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*****

 


Rachel Kennedy tucked an escaped strand of
blonde hair behind her ear as she listened to the voicemail once
more.

“Monday I’ll be arriving at the airport at
3:00pm, carry on bag only, so I’ll just need the car to meet me
outside about ten minutes after we touch down. I anticipate being
back at the office no later than 3:45, if traffic holds, but
there’ll be a few handshakes and welcome-back pleasantries after
that. Please have my meetings for tomorrow ready for review when I
arrive.” The soft female voice dropped into a low purr. “And
afterwards I think I’ll be in the mood to work off some steam. I
realize this is somewhat presumptuous, Miss Kennedy. But I believe
it may be time to ...escalate our private activities. On Monday,
why don’t you take some petty cash, go out at lunch, and buy
yourself a toy or two. Anything that excites you. ...I look forward
to seeing you again.”

Rachel took a deep breath as she erased the
message. She’d risked keeping this one around longer than usual,
mostly to get her through the long weekend. She’d made herself come
three times since just imagining what her boss might have in
store.

“Who was that?” Eric asked.

She looked across the kitchen table at her
boyfriend. It wasn’t right to compare them, of course, but she
couldn’t help but frown at his stubbly, unshaven chin and the way
he ripped into food... then imagine the way her boss, CFO Brenda
Steel, carefully twisted her hair into a tight knot and even more
meticulously took the neatest little bites of her meals. “Message
from Ms. Steele.” Rachel ate a forkful of eggs. “She’s landing this
afternoon. I may have to stay late tonight.”

“Aww.” Eric pouted. “It was such a nice
weekend without the bitch queen being around to bother you.”

Rachel resisted the urge to frown. “All we
did was watch TV.”

“Well, yeah. But it was nice. We need some
down time. There’s only so many job applications a guy can send
before you just need a break, you know?” Eric laughed.

“You could’ve taken that clerk job.” Rachel
decided she wouldn’t grind her teeth. The sooner Eric found a job,
the sooner she could break up with him. First the recession, then
law school, and now her freshly-minted lawyer boyfriend couldn’t
even land something small to start paying back all his student
loans.  

Or said he couldn’t, anyway. Rachel had
noticed the lengthening stubble, the unworn interview suits, and
the briefcase gathering dust more and more. Meanwhile, he bagged on
her job while it paid for his loans and the Captain Crunch he
snarfed down.

Then again, if not for his debt, she probably
wouldn’t have even applied for the high-powered, high-paying
Executive Assistant position at TechGlobal. And she never would’ve
met Ms. Steele. Which would’ve been a real shame, Rachel thought.
She clenched her thighs together under the table as she thought of
what her boss might have in mind.

“You didn’t even need to have passed the bar
for that. It would’ve been a step backward.”

“Right.”

Eric talked through a mouthful of cereal.
“Don’t worry. Once I get in with a firm, you can quit working for
that harpy and let me support you for a change.”

“Sure thing,” Rachel said.

“Seriously, you shouldn’t let her get away
with making you stay late so often. It’s not right for her to abuse
you like that.”

“No, you’re right, it’s not.” She shook her
head and thought about that evening.

Eric frowned at her. “Why are you
smiling?”

 


*****

 


Rachel went in at 9. She made small talk,
took messages, and kept everyone apprised of Ms. Steele’s
itinerary. She also took the liberty of declining two dinner
meetings. When the head of the Northeastern Division pushed bar,
Rachel’s normally smiley exterior froze into an icy glare. He got
the message.

Just before lunch, Rachel’s cell phone lit up
and played a distinctive ringtone. She answered breathlessly. “Good
morning, Ms. Steele. How are you?”

“Delightful, Rachel. Calling from above ten
thousand feet and not a cloud in the sky.”

Behind her desk, Rachel slipped out of her
high heels and let her bare toes brush against the carpet. She
always wore shoes in the building... except when she and Ms. Steele
were working behind the CFO’s locked office doors. “That sounds
very nice.”

“Mm. Did you receive my message?”

Rachel’s pulse quickened. “About running an
errand at lunch?”

“Yes.”

“I did, Ms. Steele. I’ll be headed out in
about fifteen minutes.”

“Very good. ...What do you look like today,
Rachel?”

Rachel straightened in her chair. She let out
a breath. “I’m wearing the black suit with the white
pinstripes.”

“The one with the cute little skirt that
shows off your legs whenever you bend over?” Ms. Steele asked.

She felt flushed. “Yes, ma’am.”

“I like that one. Hair?”

“Blonde.” She inwardly cursed. Of course it
was the same color. “I mean, it’s clipped back today.”

