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“Anna, come in here please.”

I got up from my desk and opened the door to Ms Green’s office. The vast, lavishly decorated room never failed to take my breath away. One entire wall was made up of floor to ceiling windows, providing a spectacular view of the city below. The opposite wall was covered by solid oak bookcases. A soft leather couch and matching armchairs were arranged around a glass coffee table in one corner. The floor was covered by a dark red persian rug.

Ms Greene stood beside her solid oak desk, scanning the bookshelf before her. Her black hair was styled into neat waves. Her dark blue tailored dress was belted at the waist, enhancing her hourglass figure.

“Do you need help finding something Ms Greene?” I had organised her large collection of reference books, so I knew exactly where everything was.

“No.” She reached out and pulled a book from the shelf. “I’ve found what I was I’m looking for.”

Ms Greene placed the book on her desk, then turned to face me. She was the perfect picture of a classically beautiful woman. Her skin was pale and flawless like porcelain, and her eyes were blue-grey. Her deep red lips and a hint of rogue added a splash of color to her face. She was tall and slender, but with wide hips and a generous chest.

But she was so much more than good looks. Despite her delicate appearance, there was no mistaking that she was a formidable woman. One glance from her was all it took to intimidate even the most powerful men. I had been her personal assistant for 6 months, and I still found her domineering manner intimidating. And she couldn’t have become CEO of Lux Industries without intelligence, hard work and ambition. She was an incredible woman. I idolised her.

And I had to admit, I had a bit of a crush on her. It didn’t make any sense. She was far older than me, not to mention a woman. But there was something about her that was incredibly magnetic. Something that demanded my attention, that made me crave her approval.

“Did you get everything that I asked for?” Ms Greene sat down on the front of the desk, her glossy red heels hovering above the ground.

“Yes, Ms Greene. I also got a gift for your nephew’s birthday on Sunday.”

“What would I do without you?” Her low, smooth voice always made me feel like crumbling.

“I’m just doing my job, Ms Greene,” I replied, trying not to blush. This was the first time she had expressed any sort of approval towards me since I started working here.

I still wasn’t sure why she hired me. I was fresh out of college, had zero experience, and had no idea what I wanted to do with my life. I had applied for the job on a whim, and had stuttered and stumbled my way through the interview, totally intimidated by her presence. But for some reason, she had hired me anyway.

Ms Greene crossed her long, pale legs. I saw a flash of red lace. “You do so much more than just ‘your job’ Anna. Don’t think I haven’t noticed.” Leaning forward, she slid her hands down her thigh and clasped them around one knee. A red lace bra peeked out the top of her low-cut dress. “I’m very grateful. I’ll make sure that you’re rewarded for all your hard work.”

“Thank you, Ms Greene.” I tore my gaze away from her chest and twirled a strand of my reddish-brown hair around my finger.

“I’m sure you have a lot to do, I won’t keep you.” Ms Greene got up from the desk and sat down in the high-backed leather chair behind it. “One more thing. I need you to take my things through to the dry cleaner.” She gestured towards some garment bags hanging behind the door.

“Yes, Ms Greene.” I grabbed the bags and left Ms Greene’s office.













* * *



I pressed the buzzer beside Ms Greene’s door. “Ms Greene? I’m here to drop off your dry cleaning.”


No response
 . Although I had a key to her apartment, I felt it was only polite to announce my presence, especially when she was home. And it was unusually late in the evening, so I didn’t want to walk in and surprise her. I didn’t normally work this late, but Ms Greene had given me several last-minute jobs to be completed by the weekend. I didn’t mind working overtime.

I buzzed again.” Ms Greene?” According to her schedule, she should have been home. But she did occasionally leave last minute social events off her calendar.

Gathering her dry cleaning and groceries in my arms, I unlocked the door, entered the building, and rode the elevator up to Ms Greene’s penthouse apartment. I couldn’t even fathom how much rent must cost her. Probably more than my monthly salary, which was pretty generous.

The elevator opened directly into Ms Greene’s apartment. I looked around the empty apartment. It was decorated much the same as her office. Leather and glass furniture filled the open plan living area, and contemporary art hung from the walls. The large glass windows overlooked the city and led out to a long balcony.

“Ms Greene?” No response again.
 I decided she must not be home. Hanging my coat and the garment bags by the door, I proceeded to unload the groceries into the fridge and pantry. Then I headed to her bedroom to hang up her clothes.

