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Chapter 1: First Impressions
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Emma Harper walked into conference room 14-B at 7:42 a.m. on a Tuesday in October and immediately understood why people whispered about Julian Crowe.

He was already seated at the head of the long glass table, sleeves of his charcoal shirt rolled to the forearms, reading something on his tablet with the kind of focus most men reserve for pornography or sniper scopes. The room smelled faintly of cedar aftershave and very expensive coffee. No one else had arrived yet.

She’d been at the firm seventeen months. Top of her class at Columbia Law, moot court champion, articles published in journals nobody actually read unless they were gunning for tenure. Everyone said she was on track to make partner before thirty. Everyone also said if she ever wanted to make it past senior associate, she’d have to survive a rotation under Crowe.

He didn’t look up when she set her bag down.

“Ms. Harper,” he said, voice low, unhurried, like he was reading the sentence instead of speaking it. “You’re early.”

“I like being early.”

A ghost of something moved across his mouth  not quite a smile. “Sit.”

She chose the chair directly across from him because sitting beside him would have felt like surrender and sitting farther away would have felt like cowardice. The glass between them reflected her back at herself: black pencil skirt, cream blouse buttoned high enough to look professional but low enough that the lace edge of her bra sometimes showed when she leaned forward. She hated that she’d spent ten extra minutes this morning deciding exactly how many buttons.

He finally lifted his eyes.

They were dark, unblinking, the kind that made people confess things they hadn’t even done yet. He studied her the way a jeweler studies a stone before deciding whether to cut or discard.

“You’ve been assigned to the Oberoi arbitration. Lead associate.”

Her pulse kicked. “Yes, sir.”

“Sir?” One brow lifted a fraction. “We’re not in court.”

“Habit.”

“Break it.” He tapped the tablet twice. “I don’t need deference. I need precision. And I need you to stop fidgeting with your pen.”

She hadn’t realized she was doing it. The pen clattered to the table.

He didn’t smile, exactly, but the corner of his mouth moved again  private, almost amused. “Better.”

The rest of the team filtered in over the next ten minutes: two junior associates who looked like they’d rather be anywhere else, a paralegal clutching color-coded binders, and the client’s in-house counsel who kept checking his watch like he was being billed by the second.

Julian ran the meeting the way he did everything  quietly, ruthlessly efficient. He spoke only when necessary, asked questions that made people realize they hadn’t read the file as carefully as they’d claimed, and never once raised his voice. By the time he adjourned, three people were visibly sweating and Emma was taking notes so fast her wrist ached.

When the room emptied he stayed seated.

So did she.

He waited until the door clicked shut.

“You stayed behind,” he observed.

“I thought you might have feedback on my summary.”

“I do.” He leaned back, steepled his fingers. “It was competent.”

Competent. Not excellent. Not outstanding. Just... competent.

She felt heat crawl up her throat. “I can revise it.”

“No need.” He stood, gathering his things with slow deliberation. “But you will be working closely with me on this matter. Late nights. Weekends, probably. My office, not the bullpen. Understood?”

“Yes.”

He paused at the door, hand on the handle. “One more thing.”

She looked up.

“When you’re in my office after hours,” he said, voice dropping so low she had to strain to hear it, “you will not wear perfume. It distracts me.”

She opened her mouth, closed it. Nodded once.

He left without another word.

She sat there for another full minute, heart hammering against her ribs, before she realized her thighs were pressed together so tightly the muscles trembled.

That night she went home, showered scalding hot, and tried to rub the day off her skin. When her fingers slipped between her legs she told herself it was just stress release  nothing to do with the way his voice had curled around the word distracts.

She came fast, biting her own wrist so she wouldn’t say his name out loud.

Two weeks later the Oberoi file had ballooned into a monster. Discovery requests, expert reports, privilege logs that made her eyes cross. Julian’s office became her second home after 8 p.m.

He never asked her to stay. He simply kept working, and she kept matching his pace because the alternative  leaving first  felt like admitting defeat.

He worked in near silence most nights. Sometimes he’d murmur case citations to himself, testing language the way someone else might taste wine. Other times he’d ask her abrupt questions without preamble.

“Why did you cite the 2019 Singapore judgment instead of the 2021 London one?”

“Because the Singapore court addressed the exact confidentiality carve-out we’re arguing.”