“Panties?”

Rachel looked from left to right, as if
someone might be watching, overhearing everything they said. When
she’d first taken the job, she’d found Ms. Steele cold and formal.
But with long hours and high pressure meetings and clients, she’d
begun to see a side of her boss that intrigued her. And she’d
noticed the way Ms. Steele’s eyes lingered on her legs, her lips,
and little slips like exposed bra straps. Soon, Rachel had begun
inventing excuses to get more comfortable. Surprisingly, it had
been slipping off her shoes that’d finally broken through the first
of Ms. Steele’s resistance. She still remembered the way she’d
knelt at her boss’ feet and slowly unzipped Ms. Steele’s slim
designer boots. That had been weeks ago, and since then there’d
been heated looks and brief caresses, along with a pulse-fluttering
amount of innuendo and flirting. But until the message, Rachel
hadn’t been truly sure her boss would take it further.

“Rachel?”

“I’m not sure. Hold on,” she whispered. The
hallway was empty. She quickly untucked her shirt and glanced down
below her waistband. “Black.” That’s right; she’d wanted to look
good for the evening. She’d also shaved.

“Before you go out, I’d like you to take them
off.”

Rachel absorbed this.

“Put them in my desk’s top left drawer.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Rachel cleared her throat. She
let her fingertips stroke her thigh, imagining it was Ms. Steele.
“Is there anything else?”

“That’ll do for now. Thank you, Rachel.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Her voice caught in her throat.
“Pleasant trip.”

“Good afternoon.”

Rachel ended the call. She made sure her
shirt was tucked in properly and rose from her desk. She resisted
the urge to glance once more around the hall for anyone approaching
before letting herself into Ms. Steele’s office. She closed the
doors behind her and clicked the lock. Heavy doors made of oak and
frosted glass protected her from the rest of the company.

She didn’t realize that she hadn’t remembered
to put her shoes back on until she stood behind the CFO’s glossy
black desk. Rachel slowly slid open the top left-hand drawer. It
was empty, except for a stack of stationary.

Rachel glanced around the office once more
before swallowing. Behind her, a large bank of windows looked out
over the city. She wondered if there was a way for outsiders to see
through the windows, or if the sun’s glare off the mirrored surface
protected her.

Then she wondered if Ms. Steele had installed
a camera. She had a seeming sixth sense about what Rachel was up to
at any given moment. What if, for security, she had a personal
window into the office? What if that’s why she’d asked Rachel to
take off her panties?

Maybe Rachel just wanted to think so.

She pushed Ms. Steele’s chair away from the
desk and sank into it. Then she angled it outward, showing off her
legs to the office. Slowly, she shimmied the hem of her skirt up,
past the tops of her thigh-highs, until she exposed the black
triangle of her panties.

What if, she thought.

She lifted her hips and slipped her panties
down over her thighs, down her legs, and stepped out of them. But
before she picked them up, she let her legs open wide. Rachel
didn’t need to lick her fingers. Her pussy was already wet with
anticipation. She slid down further in the office chair and
caressed herself with her fingers, at first just a teasing brush,
then she delved between her folds, imagining Ms. Steele was the one
holding her legs open as she rubbed her clit and begged for
mercy.

“Oh, fuck...” she whispered to the empty
office.

But even as she felt a
climax start to build, Rachel forced herself to stop. Sure, Ms.
Steele hadn’t forbidden her from... from touching herself in the
office. But it felt against the spirit of the anticipation that’d
built. Tonight, she
thought, and groaned as she slid her slick fingers from her
slit.

Anyhow, she had a toy to buy. And she thought
she knew exactly what kind she wanted.

With only a moment’s pause, Rachel got to her
feet. She picked up her panties. She glanced at a box of tissues on
the bookcase nearby, but decided instead to clean her slick fingers
on the crotch of the panties. Then she placed the panties neatly on
top in the drawer, as requested.

Rachel slid the drawer shut, tugged down her
skirt, and took a deep breath. There were only a few more hours to
go.

 


*****

 


At 3:30, Rachel began to tap her heel. As she
moved, her foot nudged against the discreet black plastic shopping
bag that held her lunchtime purchases.

At 3:35, she checked her makeup and hair.
Then she re-checked Ms. Steele’s meeting schedule for the next
day.

At 3:40, she gave in to temptation and snuck
her hand underneath her skirt behind the desk. Her clit throbbed as
she touched it. She made herself stop and forced herself to close
her legs. She felt so wet. She hoped she didn’t have a damp spot on
the back of her skirt.

And finally, when she thought she couldn’t
take it any longer, the clock on her computer ticked over to 4:08,
the hall doors opened, and Ms. Steele appeared.