My heart skipped a beat as I entered Ms Greene’s private sanctuary. While the living area was all modern glass and leather, her bedroom had a warmer feel. Ornate furniture made of dark brown wood filled the room. A lush, cream colored rug lay on the floor. Silky cream sheets covered the large, soft bed. Matching curtains hung across the large glass doors which led to the balcony outside.

I turned on the light to her wardrobe. It was a room in itself. I ran my hands along a row of hanging dresses. The rich fabrics felt soft on my fingertips. There were some truly stunning pieces in her collection. I would never be able to afford even one of them in my lifetime.

Sighing, I began to put away the clothing in my arms. I stopped at the last item. It was a short cocktail dress covered in delicate black lace, cut low in the chest. I held it against my body, and turned to the mirror. The fabric was so soft. I wondered what it would feel like against my skin…

I looked over my shoulder. I was all alone. And knowing Ms Greene, if she had gone out this evening, she wouldn’t be back until late.

Slowly, I peeled off my blouse and skirt. The air was cool against my bare skin. I slipped into the dress. I couldn’t zip it up by myself, so I left the back open.

I turned to the mirror and almost gasped with surprise. I barely recognised the girl in the mirror. The shortness of the dress emphasised my toned legs, and the low-cut chest revealed my modest cleavage. The charcoal black color made my tanned skin stand out, and my chestnut hair look even redder.

I turned, inspecting my body from all angles. I liked the way I looked in it. I liked the way it made me feel. Confident. Mature. Sexy.

As I admired myself in the mirror, it occurred to me that Ms Greene had worn this dress. This soft fabric had touched her bare skin like it was touching mine now. I imagined her in it now. Her long, slender legs and delicate neck and shoulders on display. Her wide hips, hugged by the tight fabric. Her confident posture which thrust her breasts forward, showing off her chest.

Suddenly, I heard a voice behind me. “Hello Anna.”
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Ms Greene stood in the doorway, a towel in hand. She wore a short silk dressing gown, so sheer that I could clearly see that she was wearing nothing underneath. Her loose, wet hair cascaded down her shoulders. Water dripped down her hair onto her chest, making the front of her gown even more translucent. I could see her pink nipples through the pale fabric.

“I’m sorry!” I turned bright red. “I buzzed, but no one answered!” I bowed my head, unsure what else to say.

“I was in the bath. I must have fallen asleep.” Ms Greene’s voice seemed cold and sharp.

She stood, unmoving, one eyebrow raised. Then I remembered. The dress.
 I was wearing her dress.

“I just wanted to try it on!” I blurted out. “It’s just so beautiful…” I trailed off, unable to read the expression on her face. I didn’t know what else to say.

She looked me up and down, then took a few steps forward until her body was unbearably close to mine. I could smell the scent of lilac in her freshly washed hair.

“You look beautiful.” Her low voice was barely a murmur. The expression on her face was inscrutable.

“Thank you, Ms Greene...” My heart raced.

“Here, let me zip it up for you. Turn around.”

I obeyed. She ran her fingertips over my bare back, from up between my shoulder blades to the base of my tailbone. My legs felt weak beneath me. She pulled the zipper up slowly. The dress hugged my body like it was made for me.

“Let me see you.” I turned around. “No. Out here.”

Ms Greene pulled me into the bedroom and under the light. She looked at my face, frowning, then reached out and pulled my long hair from its ponytail. My messy curls fell down my shoulders.

“That’s better.” She walked around me in a slow, close circle, her hand tracing a line around my shoulders. I could almost feel her eyes on my body.

Ms Greene stepped away and walked over to the window. “Come take a look at the view.” She drew back the curtains. I walked over to the glass, and stared out at the city below us. The city lights twinkled against the dark sky. “What do you think?”

“It’s amazing.” I scanned the city skyline, avoiding her gaze.

Ms Greene leaned on the glass next to me. “You know, I do appreciate everything you do for me.”

“It’s nothing,” I murmured. “I enjoy it.”

“Oh? And what is it about your job that enjoy?” She placed a hand on my shoulder and trailed it down my arm.  

“I enjoy serving you.” The words tumbled out of my mouth before I could even think. I turned bright red, realising what I had just said. I stared more intently out the window.

“Do you enjoy serving strong, powerful women?” Her velvety smooth voice sent a shiver down my spine.