“And you think the tribunal will prefer Singapore precedent over English?”

“I think they’ll prefer clarity over tradition.”

A long pause. Then, softly: “Good.”

That one word landed like a hand on the back of her neck.

She started noticing things.

The way he rolled his sleeves higher when he was concentrating. The faint scar across the second knuckle of his left hand. How his jaw tightened when he read something particularly stupid in opposing counsel’s submissions. How he smelled  clean, expensive, faintly metallic like fountain pen ink and steel.

And how he watched her when he thought she wasn’t looking.

Not leering. Never that. Just... observing. Cataloguing. Like she was evidence he hadn’t decided how to admit yet.

One Thursday, 11:17 p.m., he pushed back from his desk.

“Read this aloud.”

She looked up from the deposition transcript she’d been annotating. “The whole thing?”

“Starting at page 47. The witness’s answers about the side letter. I want to hear cadence. Inflection. Lies sound different when spoken.”

She cleared her throat, began.

He listened with eyes half-closed, head tipped back against the leather chair. When she reached the part where the witness claimed he “didn’t recall” signing the side letter, Julian made a small sound  not quite a laugh.

“Stop.”

She stopped.

“Again. Slower. Pause after every ‘I don’t recall.’ Let the silence sit. Make it uncomfortable.”

She did.

By the fourth repetition her voice was hoarse and the room felt smaller. He hadn’t moved. Hadn’t opened his eyes.

When she finished the section he finally looked at her.

“You’re good at this.”

“Thank you.”

“Not a compliment. An observation.” He stood, walked around the desk until he was standing beside her chair. Close enough that she could feel the heat coming off him. “You read like someone who’s used to being listened to. But you also read like someone who’s terrified of being ignored.”

Her breath caught.

He didn’t touch her. Didn’t need to.

“Keep practicing,” he said. “I want the next draft read aloud tomorrow. Same time.”

He walked out.

She waited until she heard the elevator ding before she let her head drop to the desk.

Between her legs she was soaked through her panties.

She didn’t touch herself that night.

She went home, lay in the dark, and clenched her thighs together until the ache almost felt like punishment.

Almost.
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Chapter 2: Late Nights Begin
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The Oberoi arbitration had become a living thing pulsing, hungry, devouring billable hours like oxygen. Emma found herself in Julian’s office more nights than not, the rest of the floor dark except for the soft blue glow from the hallway emergency lights and the warm pool of his desk lamp.

Tonight was no different. 9:43 p.m. The city outside the floor-to-ceiling windows glittered like spilled diamonds, indifferent to the two people still chained to their work.

Julian’s office was larger than most partners’ corner suite, panoramic view of Lower Manhattan, dark walnut desk that looked hand-carved rather than mass-produced. A single leather chair for visitors faced his own high-backed executive one. No couch. No clutter. Everything deliberate.

Emma sat in the visitor chair now, legs crossed at the ankle, legal pad balanced on her knee. She’d kicked off her heels an hour ago bare feet tucked under the chair because the carpet felt too intimate against her soles. Her blouse was still buttoned to the second-from-top, but the top button had come undone sometime around 8:30 when she’d stretched. She hadn’t fixed it.

Julian hadn’t commented.

He was reading opposing counsel’s latest motion to compel, pen in hand, making occasional notes in the margins with the kind of neat, slashing handwriting that looked angry even when it wasn’t. Every so often he’d pause, tap the pen once against his lower lip, then continue.

Emma watched the motion of that pen more than she watched her own screen.

“Ms. Harper.”

Her eyes snapped up.

He hadn’t looked away from the document. “You’re staring.”

Heat flooded her cheeks. “I was... thinking about the privilege log issue on page twelve.”

He set the pen down. Finally met her gaze.

“Were you.”

Not a question.

She swallowed. “Yes.”

A beat of silence stretched long enough that she felt it in her chest.

“Then tell me what you think.”

She launched into her analysis why the redacted emails should stay privileged, the case law supporting it, the risk if the tribunal disagreed. She spoke steadily, professionally, the way she’d rehearsed arguments in law school. But halfway through, she realized her voice had dropped lower, softer, like she was afraid of breaking something fragile in the room.

Julian listened without interrupting. When she finished he nodded once.

“Solid reasoning.” He leaned back, fingers laced across his stomach. “But you’re still holding back.”