The CFO’s impossibly tall heels accentuated
her already impressive height. In her smart charcoal-grey skirted
suit, she stood well above the pair of analysts flanking her. She
arched a thin brow at a report one of them held. Her makeup was
perfect, her hair pulled tightly back in a neat bun. If not for her
laptop bag and the wheeled carry-on she pulled behind her, no one
might’ve known she’d been traveling.

Rachel rose from her desk.

Suddenly her boss’s eyes cut from the analyst
to her. Brenda Steele’s sharp green eyes could always pin her to
the spot. Her lips quirked in what might’ve been a smile.

Rachel felt weak-kneed. She still pushed
herself from behind the desk. Ignoring the aggrieved squawking of
the analysts, she pushed them aside and took Ms. Steele’s bag and
carry-on handle. “Good afternoon, ma’am. Good trip?”

“Excellent,” she said. Ms. Steele waved the
analysts away. “I’ll respond to these in the morning. Thank
you.”

The analysts vanished back down the hall.
Rachel followed Ms. Steele behind the big glass and wood double
doors.

“Meetings?” Ms. Steele asked.

“On your desk,” Rachel answered. She busied
herself setting down the suitcase and unpacking her boss’s laptop
on the office’s side table. “You have an eight-thirty--”

A noise came from behind the big desk.

Rachel shook her head and smiled. Her boss
was not a morning person. “I know, but it’s Switzerland and they’re
so far ahead. It’s just on the phone, though. I thought they’d keep
you for a while, so your meeting debrief with the board is at
ten-thirty. I wasn’t sure if they’d be ordering in lunch, but if
not I can order in for you here,” Rachel finished. She set the
laptop charging and turned...

...Just in time to see the serious look on
her boss’s face as she peered into her top drawer.

Heat and desire flooded Rachel.

Smoothly, Brenda Steele shut the drawer. She
folded her hands in front of her. “Rachel? Did you run that errand
today as I asked?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Rachel heard how breathless she
sounded. She felt rooted to the spot.

“And...” Ms. Steele’s legendary composure
faltered for a split second before smoothing over. “You weren’t in
any way put off by the request?”

“No, ma’am,” Rachel replied, shaking her head
for emphasis. “Not at all.”

“Excellent.” The CFO leaned back in her
chair. She rolled a silver pen between her fingers. “You should
know that I’ve carefully considered the issue of our
extracurricular relationship. Certainly there’s an element of risk
involved, but the rewards... might be considerable.” Ms. Steele sat
up straight, her piercing eyes seeming to probe for any hint of
hesitation. “However, regardless of our personal entanglements, or
where they might lead, I’d like you to know that I have always had
the highest professional regard for you, Miss Kennedy. And should
the need arise, I would set aside any personal feelings I might
have. Or, if it should come to it, provide a glowing
reference.”

Rachel noticed the way Ms. Steele tapped the
pen in her hand. She must’ve been as nervous as Rachel had been.
She wondered what her boss’s sex life had been like up to this
point. Ms. Steele had of course been all over the world on
business. And Rachel thought she was still one of the most
beautiful women she’d ever met. But somehow Rachel didn’t think Ms.
Steele was quite the type to stop and pick up someone in a bar.
Perhaps she waited for special destinations, had special ‘friends’
willing to take care of her needs? Or hired someone? Maybe most of
those nights were lonely. “I’m sure none of that will be
necessary.”

“I see.” Ms. Steele nodded slowly. If she
felt like smiling, she hid it well. “Well, then, Rachel. I think
you should set your away messages. Bring me the latest reports on
the Swiss division... and anything else you might have for me.” Her
eyes slid down Rachel’s body quickly before she picked up the
telephone on her desk. “I’m going to make a call to Johan. Lock the
door on your way back in?”

Rachel nodded. She felt Ms. Steele’s eyes on
her legs, her ass, her whole body as she moved through the large
office. Dimly, she heard the sounds of the phone’s buttons and
listened as Ms. Steele greeted the CEO warmly with news of the
successful trip.

Just outside of the doorway, Rachel paused to
breathe. Ms. Steele had given her an out. She could take it. She
could go home to Eric, make dinner, get clumsily fucked from 8:30
to 8:45, and normal life would resume. She’d been happy with it
once, before the crunch of finances had forced her to leave her
comfortable lower-paid office job and interview with TechGlobal.
But now that she’d worked under her boss, ‘normal life’ felt...
emptier.

Quickly, Rachel set her phone’s away message.
She printed the information requested. Then she grabbed her iPad
and, with a furtive glance around, the black shopping bag from
underneath her desk.