“Yes,” I murmured quietly.

She brought her other hand up to my face and turned my head towards her. Her hands were soft and smooth. “Do you enjoy pleasing them? Does it give you pleasure?”

“Yes.” My heart began to race.

Ms Greene leaned in close to me. “I’ve seen the way you look at me,” she whispered. “I know how much you want me. To touch me. To taste me. To serve me.” Her dressing gown had slipped back, exposing more of her pearl white shoulders and chest. I could see her nipples peeking out from behind the fabric.

“Have you ever tasted a woman before?”

“No.” Her gaze was hypnotic.

“But you’ve always wanted to.”

“Yes,” I breathed.

“You’ve been such a good assistant,” she whispered. “So hard working. So eager to please.” She grabbed my chin with her hand. “If serving me is what you desire, then I’ll grant your wish.”

Ms Greene pushed my shoulders hard against the glass. I let out a gasp. “You will serve me. You will fulfill my every need. You will relish it. And you will beg on your knees for more.” She stared into my eyes, a dark expression on her face. The intensity of her gaze made me melt.

“But first”—she ran her hands down the sides of my body to my hips, and pulled me close to her—“let me reward you for all your hard work.”  

Ms Greene leaned in and kissed me. Her lips were soft and full, but the kiss was firm and rough. The scent of her hair my head rush. She broke away, releasing my chin. I opened my eyes to see her dark grey eyes staring into mine.

Without breaking her gaze, she fell to her knees. My heart thumped in my chest. She slid her hands up my thighs, pushing the tight dress up past my hips. Then she peeled my panties from my body, releasing them to fall around my ankles. She pushed my knees apart gently.   

Ms Greene leaned in closer. I could feel her hot breath between my legs. She ran her hands up the inside of my thighs. I quivered with anticipation. After what seemed like an eternity, she leaned in and kissed my pussy lips. She slipped her tongue between them and slid it up and down the length of my slit, slowly and gently. I let out a gasp. My clit throbbed.

Looking up at me, she slid her hands back behind my hips. Her touch went from gentle to rough as firmly grabbed a cheek in each hand, pulling me towards her.

Her tongue settled on my clit, painting slow, light circles around it. A moan escaped my lips. I spread my legs out even further. She pursed her lips and began to suck on my entire clit.


Fuck!
 I had never felt anything like this before. She was gentle and slow, stretching out my pleasure until it was excruciating. I pushed myself out towards her. She picked up the pace and pressure. I felt like I was about to burst! My hands scrabbled at the glass behind me, trying to gain purchase on the smooth surface.

“Oh fuck!”

The pressure between my legs built and built, until it overwhelmed me. Pleasure exploded between my legs, rolling through me like the aftershocks of an earthquake. My back arched, pushing my pussy further into Ms Greene as her tongue drew out my orgasm.

I leaned back hard against the glass, breathing heavily.  

Ms Greene stood back up and kissed me, firmly this time. Her tongue worked it’s past my lips. I could taste myself in her mouth.

My hands fell on her waist. I wanted so badly to peel back the damp silk clinging to her chest, to touch her body, to kiss her bare skin. To taste her. But something stopped me. I didn’t feel like I could do those things without her permission.

Ms Greene seemed to approve of my restraint. “Patience.” She drew a line down the centre of her chest. “If you do your job well, you will get the chance to serve me.”

She pulled the dressing gown back across her chest. “Now, I’m sure a girl like you has a busy weekend planned.” She walked over to the bed and sat down, leaning back with her legs crossed.

I didn’t care about any of my plans at this point. But I knew when I was being dismissed. I reached down and pulled up my soaking wet panties. My head was spinning. Before I walked out the door, I turned back to her.

“Thank you, Ms Greene.” She nodded. Her eyes followed me as I left the room. Grabbing my coat, I made my way out of her apartment and back home.

I didn’t even notice that I was still wearing her dress.
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I returned to work on Monday, a bundle of nerves and desire. Part of me wondered if Friday night had actually happened.

Ms Greene’s behavior made me doubt myself even more. From the moment I walked into the office, she acted as if nothing had happened between us. Even when we were all alone, she made no mention of Friday night, and treated me no differently than normal. And she didn’t mention the dress. I had it dry cleaned, and returned it to her wardrobe along with the rest of her dry cleaning.