“I’m not ”

“You are.” His tone stayed even, almost gentle. “You hedge. You qualify. ‘Arguably,’ ‘potentially,’ ‘it seems.’ Strip those out. Say what you mean. Or don’t say it at all.”

She felt the reprimand like a finger tracing her spine cold, then hot.

“I’ll revise it.”

“No.” He stood, walked to the window, hands in his pockets. The city lights painted stripes across his shirt. “Read it to me. The version you just gave. Aloud. Without the qualifiers.”

Emma hesitated.

“Now, Ms. Harper.”

She cleared her throat, began again. This time she forced the words out clean, declarative. No safety nets.

When she finished the room was quieter than before.

Julian turned. Walked back to the desk but didn’t sit. Instead he leaned against the edge, arms crossed, close enough that she had to tilt her head to meet his eyes.

“Better,” he said. “You sound like you believe it.”

“I do.”

“Do you?” He studied her face. “Or are you just performing belief because that’s what gets you ahead?”

The question landed low in her belly.

She didn’t answer.

He didn’t seem to expect one.

“Stand up.”

Her heart lurched.

“Excuse me?”

“Stand. Up.”

She rose slowly, smoothing her skirt out of habit. Barefoot now, the carpet was warm under her toes. She was shorter without the heels had to look up at him more.

He didn’t move closer. Just looked down at her, cataloguing.

“Your posture is excellent when you’re presenting. Shoulders back, chin level. But when you sit, you curl. You make yourself smaller.”

“I don’t ”

“You do.” He reached out slowly, deliberately and adjusted the collar of her blouse where it had twisted slightly. His knuckles brushed the hollow of her throat for half a second. Barely contact. Enough to make her nipples tighten under the lace.

He stepped back.

“Sit again. But this time, don’t curl. Sit like you own the room.”

She obeyed. Spine straight, shoulders square, hands resting lightly on the arms of the chair. It felt exposed. Vulnerable. Powerful.

Julian watched for a long moment.

“Good girl.”

The words were quiet. Almost casual.

But they hit her like a slap between the legs.

She clenched involuntarily. Felt the damp heat bloom against the cotton of her panties.

He didn’t acknowledge it. Just returned to his chair, picked up the motion again.

“Continue with the privilege log. I want a revised draft by morning. And Emma?”

She looked up.

“Next time you come in here, leave the heels on. Bare feet are a distraction.”

He said it the same way he’d told her no perfume like it was a simple fact, not a command wrapped in velvet.

She nodded once, throat too tight for words.

They worked in silence for another hour. Every time she shifted in the chair, the fabric of her skirt whispered against her thighs. Every time she crossed her legs, she felt the slick slide between them.

At 11:22 p.m. he closed his laptop.

“That’s enough for tonight.”

She started gathering her things legal pad, phone, heels dangling from her fingers.

“Leave those,” he said, nodding at the shoes.

She froze.

“Walk to the elevator barefoot. Feel the carpet. Feel the floor. Remember how it feels to stand tall without hiding behind three-inch lifts.”

Her pulse roared in her ears.

She set the heels down.

Walked to the door on bare feet.

The carpet was thick, plush, almost obscene against her soles.

At the threshold she paused, hand on the frame.

“Goodnight, Mr. Crowe.”

“Julian,” he corrected, not looking up from his screen. “After hours.”

“Julian.”

The name felt dangerous in her mouth.

She left.

In the elevator she pressed her thighs together so hard it hurt. The mirrored walls showed her flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, the undone top button of her blouse.

She rode down thirty-four floors like that aching, untouched, dripping.

When she got home she didn’t shower first.

She dropped her bag, kicked the door shut, and slid her hand under her skirt before she even reached the bedroom.

Fingers found wet cotton, swollen lips, a clit so hard it throbbed under the lightest pressure.

She came standing in the hallway, back against the wall, biting her lip until she tasted copper.

His voice echoed in her head the whole time.

Good girl.

She hated how much she wanted to hear it again.
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Chapter 3: The Reading Rule
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The next evening Emma arrived at Julian’s office at 8:05 p.m. carrying two fresh coffees black for him, oat milk latte for herself. She’d chosen the heels he’d told her to wear: black patent leather, four inches, sharp enough to click assertively against marble. She left them on.