Re-entering the CFO’s office felt final.
Rachel clicked the lock into place behind her. She paused to toe
off her heels before padding across the office.

Ms. Steele’s purr filled the room.

Her laugh raised goosebumps on Rachel’s arms
as she set the black bag down in front of the desk and laid out the
report in front of her boss.

Ms. Steele’s attention flickered to and away
from it as she chatted with the CEO. She jotted notes with her
silver pen.

Rachel wasn’t sure what to do, at first. She
hovered for a moment. She could’ve gone to Ms. Steele’s laptop and
checked on it, or gotten her a drink. But she felt impatient and
aroused and ready to scream with frustration.

Her boss looked up from the call. “Yes, of
course I agree with their assessment, just not their position
on...” Ms. Steele raised a manicured fingernail in the air and
beckoned Rachel closer.

She was already close, but Rachel stepped
around the desk and bent down to catch whatever hurried whisper or
request her boss might make.

Instead, Ms. Steele brought her fingertip to
rest on Rachel’s lower lip. As she spoke into the phone, her eyes
were on Rachel’s face.

Rachel heard her boss’s voice, but all she
could concentrate on was the warmth of that fingertip. Ms. Steele’s
thumb pressed gently underneath Rachel’s chin. With only the barest
of motions, Ms. Steele’s grip eased Rachel down until she knelt on
the floor next to the desk. Rachel had to reach out for balance,
but once she was down, she felt anchored by Ms. Steele’s touch.

“Johan, you know I love catching up with you,
but I have other plans this evening.” Ms. Steele angled her chair
towards Rachel and slowly traced her lower lip with her
fingertip.

Rachel leaned into what became a caress. She
closed her eyes and let herself nuzzle against the palm of Ms.
Steele’s hand.

“Lovely. Yes, that’s right. ...All right.
I’ll see you tomorrow. Good night.”

Rachel heard her boss put the phone down. She
felt the caress trail off until her boss’s fingernails ever so
lightly scratched against her cheek. She trembled.

“You know, Rachel, when I first interviewed
you, I thought you were too delicate to work here. I thought, ‘The
moment I have to correct her, she’s going to dissolve in a puddle
of tears.’ You didn’t. And I like you more and more every day.
You’ve yet to disappoint. I think you are ...superlative.”

Rachel didn’t try to conceal her smile. She
jerked slightly as her boss’s touch disappeared. She felt the air
in front of her shift and a warm breath on her face.

Ms. Steele’s voice dropped to a whisper. “But
some time ago, my dear, that became a problem. Because you work for
me, you see, and it is very risky and, frankly, cliche of me to
want to fuck my assistant so hard she screams.”

Rachel opened her eyes. She met her boss’s
penetrating gaze for a split-second before Ms. Steele claimed her
lips in a kiss. She moaned at the first real taste of those
luscious lips. Ms. Steele tasted of lipstick, whiskey, and passion.
Her natural scent mingled with perfume, and went straight to
Rachel’s throbbing clit. As suddenly as the kiss came, it broke
off. Rachel let out a noise of disappointment.

Ms. Steele’s chair creaked as she leaned
back. Her eyes darkened as she took in Rachel’s kneeling form.
“Take off your jacket.”

A shrug sent the jacket off her shoulders and
onto the floor.

“Now unbutton your blouse. Slowly.”

Her boss watched as Rachel raised her hands
to the pearl buttons. She undid them one by one, until she had to
pull the hem of her blouse out of her skirt. As the blouse opened,
baring only a thin stripe of her skin, Ms. Steele drank in the
view. Rachel had noticed that greedy expression on her face before,
especially after a hard-won negotiation or a victory against
another department.

“Take it off,” Ms. Steele ordered.

“Yes, ma’am.” Rachel slid out of her blouse,
baring her black cotton bra. She reached behind her for the clasp
on her skirt. Then she realized two things: she hadn’t been told to
keep going, and she wasn’t wearing her panties. She paused.

 

“Lie down, Rachel,” Ms. Steele said.

Rachel frowned. But at her boss’s raised
eyebrow, she lowered herself back onto the floor, her legs out in
front.

“Now raise your knees. Spread your thighs
apart.”

She stared up at the vaulted ceiling.
Rachel’s heart beat like a drum as she opened her legs and dug her
heels into the plush office carpet. Though the skirt shrouded her
sex from above, with her legs at this angle she thought Ms. Steele
must’ve been able to see her bare pussy.

“Are you nervous, Rachel?”

She shook her head. After a moment, she
changed her mind and nodded yes.

“Why is that?”

