So I pushed the thoughts away, pulling my underwear back on and walking toward the door myself. Alone in the office now, still dressed in my sexy outfit, feeling the inevitable consequences of my fashion choices between my legs with every step I took. I might have a dull and lonely night ahead of me, but there was always tomorrow to look forward to.

*****

Again, it felt like too much depended on my outfit choice the next day. That desire to look sexy, to tease Jacob to the point that he couldn’t handle it anymore, to remind him just what I did to him, and remind myself at the same time, too. But it was more than just that. Now I find myself in a kind of friendly competition with Victoria. My boss was irresistibly sexy, and she knew how to dress to show off that incredible body she had in the best possible way.

And as I chose my outfit, I thought of Darren’s reaction, too. Clearly, he had no problem with me being a little provocative. And obviously, Victoria didn’t. If anybody else in the office resented it, I told myself that was their problem, not mine.

That didn’t stop me feeling a little awkward as I got dressed, a little doubtful about what I was doing. But I pressed on anyway, reminding myself that every time I had had doubts about what we were doing so far, it turned out for the best.

A black top, with long sleeves but a scooped neckline that showed off quite a bit of cleavage, especially with the push-up bra I wore under it. A seamless bra, because the elasticated fabric of the top clung tightly to my torso. And I tucked the top into a red ruched skirt, that fabric also clinging tight to my lower body, hugging my ass, my hips, and my thighs. The skirt was short, so I wore black pantyhose underneath it, still trying for some gesture toward modesty. But the way I looked was going to drive my submissive boy toy wild.

And of course, a pair of black patent high-heeled pumps. The same ones, in fact, that Darren had noticed, that he had seemed to miss what I wasn’t wearing them. As I sat on the edge of my bed, sliding the shoes onto my feet one by one, I blushed as I thought of him. It wasn’t him I was trying to impress. But there was no denying that I did get a kick out of what my looks and my little outfits did to my boss. It was so wildly inappropriate, and I knew that, and if I had told any of my friends, I knew they would tell me I was in a bad situation. But it didn’t feel that way. Or perhaps it did, but it felt bad in all the right ways.

Standing up, I pulled my skirt down and checked myself out in the mirror, turning this way and that. The outfit covered me, but the tightness didn’t leave a lot to the imagination, and I would have to be careful bending down. But I felt that rush of excitement as I thought of what Jacob would think of the way I looked. And Victoria, too, for that matter. She didn’t desire me like he did, didn’t want to devour my body every time she saw it. But she definitely appreciated my ability to dress up and my desire to look sexy. After all, she knew how that felt herself.

Again, I almost rushed myself out of the door before I could reconsider what I was doing. Climbed behind the wheel of my car, I drove to work, my excitement growing with every mile that passed as I imagined the reactions I would get.

I walked into the office, feeling that nervous excitement that I felt every day now, that I had never before associated with a job. And, unable to help myself, I paused for a moment in the open doorway of Darren’s office.

“Morning, boss.”

He raised his eyes from his computer screen at the sound of my voice. And those eyes went wide as he looked at me, travelling quickly up and down my body before he could gain control over them again. I giggled a little, standing there leaning on the door frame, knowing exactly what he was thinking and basking in that naughty thought.

“Jesus,” he said, shaking his head, and I laughed out loud.

“Too much? I wore those shoes you like.”

As I spoke, I bent one knee, lifting my foot from the floor to display the high heels. And his eyes dropped to it, just for a moment, before climbing hungrily back up my body.

“No, not too much. Just… What are you doing to me?”

He smiled as he spoke, and I laughed again. Honestly, I was almost giddy at that point, delighted by this exchange, even if I didn’t know exactly where it was going. I was in a relationship with Jacob now, and even if I hadn’t been, I was in no hurry to complicate things further by doing anything with my boss. No matter how handsome he might be. But it felt good to be admired. Like I was getting addicted to that feeling, needing to be the centre of male attention in a way I never had before.

Not that it was exactly hard, I thought to myself with an inward smile. Show a little bit of leg, a flash of boob, and suddenly every guy in the vicinity seems to find you absolutely fascinating.

“Nothing, boss,” I said with a smile. “Just working hard.”

And with that, I turned away from him. I didn’t step into to his office this time; but I didn’t doubt he was looking at my legs and my ass for the brief second I was still visible through the open door, before I disappeared down the hallway toward the office.

As I arrived in the main office, I felt other eyes on me. Less friendly, perhaps, less admiring than Darren’s had been. The other women I worked with casting critical eyes over my fashion choices. I could only imagine what the office gossip about me was like. They must think I was some kind of slut. But they had no idea of the truth, of how deep this all went. Or the dark pleasure I was taking in being this way, in pushing myself further than I had ever done before. It was absolutely intoxicating, and if they had never had similar experiences of their own, I felt sorry for them.

And of course, Victoria was there. Beaming that intoxicating smile at me from her own desk the moment I entered the room. She looked me up and down, too, and her smile only seemed to widen as she admired my choice of outfit.

I waved at her as I headed toward my own desk. Impossible not to think, as I sat down at my chair, of the sex I had had right there the night before, that no one knew about except maybe my new confidant, Victoria. And somehow, I knew she would approve.
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