He was already behind the desk, sleeves rolled, tie loosened by one knot. The top button of his shirt was undone. She noticed the faint shadow of chest hair at the collar and immediately hated herself for noticing.

“Coffee,” she said, setting his cup down without being asked.

He glanced at it, then at her. “Thoughtful.”

She sat without waiting for permission spine straight, legs crossed at the knee the way he’d corrected her posture last night. The heels made her calves flex; she felt the stretch all the way up her hamstrings.

Julian took a slow sip, eyes never leaving her face. “You remembered the shoes.”

“I did.”

A pause. “And you left the perfume off.”

She had. Skin still warm from the shower, unscented lotion, nothing else. She wondered if he could smell the faint trace of her body wash anyway something clean and expensive that clung to her pulse points.

He set the cup down. “We’re going to try something new tonight.”

Her stomach tightened in anticipation. She hated how much she liked the sound of that sentence in his mouth.

He slid a thick stack of papers across the desk. The deposition transcript from last week Mr. Reynolds, the evasive CFO who’d spent three hours saying “I don’t recall” like it was a prayer.

“Start at page 47,” he said. “Read it aloud. Exactly as written. No commentary. No speeding up when it gets boring. Pause after every answer. Let the silence breathe.”

Emma picked up the transcript. Her fingers felt unsteady.

“Why aloud?”

“Because I want to hear how the words land when they’re spoken instead of skimmed. And because ” He leaned forward slightly. “ I want to watch you while you do it.”

The room temperature seemed to drop ten degrees and rise twenty at the same time.

She began.

“Question: Did you sign the side letter dated March 12th?”

“Answer: I don’t recall.”

She paused. The silence stretched. She felt it press against her skin like a hand.

“Question: You don’t recall signing it, or you don’t recall the contents?”

“Answer: I don’t recall signing it.”

Another pause. Longer this time. Her voice was steady, but her thighs were starting to tremble under the desk.

Julian watched her. Not her face her mouth. The way her lips shaped each syllable. The slight hitch when she inhaled between sentences. The way her tongue touched the roof of her mouth on the hard “r” sounds.

She kept reading.

By page 52 her voice had dropped half an octave from strain. The words felt heavier in her throat. Every “I don’t recall” landed like a small confession she was being forced to make on someone else’s behalf.

At page 58 he interrupted.

“Stop.”

She did. Mouth still open on the last word.

“Stand up. Come around the desk.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs so hard she was sure he could see it through her blouse.

She rose. Walked around the massive walnut desk on shaking legs. The heels sank slightly into the carpet with each step. When she reached his side he didn’t turn his chair to face her fully just angled it enough that she stood between his knees and the desk edge.

“Lean forward,” he said. “Hands on the desk. Continue reading from where you left off.”

Emma placed her palms flat on the cool wood. The position forced her to bend at the waist, ass slightly out, back arched just enough that her blouse pulled tight across her breasts. She could feel her nipples stiff against the lace bra traitorous little peaks that refused to soften.

She started reading again.

“Question: Isn’t it true that you reviewed the side letter with counsel prior to execution?”

“Answer: I don’t recall.”

The silence after that one felt obscene.

Julian hadn’t moved. His chair was close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his thighs. If she shifted backward even an inch, her ass would brush his lap.

She didn’t shift.

She kept reading.

Her voice cracked once barely on a particularly long “I don’t recall.” She cleared her throat and continued.

He spoke without preamble.

“Describe what you’re feeling right now. In detail. Don’t stop reading while you do it.”

Emma’s breath hitched.

She tried to keep the transcript words flowing while her mind scrambled.

“Question: Did you have any discussions regarding the non-compete clause ”

“I’m... my legs are shaking,” she whispered between lines. “My thighs feel hot. Tight. Like I can’t unclench them.”

“Keep going.”

“Answer: I don’t recall any such discussions ”

“My nipples are hard,” she continued, voice barely above a murmur. “They hurt against the lace. I can feel every thread.”

Julian made a low sound almost inaudible. Approval? Hunger? She couldn’t tell.

“More.”

“I’m wet,” she said. The admission burned her tongue. “Soaked. My panties are sticking to me. Every time I shift my weight I feel it slide.”

She paused on the transcript. Couldn’t make her mouth form the next “I don’t recall.”