Rachel hadn’t been expecting this.
“B-because,” she stammered. She flinched a little as she felt a
touch against her ankle. She glanced down and saw that it was Ms.
Steele’s heel. She swallowed. “I don’t want to mess this up.” She
took a breath as she watched Ms. Steel toe off her high heels.
“I’ve never actually been with a woman before.” Rachel closed her
eyes. She needed to catch her breath. “And I’ve never been...” She
grasped for the right words. “The sort of person who follows
orders. I mean, in the bedroom,” she added.

“I was about to say. In the office, you
follow mine so beautifully,” Ms. Steele said. She brushed her
stockinged foot against the underside of Rachel’s calf. “It’s been
some time since I’ve met someone I wanted. Someone I thought would
be receptive. I have particular tastes. I like to go slow...” She
drew her foot up to the crook of Rachel’s knee, then skimmed it
down Rachel’s trembling thigh. “And then fast.” With her toes, Ms.
Steele pushed back the hem of Rachel’s skirt. “And back again,
until I take you beyond your limits.”

Rachel gasped as the ball of Ms. Steele’s
foot pressed down against her mound. She felt the softness of the
silky nylons and the warmth of her skin along with delicious
pressure. Unconsciously, Rachel raised her hips and rubbed her
aching clit and pussy lips against Ms. Steele’s foot.

“That’s right, pet. You’ve been so good
waiting for me all day. Haven’t you?” Her boss purred. She pressed
down harder, adding to the pressure. “That can’t be easy for a
nasty girl like you.”

Nasty? Had she done something wrong? For a
moment Rachel was hurt. But she couldn’t help humping up into her
boss’s touch. Ms. Steele was right; she’d been anticipating all
day. And what if she knew Rachel had been in her chair only a few
hours before, desperately touching herself? Perhaps she had some
sort of sixth sense, and knew about all the times Rachel had gone
home and come imagining herself on her knees, bent over the desk,
writhing in her boss’s chair...? She must’ve known. “Yes,” she
admitted. “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry? Sorry for what?” Ms. Steele rubbed
her foot back and forth as she leaned over Rachel.

Rachel wanted to grab for Ms. Steele’s foot,
to hold it and ride. She felt breathless and flushed. She tried to
grab the carpet, but it slipped through her shaking fingers. “Oh,
fuck.”

“You should never be sorry for being so...
responsive, Rachel. I have to admit, I very much enjoyed that
moment a few weeks ago. You knelt down right there and took off my
boots, then massaged my feet so gently. And the look on your face,
like you might have come right then and there... I’d very much like
to see it again.”

With every word, Ms. Steele’s foot rubbed
against Rachel’s pussy and clit. Rachel’s hips shook as she humped
back desperately. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes as the
intensity built.

Ms. Steele’s piercing green eyes drank her
in. “Yes. That’s it, Rachel. I want to see you come. I want to see
you let go and be the slutty, perverted submissive you’ve always
wanted to be. I want...”

Though her boss kept talking, Rachel couldn’t
concentrate on the words. She gave up trying to hold still and
grabbed for her boss’s foot with both hands. Rachel whimpered as
the rubbing ceased, but she was so desperate to come that she
redoubled her efforts, humping and grinding her clit against her
boss’s foot until the pleasure built, and built, and... “Yes!”
Rachel cried. Her climax hit her like a tidal wave, knocking her
down flat and leaving her shivering and shaking on the floor. Her
pussy clenched down over and over as pleasure washed through
her.

Moments later, her own labored breathing
echoed in her ears. Rachel opened her eyes. “Wow,” she panted. She
looked up at the chair. It was empty.

But a few feet away, in front of the desk,
Ms. Steele had opened the black bag.

Rachel pushed herself up onto her elbows.
“Ma’am?”

She first came out with a pair of fuzzy
handcuffs. Ms. Steele smiled. “Have you ever been tied with rope
before, pet?”

“No, ma’am.” Rachel shook her head. She sat
up. Her legs shook a bit. She felt slightly dizzy with
afterglow.

“It’s better. But these are a start. Oh,
what’s this?”

Rachel gulped.

A long, black rod came out of the bag. It had
an ornate glass handle attached to a flexible metal mesh rod. At
the end, a square of leather finished off the riding crop. It had
been the most expensive toy on the rack. But cheaper whips and rods
hadn’t seemed good enough for Ms. Steele. Or made Rachel’s pulse
jump the way this one did.

“It’s quite enchanting, isn’t it?” Ms. Steele
asked, admiring the riding crop. She flicked it through the air. It
made a sinister ‘swish’.

Rachel hoped she hadn’t overestimated her own
capabilities. Then her eyes widened as she remembered what her last
purchase had been.