This continued for a whole week. All it did was make me want her even more. I found myself drifting off in my idle moments, imagining all the things that I wanted her to do to me, that I wanted to do to her. It drove me crazy. By Wednesday, I was overwhelmed with desire. By Thursday, I wanted to storm into her office, and fall to my knees before her, and beg her to do whatever she wanted with me. By Friday, I was dejected, convinced entirely that I had been cast aside and nothing more would ever happen between us.

Oh, how wrong I was.

5pm on Friday rolled around. I was preparing to leave when Ms Greene called me into her office. I walked through her door for what felt like the millionth time this week.

“Yes, Ms Greene?”

“Have a seat.” She gestured towards one of the chairs in front of her desk.

I sat, my heart thumping. Ms Greene never asked me to sit down.

She walked round to the front of her desk and leaned back on it, in a pose that subtly thrust her chest out. Images of her round, pink nipples peeking through her silk dressing gown filled my head.

“I have something for you.” Ms Greene reached down beside her and picked up a large, black gift box. It was flat and rectangular, with a silky black ribbon tied around it.

She leaned towards me and placed it on my lap. I could smell the faint scent of lilac in her hair. “Wait until you get home to open it.”

“Thank you, Ms Greene.”

She nodded. Without another word, she got up and sat back down beside her desk, opening up her laptop. I took the cue to leave. I swore that I could feel Ms Greene’s eyes on me as I walked out of the room.






* * *



By the time I got home, I felt like a kid on Christmas morning. I took my time and untied the ribbon carefully, then removed the top half of the boss. Inside was a square jewellery box, on top of a parcel wrapped in white tissue paper. A black card sat on top of the parcel. I opened the card.


Wear this tomorrow. Be ready. Ms G.


My stomach filled with butterflies. First, I opened the small box. Inside was a rigid but delicate choker style necklace, made of silver. A small circle hung from the front of it. This style of necklace was in fashion, but I couldn’t help but notice how much it resembled a collar.

I put the necklace back in its box and set it aside. I tore open the tissue paper bundle. My heart skipped a beat. Inside was a matching bra and panty set, made of fine black lace. I held them up to get a better look. The lingerie was tiny. It would fit my small frame, but there wasn’t a lot of fabric. And the little fabric there was practically transparent. It was far more revealing than anything I normally wore. What did Ms Green have planned?


I flopped down onto my bed, my imagination running wild. I couldn’t wait until the morning.
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I walked into the office on Monday morning, the choker around my neck and the lingerie under my work clothes. There was something thrilling about knowing that underneath my modest blouse and skirt, I wore nothing but the tiniest, sexiest, barely-there lingerie. I had left my hair loose to fall down my back, remembering that Ms Greene liked it that way.

As soon as I sat down at my desk, Ms Greene called me into her office.

“Yes, Ms Greene?”

Her eyes fell momentarily to the base of my neck. I saw the briefest look of satisfaction on her face. Then she looked back down at the work on her desk.

“There are quite a few things I need you to do today.” She scribbled away at the papers in front of her. “Set up a meeting with Mr Stevens…”

I stood, only half listening, as she rattled off a long list of tasks. It was back to business as usual. Which only made me want her even more.

Ms Greene finished her list and dismissed me. I turned to leave.

“And Anna?” she said.

“Yes, Ms Greene?”

“Are you wearing the rest of my gift?”

“Yes, Ms Greene.” I twisted a lock of hair around my finger.

She nodded. “I’ll need you to stay late this evening. I hope you don’t have anything planned.”

“No Ms Greene, I can stay.”

“Good. Now I’m sure you have plenty to do.” She grabbed a file from her desk and started to flip through it. I returned to my desk and waited for evening to come.






* * *



By the time 5pm rolled around, I felt like I was going to burst.

I sat at my desk, shuffling files, watching the office slowly empty.

At 5:45, Ms Greene called me into her office. My heart was pounding

“Yes, Ms Greene?”

She sat at her desk, typing on her laptop. “Close the door.”

I obeyed. Her eyes remained fixed on the screen. I watched her as she continued to type away as if I wasn’t even in the room. She wore a dark red blouse today, the same color as her lips, cut low to emphasize her chest. A string of tiny pearls hung from her neck.

I stood, motionless. Silence hung in the air between us.

Finally, Ms Greene closed her laptop and slid it to one side. She looked up at me.  “Come here.”