Julian’s voice was velvet over steel.

“Did I tell you to stop reading?”

“No.”

“Then don’t.”

She forced the words out.

“Answer: I don’t recall ”

“Good girl,” he murmured.

The phrase hit her clit like a tongue flick. She gasped small, involuntary.

He still hadn’t touched her.

But she could feel his gaze like fingers dragging up the backs of her thighs, under her skirt, between her legs.

She finished the section. Voice hoarse. Body trembling.

When the last line hung in the air he finally spoke.

“Straighten up.”

She did. Slowly. Turned to face him.

His expression was calm. Controlled. Only the slight flare of his nostrils betrayed anything else.

“Sit,” he said, nodding at the edge of the desk.

She perched there legs dangling, skirt riding high enough that the lace tops of her thigh-highs peeked out. She hadn’t planned to wear them; they were just what she’d grabbed this morning. Now they felt like a betrayal.

Julian leaned back in his chair, studying the view between her knees.

“You read well under pressure,” he said. “Most people falter. You get... sharper.”

She didn’t trust herself to speak.

He reached out slowly and hooked one finger under the hem of her skirt. Not lifting it. Just holding. The knuckle rested against the bare skin above her stocking.

“You’re shaking,” he observed.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I want ” She stopped. Swallowed. “Because I’m waiting for you to touch me.”

He tilted his head.

“And if I don’t?”

Her eyes stung. Not tears frustration. Need.

“Then I’ll keep coming back,” she whispered. “Every night. Reading. Waiting.”

A long silence.

Then he removed his finger.

“Tomorrow,” he said. “Same time. Bring the next section. And Emma?”

She met his eyes.

“Wear the stockings again. They look better than bare legs.”

He stood. Walked to the door. Held it open for her.

She slid off the desk on unsteady legs. Picked up her bag. Walked past him close enough to feel the warmth of his body, far enough that they didn’t brush.

In the elevator she pressed her palm between her legs over her skirt and rubbed once hard just to take the edge off.

It didn’t help.

She rode down with her forehead against the cool metal wall, thighs slick, mind replaying his voice on loop.

Good girl.

Tomorrow she would read again.

And she would beg without saying the word.
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Chapter 4: Under Pressure
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Emma arrived at 8:02 p.m. the following night with the revised privilege log draft clutched in one hand and a fresh black coffee in the other. She wore the same thigh-high stockings black, sheer, with delicate lace tops that dug faintly into her skin when she sat. The heels clicked louder than necessary across the marble hallway, announcing her before she even knocked.

Julian didn’t look up when she entered. He was already reading something else another motion, another stack of lies dressed up as legal argument. The desk lamp cast harsh shadows across his jaw.

She set the coffee down without a word. Placed the draft in front of him. Then sat uninvited in the visitor chair. Legs crossed. Spine straight. Stockings whispering against each other when she shifted.

He took a sip. Set the cup aside. Finally lifted his eyes.

“You’re punctual tonight.”

“I didn’t want to keep you waiting.”

A faint curve at the corner of his mouth. Not quite a smile. More like acknowledgment of a move well played.

He slid the transcript across the desk again. Different section this time pages 112 through 135. The part where opposing counsel had tried to trap the witness into admitting knowledge of the side letter’s financial implications. The witness had stonewalled beautifully.

“Same rules,” Julian said. “Aloud. Pause after every answer. Let it breathe. And Emma?”

She met his gaze.

“Stand. Hands on the desk again. But this time ” He paused, voice dropping to that low, deliberate register that made her inner thighs clench. “ spread your legs. Shoulder-width. Don’t move them until I say.”

Her breath caught audibly.

She stood. Walked around the desk. Placed both palms flat on the wood. Then slowly, deliberately she widened her stance. The heels forced her ass higher, back arched just enough that the hem of her skirt rode up an inch. The lace tops of the stockings were visible now, framing pale skin.

Julian rolled his chair forward until his knees were almost touching the backs of her calves. Not quite. Close enough that she felt the displacement of air when he exhaled.

“Begin.”

She started reading.

“Question: Were you aware of the side letter’s effect on the earn-out provision?”

“Answer: I don’t recall.”

The pause felt endless. Her arms trembled slightly from holding position.

“Question: You don’t recall, or you’re choosing not to answer?”

“Answer: I don’t recall.”