Ms. Steele set the crop aside and brought the
last toy out of the bag.

The harness had also been one of the nicest
items of its category in the store. It was sized for a slim woman,
and made of a rich red leather. The dildo that came with it was big
and dark. Almost bigger than Rachel thought she might be able to
handle. But somehow, that had made it seem the perfect size.

Her boss looked at it thoughtfully.

Rachel felt suddenly insecure. What if Ms.
Steele took it to mean that Rachel wanted a man instead? “Ma’am, if
you don’t want to--”

“Hush,” Ms. Steele said.

Rachel quieted.

Her boss placed the strap-on onto the desk
and picked up the crop. “I asked you to get ‘whatever strikes your
fancy’ and I meant it. I did not mean ‘guess what I want.’ Though
that is a fun game.” Her green eyes lit. “Let’s play it now, shall
we?” Ms. Steele beckoned her with a flick of the crop, then turned
and leaned against the desk.

She was waiting, Rachel realized. She
scrambled over to her boss in a half-crawl.

Ms. Steele gazed down at her. She raised an
eyebrow.

“I d...” She shook her head, confused. Guess
what Ms. Steele wanted? There was no telling. She was still amazed
she’d made it this far. Her cheeks heated as she caught sight of
her boss’s stockinged feet and realized she’d just come on one of
them. But then Rachel had the feeling that if she gave up without a
spirited try, she’d be giving up more than the game. She shut her
lips and considered. Ms. Steele was still fully dressed.

Rachel rose up on her knees and reached for
Ms. Steele’s belt.

Swish!

The crop flicked at Rachel’s hand.

The sudden sting made her hiss and draw back.
It hadn’t hurt much, exactly, but she suddenly knew what kind of
game they were playing. And she knew not to start with Ms. Steele’s
belt. Rachel considered this, then herself. For all the spectacle
she’d made of herself writhing on the floor, she still wore her bra
and her now creased skirt. Rachel reached behind her for the clasp
of her bra.

Swish!

Rachel didn’t quite flinch. And she didn’t
need to, because the crop didn’t strike. It found her chin and
urged Rachel to first angle her head upward. Then the crop urged
her to rise. Rachel followed it. As she stood on shaky legs, she
unclasped her bra and drew the straps down her shoulders.

Ms. Steele stopped her progress with a prod
of the crop. She threaded the leather tip under one of the bra’s
straps and drew the garment off Rachel herself.

Rachel shivered. Her nipples were hard peaks
in the cool office air. She reached for the back of her skirt.

Swish! Went the crop against Rachel’s right
nipple.

“Ah!” she cried out. Rachel’s hands
instinctively cupped her breasts. She also couldn’t resist tweaking
them ever so slightly. She stopped and took a breath, stealing the
barest of glances at Ms. Steele.

The woman watched with hungry eyes. She idly
flicked the crop against her opposite palm.

The slapping noise made goosebumps break out
on Rachel’s skin. No skirt, no belt. What, then? She reached slowly
for Ms. Steele’s jacket... and was allowed to help her shrug it
off.

While they stood close, Rachel inhaled the
scent of perfume and warm, clean skin. The aroma went right to a
primal part of Rachel. She pressed her legs together and
rediscovered the wetness between her thighs. She set the jacket
neatly next to the strap-on. Then she reached for Ms. Steele’s
blouse buttons.

No correction came. Rachel stood close as she
undid the small buttons on her boss’s blouse.

“Rachel,” Ms. Steele purred.

“Yes, ma’am?” her voice didn’t waver as she
concentrated on the buttons.

“Do you know why this crop has such a pretty
handle?”

“Um. No, ma’am?” Rachel caressed the smooth
material of her boss’s blouse as she worked her way down.

“Because you can use it for more than one
purpose,” Ms. Steele whispered.

As Rachel continued unbuttoning her, the
crop’s leather head skimmed down her side. She stiffened when Ms.
Steele’s arms encircled her. Rachel tugged the hem of her boss’s
blouse out of her skirt. Then she felt her boss undo Rachel’s skirt
and gently push it past her hips to the floor. Rachel stilled as
she processed the feeling of being naked in her boss’s arms. She
saw Ms. Steele’s wicked smile and felt the rounded tip of the
crop’s glass handle skim her ass from behind, then probe her pussy.
“Oh!” she moaned as the handle slid inside. Her inner muscles
clenched around it. Rachel held onto Ms. Steele’s shoulders and
shivered as the handle pumped inside her.

It felt so good! Rachel could’ve shouted for
joy. She stepped wider, spreading her legs as the handle slowly
fucked her still-greedy pussy. Suddenly, it slid back out.