I hadn’t realised that I was standing unusually far away from her, just inches from the door. I walked forward and stood in front of the desk. The chairs that were usually in front of her desk were set to one side against the wall.

Ms Greene stood up from behind the desk, and leaned back on the front of it nonchalantly. I glanced up at her from beneath my lashes. She had the same neutral expression on her face that she always wore. Her piercing eyes stared back at me. I lowered my gaze, and found myself staring at her body. Her black high waisted skirt hugged her wide hips. Her long legs were covered by black stockings. She wore black pumps with dark red soles.

Ms Greene looked me up and down in one long sweep.

“Take of your clothes.”

I hesitated, but only for a moment. I felt compelled to obey her. Slowly, I unbuttoned my blouse, revealing the sheer lace bra that she had gifted me. My nipples were visible through the holes in the lace. I could feel them hardening under the delicate fabric. I removed the blouse, then shimmied out of my tight, knee length skirt. The tiny panties barely covered my ass cheeks. I left my heels on.

I stood in the middle of Ms Greene’s office, my back straight and my head bowed, feeling completely exposed. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Ms Greene as she walked around me slowly like a hawk circling its prey. A fire sparked between my legs.

She circled back to stand in front of me, and tilted my chin so that I was looking up at her. “Do you still want to serve me?”

“Yes,” I mumbled.

“I didn’t quite hear you.” She waited.

“Yes, Ms Greene.” My voice was loud and clear. “I want to serve you.”

She brushed her hand down my cheek and released my face. “Kneel.”

I obeyed. I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter. Ms Greene pulled her skirt up past her lace-topped thigh-high stockings, revealing matching black panties.

“May I?” The words spilled out before I could even think. Ms Greene looked down at me with disapproval. “May I, Ms Greene?”

She nodded.

I slid my hands up her thighs and grabbed the sides of her panties. I pulled them down her slender legs, slowly, savoring the moment.

Ms Greene spread her legs out wide. I had never seen another woman's pussy up close. It was so pink and wet. Her tiny clit peeked out from underneath its hood. I could smell her faint scent.

Unable to hold myself back any longer, I reached up and grabbed her soft hips to anchor myself.  

“No.” Ms Greene’s voice cut through the air. “You don’t get to touch me unless I give you permission.”

“Yes, Ms Greene.” I put my hands down meekly.

“You’ll pay for that later.” I opened my mouth to protest, then thought better of it. “Now, hands behind your back,” she ordered. “I trust that I don’t need to tie them?”

The idea made me throb even more between my legs. But I kept my mouth shut, and crossed my wrists at the small of my back.

“Good.” she said. “Now, use your mouth. Make me come.”

Gingerly, I leaned forward and slid my tongue between her lips. Her pussy was slick and warm under my tongue. I slid it up the length of her slit to her tiny pink nub, and ran my tongue over her clit slowly and gently.

“Mmm, yes.” Her thighs quivered. I was surprised at how responsive her body was. I could feel when she liked something that I did. Even though I had never done this before, it felt effortless. Natural even.

“Yes, like that.” Ms Greene put a hand on my head, pushing me into her pussy. The fire between my legs roared. My thin panties were soaked through.

She hoisted herself up slightly so that she sat on the edge of the table. She lifted one leg to the side, spreading herself wider for me, her red soled shoe hanging in the air.

“Mmm, faster!” I increased the pace and pressure. She let out a low moan.

Ms Greene’s hands left my head to grip the edge of her desk. She threw her head back, letting out a cry. I could feel her body shake as her orgasm consumed her.

She sat, back on the desk, breathing heavily. After taking a moment to regain her composure, Ms Greene pulled up her panties and pulled down her skirt, restoring her clothes to their immaculate appearance. Not a single hair was out of place. She looked unruffled, flawless, as if nothing had even happened.

“Stay there.” Ms Greene strode out of the room, leaving the door wide open. I waited on my knees, naked, desperately praying that no one would walk past. After what felt like hours, she returned to the room with my coat in her hand.

“Put this on.” She held my coat out to me. I looked over at my clothes in a pile in the corner.

“Just the coat,” she ordered.

“Yes, Ms Greene.” I took the coat and buttoned it up, belting it tightly around me. The short coat came about halfway down my thighs.

“Let’s get out of here.”