Silence.

She could feel his eyes on the backs of her thighs. On the curve where stocking met skin. On the shadowed space between her legs where her skirt had ridden high enough to hint at black lace panties.

“Continue.”

Her voice was thinner now. Throat dry.

“Question: Isn’t it true that you personally negotiated ”

“I can feel you looking at me,” she whispered between lines.

“I am.”

“My skirt is too short like this. You can see ”

“I can see the lace,” he confirmed calmly. “Keep reading.”

She did. Voice cracking on the next “I don’t recall.”

Julian’s hand moved slow, predictable. He rested it on the back of her right thigh, just above the stocking top. Palm flat. Warm. Not gripping. Just... there.

Emma’s knees nearly buckled.

“Don’t move,” he said softly.

She didn’t.

His thumb traced a slow circle over the bare skin. Once. Twice. Then stopped.

“Read the next question.”

She tried. The words blurred.

“Question: Did counsel advise you ”

His hand slid higher half an inch. Fingers brushing the hem of her skirt now.

She gasped.

“Finish the sentence.”

“Did counsel advise you on the tax implications of ”

His fingers slipped under the fabric. Not far. Just enough to graze the sensitive crease where thigh met ass.

“ of the side letter?” she finished on a shaky exhale.

“Good.”

He didn’t move his hand higher. Didn’t pull the skirt up. Just left it there fingertips warm against skin, unmoving, a promise and a threat in the same breath.

She kept reading. Each “I don’t recall” came out breathier. Smaller.

By page 120 her legs were visibly trembling. The muscles in her calves burned from holding the spread position in heels. Between her legs she was drenched could feel the wetness cooling against the lace every time air moved.

Julian’s thumb resumed its slow circle. Wider now. Closer to the inner thigh.

“Tell me what you want right now,” he said. “Exactly. Don’t stop reading.”

“I want ” Her voice broke. “I want your fingers inside me.”

“Where?”

“Inside my cunt.”

The word felt filthy coming out of her mouth in this room. She liked it.

“How many?”

“Two. At least two.”

“Do you think you’ve earned them?”

She paused on the transcript. Couldn’t make herself say the next line.

Julian’s fingers stilled.

“Answer the question, Emma.”

“No,” she whispered.

“Why not?”

“Because I haven’t begged properly yet.”

He made a low sound almost a hum of approval.

“Then beg.”

She swallowed.

“Please,” she said. Voice barely above a murmur. “Please touch me. Please slide your fingers under my panties and feel how wet I am for you. Please fuck me with them until I can’t stand anymore. I’ll keep reading. I’ll keep saying every word you want. Just please.”

Silence stretched.

Then his hand moved.

Not inside her panties. Not yet.

He hooked two fingers under the lace edge at her inner thigh pulled the fabric aside just enough to bare her completely to the cool office air.

She whimpered.

“Read.”

She tried. The next question came out as a moan.

His middle finger traced her slit once, slow, from clit to entrance. Collected her wetness. Brought it back up. Circled her clit with the lightest pressure.

Emma’s hips jerked forward involuntarily.

He withdrew his hand entirely.

“No moving,” he reminded her. “You stay exactly where I put you.”

She forced herself still. Tears of frustration pricked her eyes.

He slid his finger back two this time parting her lips, pressing just inside her entrance. Not deep. Just the tips. Enough to stretch. Enough to tease.

“Keep reading.”

She did. Voice wrecked. Words slurring together.

He pushed deeper slow, inexorable until both fingers were buried to the second knuckle. Then he curled them. Pressed against that spot inside her that made her vision white out.

Emma choked on the next “I don’t recall.”

Julian didn’t move his fingers. Just held them there, thick and still, letting her feel the stretch. The fullness. The humiliation of being filled while reading someone else’s deposition like a good little associate.

“You’re dripping down my wrist,” he observed quietly.

She moaned low, broken.

“If you come without permission,” he said, “you’ll spend tomorrow reading this entire transcript on your knees. Naked. While I watch the security feed.”

The threat made her clench around his fingers.

He felt it. Smiled small, private.

Then he started to move.

Slow thrusts. Deliberate. Curling on every withdrawal to drag against her front wall. Thumb finding her clit again light circles that matched the rhythm.

Emma’s arms shook. Her heels slipped an inch on the carpet. She caught herself.