Swish, swish!

Rachel squealed Ms. Steele wrapped an arm
around her and held her still while a series of short, sharp smacks
rained down on her bare buttocks. After a moment, the blows
stopped. The leather tip of the crop massaged her ass with small
circular motions. Rachel’s hands fisted in Ms. Steele’s blouse as
she felt the heated, sensitive spots where the crop had struck her.
Her heartbeat thundered. She wanted to hold onto Ms. Steele and
wail. She wanted more. And yet when Ms. Steele slid the crop’s
handle back into her dripping slit, she thought she might shatter
from the overwhelming sensation. She mouthed kisses against her
boss’s collar, unable to hold back.

“A little goes a long way with you, doesn’t
it?”

Rachel felt Ms. Steele’s laugh reverberate
through her. She wanted to keep holding her, and the impulse only
got stronger as her boss stroked her hair. “Apparently,” she
whispered. The handle slid out of her again. Rachel felt a nudge.
She looked up.

Ms. Steele’s tongue flicked along the edge of
the crop’s pussy-wet handle. She licked her lips and offered the
handle to Rachel.

Rachel had tasted herself before, but under
Ms. Steele’s watch it tasted bolder, tangier than she’d remembered.
She wondered what Ms. Steele tasted like.

“What are you thinking, pet?” Ms. Steele
asked.

“I wonder what you taste like,” Rachel
confessed.

Ms. Steele put the crop down and caught her
lips in a kiss.

Rachel tasted the other woman and herself.
She leaned in and let her lips fall open, let their tongues dance
as passion fogged the remaining logical parts of her brain. She
pushed the blouse off her boss’s shoulders, battled Ms. Steele’s
hands as they together tore off her bra, and stripped the older
woman of her belt and skirt. When she was down to only a pair of
lacy panties, Rachel sank to her knees.

Ms. Steel reclined against the edge of the
desk. She threw her head back; her silver-streaked chestnut hair
spilled from its customary tight bun as Rachel found the triangle
of cloth covering her sex.

To Rachel’s surprise, her panties were
soaked. She pressed her nose into the damp cloth and inhaled the
sweet, musky scent. She’d imagined doing this many times before.
One of her favorite fantasies involved Ms. Steele pushing Rachel
beneath her desk and grinding her pussy against Rachel’s tongue as
she worked. But now that the moment had arrived, Rachel felt
tentative. She’d never gone down on a woman before. Would she even
be any good at it?

A hand grabbed the back of her hair and
pressed her face harder against Ms. Steele’s pussy.

Rachel inhaled that heady scent and tugged
down her boss’s panties. She found Ms. Steele bare except for a
neat triangle of hair above her cleft. Rachel took the panties all
the way off, then parted Ms. Steele’s smooth thighs.

She was pink and gorgeous between them, all
juicy and waiting. Rachel kissed the delicate button of her clit,
lapped at her soft lips, and dipped her tongue into her sex. Once
she tasted Ms. Steele’s juices, she wanted more. She explored her
inner folds, delicately sucked at her clit, and pressed kisses to
her inner thighs. Rachel heard gasps and moans from above and the
knowledge that she’d caused them made her pulse leap. She hummed
against her boss’s most sensitive spots, mercilessly tonguing her
clit, and giggled as Ms. Steele’s hips pistoned. Juices smeared
across her mouth and chin, but Rachel didn’t care. Even when her
boss’s legs clamped down around her head, it just narrowed her
focus. She was there to pleasure, to worship.

After only a few minutes it seemed, Rachel
found herself pulled away. She followed Ms. Steele’s guiding hands
to her feet. Her head spun; she wiped her mouth and blinked at the
empty desk in front of her.

“Bend over, pet,” Ms. Steele told her.

Rachel did. She spotted the handcuffs
abandoned at the edge of the desk. Ms. Steele set the riding crop
down next to her.

A buckle snapped into place.

Rachel felt the snub head of the strap-on
probe the entrance to her aching pussy. Her eyes widened. She had
just enough time to grab the edge of the desk and hold on.

Then Ms. Steele’s big rubber cock slid deep
into her wetness. “Oh, yes, Rachel,” her boss moaned as the
strap-on penetrated her.