* * *



As we made our way back to Ms Greene’s apartment, I was keenly aware of how naked I was underneath my coat. Ms Greene took her time, stopping to chat with the last few workers left in the office on the way out. It was maddening.

We rode the elevator up to her apartment in complete silence. As soon as we walked through the door, Ms Greene hung up her coat and strode across the room, drawing the curtains and opening the windows to let in the cool night breeze.

She sat down on the couch. “Take of your coat and come here.”

I stripped off my coat, feeling the chill air on my body, and stood before her. Even though she was sitting down, it still felt like she loomed over me.

“Now, I told you not to touch me unless I allowed it, did I not?”

“Yes, Ms Greene,” I replied sheepishly.

“And yet you touched me. Did you think I was going to let it go?”

“No Ms Greene.” I cast my eyes down, not bothering to argue about not knowing the rule until after I had touched her.

“I think I need to make sure that you don’t forget next time.” She looked me up and down. “Strip.”

I removed my bra, freeing my breasts. I could feel the chill night air on my nipples. I kicked off my heels, and slipped out of the tiny panties. I was completely naked now, save for the silver necklace. Ms Greene was still fully clothed.

She shifted backwards on the couch. “Lie across my legs.”

I felt heat rising to my face and between my legs as I realised what she was about to do. Obediently, I stretched my body out over her lap. I braced myself, knowing what was coming.

For a moment, I felt nothing. Then, a sharp sting on my ass.

“Ah!” I cried out, more out of surprise than pain. My skin tingled as the pain faded.

My relief was short lived. Smack!
 I gasped, the hard slap pushing my pelvis down into Ms Greene’s lap. Smack!
 Another slap, followed by another. I let out a sound that was half whimper, half moan as pain and pleasure mingled.

“There, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“No Ms Greene.”

“Have you learnt your lesson?”

“Yes, Ms Greene.”

“Good.” She rubbed my cheeks, soothing my sore red skin. Her soft hands so close to my pussy made me even more turned on.

Ms Greene ran her hands down my cheeks and thighs, then back up the inside of my legs, only briefly brushing my pussy lips.

“So wet already. I think you enjoyed that far too much.” She gave me one last, sharp slap.

“Ah!”

“Get up.”

I lifted myself out of her lap and rubbed the tender skin on my ass cheeks. She beckoned me with one finger. “Follow me.”

I followed her into her bedroom. It was almost the same as usual. Except now, tied around the bedposts at the head of the bed were two long black scarves. The curtains were fully drawn back, giving us a view out into the city. And giving the city a view of us. We were high enough up that no one could see in. But still, I irrationally felt like someone would walk past the window and see me, standing here, naked and exposed.

Ms Greene gestured towards the bed. “Lie down on your back.” I got onto the bed and lay down. “Raise your arms above your head.”

It wasn’t until I had raised my arms that I realised what the scarves were for. A second later, Ms Greene walked to one side of the bed. Grabbing the scarf, she tied it around my wrist, tight enough that I couldn’t slip my hand out, but loose enough that it didn’t feel constricting. She repeated the process on my other wrist, tugging at the knot to test if it was secure. I pulled at my bonds experimentally. They held firm. No effort of mine was going to make them come undone.

Ms Greene walked to the foot of the bed. I lifted my head, straining to see her. Slowly, she began to remove her clothes. She unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a lacy black bra which barely held her breasts in. Kicking off her heels, she slipped her tight black skirt down her hips.

Ms Greene crawled onto the bed and swung one leg over me, straddling my body. I stared brazenly as she unclipped her bra and dropped it on the bed next to her, freeing her pale breasts. Her tiny nipples stood up on her chest. Slowly, she crawled up the bed, her body so low that we were almost touching. I held my breath. She brought a hand up to my face.

I was so entranced by Ms Greene’s body that I hadn’t noticed that she was holding something in her other hand. It was another black scarf, silk this time. She wrapped the scarf around my eyes and tied it tightly at the back of my head.

I felt lost and dizzy without my sight. I could still sense Ms Greene on top of me, still feel the heat radiating from her body, still smell the scent of lilac in her hair. I felt her hand trace a line down my body from my collarbone to just below my bellybutton. I shivered at her touch. Slowly, she slid a finger down my slit. I let out a gasp.

“Has anyone ever touched you like this?” Ms Greene moved her finger up and down, teasing my opening.

“No, Ms Greene,” I breathed, spreading my legs out wide. My pussy ached. I wanted to be filled by her.