“Don’t stop reading,” he ordered.

She didn’t. Somehow.

By the end of the section her voice was barely audible. Body vibrating. Clit throbbing under his thumb. Cunt fluttering around his fingers like it was trying to pull him deeper.

He stopped.

Pulled out completely.

Left her empty, clenching on nothing.

She sobbed once quiet, desperate.

Julian rolled his chair back. Wiped his fingers on a monogrammed handkerchief from his pocket. Calm. Methodical.

“Sit.”

She collapsed into the visitor chair legs splayed, skirt rucked up, panties still pulled to the side. Wetness cooling on her inner thighs.

He leaned forward. Elbows on the desk.

“Look at me.”

She did. Eyes glassy. Lips swollen from biting them.

“You did well tonight.”

She couldn’t speak.

“Tomorrow,” he said, “we’ll see how well you do with the camera on.”

He stood. Walked to the door. Held it open.

Emma straightened her skirt with trembling hands. Stood on unsteady legs. Walked past him close enough to smell her own arousal on his skin.

In the elevator she didn’t touch herself.

She waited.

Because she knew if she came now, without his permission, he’d know.

And she wanted to be good for him.

Just once more.
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Chapter 5: The Camera
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Emma arrived at 7:58 p.m., two minutes early, heart already hammering like she’d run the stairs instead of taking the elevator. She carried nothing tonight no fresh coffee, no revised draft. Just herself, the same black thigh-highs, the same heels, and a fresh pair of black lace panties she’d chosen this morning knowing they’d be seen. Maybe touched. Maybe ruined.

Julian’s office door was ajar. She pushed it open without knocking.

He was standing at the window, back to her, hands in his pockets, watching the city bleed red and gold into dusk. The desk lamp was the only light on low, intimate, turning the room into something smaller, darker, more dangerous.

She closed the door behind her. Click. Lock engaged automatically. The sound felt final.

He didn’t turn.

“Lock it,” he said anyway.

“Already did.”

A long beat.

“Sit on the edge of the desk. Legs spread. Skirt up. Show me.”

Emma’s breath hitched. She walked to the desk slow, deliberate, heels sinking into carpet and perched on the edge exactly as ordered. She hiked her skirt to her hips in one smooth motion. The lace panties were already dark at the crotch from how wet she’d been on the ride over, thinking about last night’s fingers, last night’s denial.

Julian turned then.

His eyes dropped immediately between her thighs. No preamble. No compliment. Just appraisal.

“Wider.”

She obeyed. Knees apart until the stretch burned in her inner thighs. The lace pulled tight, outlining every swollen fold.

He walked closer slow steps until he stood between her spread legs. Not touching. Just close enough that she could smell him: cedar, steel, the faint salt of skin after a long day.

“Last night you begged beautifully,” he said, voice low. “But begging isn’t enough anymore. Tonight you watch yourself beg.”

He reached past her arm brushing her breast, deliberate and tapped a small remote on the desk. A soft click. The wall-mounted security camera in the corner whirred to life, red light blinking on.

Emma’s stomach dropped.

“The firm has full feeds,” he said calmly. “Motion-activated after hours. Audio too. I pulled tonight’s recording rights. It’s streaming to my tablet now.”

He picked up the tablet from his chair, angled it so she could see the screen.

There she was live feed, crystal clear. Skirt rucked to her waist, legs spread wide, cunt barely covered by soaked lace. Her own flushed face staring back at her, lips parted, eyes wide and glassy with want.

“Look at the screen,” he ordered. “Don’t look at me. Watch yourself while you tell me exactly how much of a desperate little slut you are.”

Emma forced her eyes to the tablet.

The camera caught everything: the tremble in her thighs, the way her clit strained visibly against the lace, the dark wet spot spreading wider every second she sat there exposed.

“I’m...” Her voice cracked. “I’m so fucking wet for you.”

“Louder. And dirtier. Use the words you think about when you’re alone with your fingers.”

She swallowed. Watched her own throat work on the screen.

“My cunt is dripping,” she said, louder. “It’s throbbing. Every time you look at it I clench and more slick leaks out. I can feel it running down my ass crack. I’m making a mess on your desk and I haven’t even been touched yet.”

Julian didn’t move. Just watched the screen with her.

“Keep going.”