Rachel gasped. She could see her reflection
in the shiny surface of the desk; her mouth formed an ‘O’ of
surprise. And behind her, like a demon of lust, the shadowed
silhouette of her boss withdrew almost all the way, then thrust
hard back inside. “Oh, fuck,” Rachel cried. Her breath fogged the
desk’s surface as she panted. With every new thrust, Ms. Steele
found somewhere deeper and more intense within her. And pinned to
the desk as she was, she couldn’t get away. Not that she wanted to.
Rachel pushed up off the desk’s surface and watched their
reflections as she drove her hips backward. Her still-stung bottom
made a smacking sound against the leather harness. “Yes, fuck me,
Ms. Steele.” She recalled words her boss had used earlier. “Fuck my
slutty, submissive pussy, fuck it...” she cried.

Ms. Steele let out a sharp laugh. She let her
bare hand come down hard on Rachel’s ass. “How about you fuck me?
That’s a good little pet. Drive your horny little pussy back. Ride
my big dick,” she purred.

Rachel moaned as Ms. Steele’s rhythm stilled.
No! She needed more. “Please,” she moaned, doing her best to drive
her hips backward into the still-buried strap-on cock. She could
feel her second orgasm building, but she didn’t think she could get
anywhere but frustrated without help. “Please fuck me, Ms. Steele,
oh please,” she begged. “Please fuck me?”

“I’m not sure you’re trying as hard as you
can.”

Rachel felt thrilling sting of the crop on
her ass. “Yes, ma’am!” She redoubled her efforts, pushing back
against the desk so hard it moved.

And when Ms. Steele finally broke, leaned
over her, licked her ear, and began to fuck her hungry hole in
earnest, Rachel sobbed with relief and pleasure. She felt Ms.
Steele’s hand snake around in front, pulling her back. Her fingers
found and rubbed Rachel’s eager clit. It was like she’d touched a
live wire. Rachel shook. “Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, I’m going to come,
Ms. Steele, I’m coming!” she shrieked.

Suddenly, the middle rod of the crop was in
front of her face. Ms. Steele slid it between her teeth and grabbed
either side of the toy, using it like a bit and bridle to pull
Rachel back as she savagely screwed her pussy. “Shh, dear,
still--ngh--barely business hours.”

Rachel bit down on the crop and clawed at the
desk. She was glad for the crop, then, because her climax hit hard,
rocking her grasping pussy as she rode Ms. Steele’s strap-on, and
Rachel wailed as best she could through it all. Her hard nipples
danced over the desk’s slick surface. She barely held on as bolt
after bolt of pleasure made her shake and shiver back on the
invading strap-on.  

Throughout it all, Ms. Steele pumped her cock
into Rachel’s cunt and whispered filthy words of encouragement.

Just when Rachel thought she might collapse
and be happy to let Ms. Steele fuck her forever, her boss sped up
her thrusts, bottoming out in her sensitive pussy each time.

She ground her clit against the inside of the
strap-on, Rachel realized. She spit out the crop and held it to
keep Ms. Steele on her rhythm. “Please come for me, ma’am? Please
fuck me, I need it...”

With an anguished cry, Ms. Steele thrust her
strap-on hard into Rachel’s quivering pussy. She pushed Rachel down
over the desk as she grunted and groaned her way to a shuddering
climax.

Rachel kicked her heels in the air. She felt
giddy in her own afterglow and in the reflection of her boss’s. She
felt Ms. Steele’s forehead rest against her back between her
shoulder blades. At her side, Rachel saw Ms. Steele’s manicured
hand land against the desk for support. Rachel reached out and
carefully threaded their fingers together.

A warm laugh and breath came from behind her.
“Just let me... rest here a minute,” Ms. Steele said.

Rachel returned the laugh. She thought she
could’ve stayed there under her all night. “You feel good.”

“You feel good, too.” The words whispered
into Rachel’s skin. “I’ll... I realize you may have to get home
soon--”

“No,” Rachel quickly said. “I don’t.”

A quiet pause answered her.

Rachel didn’t quite squirm. Ms. Steele knew
about Eric. She was asking a question, Rachel realized. She pushed
against the desk.

Ms. Steele wrapped her arms around Rachel as
they stood together.

“I don’t,” Rachel said again. And though she
recalled that earlier that same day, she’d sat at the breakfast
table and thought she’d stay until Eric found a job, she realized
she didn’t want to keep up the facade. She knew exactly where she
wanted to be. She moved Ms. Steele’s hand over her heart and
covered it with her own. “I’m all yours, ma’am.”

Ms. Steele’s kiss tickled her earlobe. “I am
very glad to hear that. I feel very... attached to you,
Rachel.”

Rachel bit her lip. It might not have been
unrestrained declarations of love, but it was a good start. She
squeezed her inner muscles around the still-imbedded strap-on
inside her. “Good.”

Her boss paused. “Come home with me.”

Rachel’s heart leapt. She laughed. “Yes,
ma’am.”

 


*****

 


THE END
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