She continued to tease both my clit and my entrance, never lingering for long enough to allow the pleasure to build. I let out a sound between a moan and a groan. Without warning, I felt a sharp pinch on my nipple.

“Ahh!”

“Patience.” She pinched and tugged at both my nipples, increasing my arousal even further. I couldn’t take it any longer.

“Please, Ms Greene.”

“Please what?” She pulled her hands away from body. I suppressed a groan.

“Please keep going. Please let me come.”

Without a word, she slipped a finger inside me. I let out a gasp. She slid another finger in and began to slide them in and out, curling them towards my g-spot.

“Mmmm.”

With her other hand, she reached up and groped my breasts hungrily. She pinched my nipple again. The pain only inflamed me.

I felt her thumb slide up to my clit. She rolled it over my swollen nub in slow hard circles. Using the weight of her whole body, she thrust her fingers into me harder, causing the bed to rock. I moaned. I was so close!

Without warning, Ms Greene pulled her fingers out of me and away from my clit, leaving a hollow ache behind. Blindfolded and deafened by silence, I felt nothing, sensed nothing. For a moment, all I could hear was the pounding in my chest.

“I want you to remember” —she slid a hand up my stomach to my chest and held it there, pinning me to the bed—“that your body is mine. You’re my toy. My plaything.” I felt fingertips on my pussy, teasing my me. “You exist only to serve me.”

“Yes, Ms Greene,” I breathed.

“What are you?” She slid a single finger inside of me and moved it in and out gently.

“I’m your toy.” I struggled to get the words out. “Your plaything.”

“And?” She added a second finger to the first.

“And I exist”—I felt the fire building up inside me again—“only to serve you. Ms Greene.”

“Good.”

Her thumb found my clit and she rubbed it in circles. Her fingers slid in and out of me in concert with her thumb. I pushed my pussy up towards her hungrily.

“Fuck!” The orgasm hit me like a crashing wave. I writhed on the bed, straining at my bonds as pleasure flowed through me.

I fell back to the bed, breathing heavily. With my eyes blindfolded and my head foggy, everything felt surreal. The room was silent now. I could feel no movement on the bed around me. I felt detached from my senses. I resisted the urge to call out Ms Greene’s name.

Finally, I heard the faint rustle of lingerie being removed. Then footsteps on the hardwood floor. I felt the bed shift under me as Ms Greene got back onto the bed and crawled up my body. Her soft breasts brushed my chest and stomach as she moved. I wanted so badly to touch them, to ravish them with my hands and mouth.

As if reading my mind, Ms Greene dipped her chest down over my head. “Show me what that mouth of yours can do.”

I felt her breasts press down against my face. Obediently, I pursed my lips and kissed them lightly. Then I took them in mouth and sucked hungrily, first on the soft flesh, then on her hard nipples.

“Mmm.” Ms Greene grabbed the back of my head and pulled me hard into her breasts, smothering me. Already blinded, the pressure made me feel suffocated.

I felt Ms Greene pull away, then lift my head up with her hands. She removed the blindfold from my eyes. The soft light of the bedroom flooded my eyes.

Ms Greene knelt over my body, her legs at either side of me, hovering less than an inch above my bare stomach. She was completely naked now. My eyes trailed down her body, past her flat stomach to her pussy.

She followed the path of my eyes. “Do you want to taste me?” She leaned down low over me, placing her hands to either side of my head, her breasts pushing up against mine. “Do you want to make me come?”

“Yes!” I cried. Ms Greene gave me a sharp look. “I mean, yes Ms Greene.”

She crawled up my body until her pussy was right above my head. It was glistening wet. I could almost taste her scent in the air.

“Make me come.”

Ms Greene lowered herself onto me. Her pussy lips smothered my mouth. I let out a cry of surprise. I opened my lips slightly, and stuck out my tongue. My tongue explored every inch of her warm, slick pussy, before settling on her clit.

“Mmm, yes.”

Ms Greene began to move her hips back and forth, grinding on my face. She grabbed my hair with her fingertips. I formed my lips into a bow around her clit and sucked gently. She let out a moan and lowered herself onto me further, until her pussy lips were engulfing me.

“Yes! Keep going.” I increased the speed and pace, as she rocked harder and faster, pulling at my hair with every gyration of her hips. She released one hand from my head to steady herself on the wall behind the bed.