“I want your cock,” she whispered, then forced it louder. “I want it stretching me open, splitting my tight little pussy until I can’t think. I want you to fuck me raw, fill me up, make me leak your cum for days. I want to be your office whore bent over this desk every night, skirt around my waist, begging for your fingers, your tongue, your dick, anything you’ll give me.”

Her hips rocked once tiny, involuntary grinds against nothing.

“Stop moving,” he said sharply.

She froze.

On screen, her body betrayed her anyway: nipples stabbing through her blouse, chest rising and falling too fast, cunt visibly pulsing under the lace.

Julian set the tablet down between them angled so she still had to look at herself.

“Touch yourself,” he said. “Over the panties. Slow circles on your clit. Don’t come. Don’t speed up. Just tease. And keep talking.”

Emma’s hand moved before her brain caught up. Fingers pressed against the soaked lace, rubbing slow, agonizing circles over her swollen clit.

The friction was torture too much fabric, not enough pressure.

“I’m such a needy slut,” she gasped, watching her own fingers move on the screen. “I’ve been wet since yesterday. Since you pulled your fingers out and left me empty. My pussy keeps clenching on nothing, trying to remember how thick your fingers felt. I fingered myself in the shower this morning thinking about you watching me on camera like this spread open, dripping, humiliated.”

Julian leaned in closer. His breath ghosted over her ear.

“Tell the camera what you’ll do if I let you come tonight.”

She stared at her own reflection, eyes glassy, mouth slack, fingers still circling torturously slow.

“If you let me come,” she panted, “I’ll crawl under your desk tomorrow. I’ll suck your cock while you take calls. I’ll swallow every drop and thank you. I’ll let you bend me over the conference table after everyone leaves and fuck my ass if you want. I’ll wear no panties to work every day so you can check whenever you feel like it, slide your fingers in during meetings, make me bite my lip so no one hears me moan. I’ll be your perfect little fucktoy. Just please please let me come.”

Her clit was so hard it hurt. The circles were making her thighs shake. Slick had soaked through the lace completely; she could hear the wet sound of her own fingers every rotation.

Julian’s hand moved finally.

He hooked a finger under the crotch of her panties and yanked them aside roughly. Cool air hit her bare, swollen cunt. On screen, the camera caught the glistening pink folds, the way her entrance fluttered open and closed like it was begging.

He didn’t touch her yet.

“Keep rubbing,” he said. “But slower. And look at yourself. See how greedy that little hole is? See how it twitches every time you say something filthy?”

Emma slowed her fingers to a crawl. Watched her own clit throb under the pad of her middle finger. Watched her hips try to chase the pressure and fail.

“It’s so empty,” she whimpered. “I need to be filled. I need your fingers again or your cock. Fuck, Julian, I need you to ruin me. Stretch me until I scream. Breed me right here on your desk so I walk out of this office with your cum dripping down my thighs. Mark me. Own me. Please.”

Her voice broke on the last word.

Julian’s hand finally descended.

Two fingers slid through her folds slow, deliberate coating themselves in her slick. Then he pushed inside. Deep. No warning. Curled immediately against that spot.

Emma cried out sharp, desperate.

He held them there. Still. Letting her feel the stretch, the pressure, the humiliating fullness while she stared at the screen: her own cunt stuffed with his fingers, lips stretched around his knuckles, clit pulsing visibly.

“Don’t come,” he said softly. “Not yet.”

She sobbed once. Body shaking. Fingers still circling her clit in torturous slow motion.

“Please,” she begged the camera. “Please let your dirty little slut come. Please ruin my orgasm. Edge me until I cry. Then fuck me until I can’t walk. I’ll do anything. Anything.”

Julian crooked his fingers again once, hard then pulled out completely.

Left her gaping, clenching, dripping onto the polished wood.

He wiped his fingers on her inner thigh slow smear of her own wetness.

“Tomorrow,” he said, voice calm as ever, “you’ll read the next section on your knees. Panties off. Camera rolling. And you still won’t come until I say.”

He stepped back.

Emma stayed where she was, legs spread, skirt up, cunt exposed and throbbing, staring at her own wrecked reflection on the tablet.

She didn’t move to cover herself.

She didn’t touch herself again.

She just sat there, panting, aching, owned.

And waited for tomorrow.

Continued....
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