I felt her thighs tremble, then seize around my head. Ms Greene let out a wild cry, her back arching as pleasure rolled through her. Her hand gripped tighter at my hair, pulling at it from its roots as she rode her orgasm.

Once she recovered, Ms Greene untied the restraints from my wrists. I rubbed at the pink marks left on my skin. She lay next to me on her side, in a pose that accentuated the curve of her hips. I rolled onto my side to face her. She leaned over and kissed me gently on the lips.

“You did so well,” Ms Greene murmured, running a hand through my hair. Her touch was much gentler now.

“What do you think about doing more”—she paused, picking her phrasing carefully—“‘after hours work’?” She ran a finger along the side of my body, tracing a line over my curves.

“I’d love to.” She smiled. I had never seen her smile before.

Her usual businesslike demeanor quickly returned. “In that case, I’ll need you to pick up some things for me. For starters, I’ll need some rope. Or better yet, a few pairs of handcuffs...” I grew more and more anxious as she rattled off a long list of items, each more extreme than the last. My mind wandered as I thought about how she might use them on me.

“Anna. Are you paying attention?”

“Huh? I mean, yes Ms Greene.”

She shook her head. “Any more lapses and I’ll have to punish you again.” I suppressed a grin. It was going to be hard not purposely try to provoke her ire.

Ms Greene sighed, reading my mind. “I’ll have to think of some harsher punishments.” She reached out and stroked my cheek. “Now go to sleep. I want you well rested for tomorrow.” She didn’t specify whether she meant at work or after hours.

“Yes, Ms Greene.” She leaned over and switched off the lamp. I lay in the darkness, my imagination running wild.
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“Anna, come to my office please.”

I got up from my desk and walked into Ms Greene’s office. As CEO, she had the nicest office in the building. The vast room was luxurious and modern. The floor to ceiling windows overlooked the city below.  

“Yes, Ms Greene?”

She sat behind her heavy oak desk, her blue-grey eyes scanning the computer screen. Her jet black, shoulder length hair was styled into perfect waves, and her lips were a deep red. Her immaculate white blouse was unbuttoned just enough to show off her generous chest without it looking unprofessional.

“What do I have on this afternoon?” Her eyes didn’t leave the screen.

“You have a meeting in half an hour with Mr Stone…” I rattled off a long list of meetings and appointments. Like every other day this week, Ms Greene wouldn’t be leaving the office until late tonight. It was the busiest time of the year for the company, and things at work were becoming hectic

Despite all of this, Ms Greene seemed her usual composed, in-control self. But I knew better.

I had been her personal assistant for over 6 months now. Recently, things between us had become a lot more personal. And she was exactly how she was at work in bed. Dominant. Controlling. Ruthless.

But I was starting to see glimpses of emotion underneath her mask. Lately, with things at work spiraling out of control, cracks were beginning to show. The faint dark bags under her eyes. The stiffness in her posture. The way she would rub her shoulders when no one was looking.

I finished reciting Ms Greene’s schedule and stood in silence while she clicked away at the keyboard. Absently, I twirled a lock of my reddish-brown hair around my finger. After some time, she leaned back in her chair and turned her head to look at me.

Ms Greene’s eyes fell to the base of my neck, where I wore a rigid silver choker with a ring hanging from the front. It looked like nothing more than a fashionable piece of jewellery. And that was what I thought it was when Ms Greene first gifted it to me. But now I knew better. It was a collar.

For a moment, a hungry look crossed her face. And for a moment I thought she was going to order me to tear off my clothes, and force me to my knees, and ravish me right there in the office. It had been over a week since that night where she had made me hers. And I was desperate for more.

But Ms Greene was far too preoccupied. Her usual impenetrable expression returned and the moment was gone.

An idea began to form in my mind. It must have shown on my face. Ms Greene’s eyes narrowed, and she gave me a hard, penetrating stare that made me want to crumble.  I held my resolve.

Ms Greene turned back to her computer.

“Thank you, Anna. That will be all.”

I returned to my desk, the gears turning in my head. As her personal assistant, I was in complete control of her schedule. And wasn’t it my job to anticipate her needs? She needed a break. And something to relieve her stress.

I could be that something.  

I scanned her schedule. It was too late to change anything for today. I scrolled to the next day. There wasn’t a single blank space.

My eyes fell to her last meeting of the day. Mrs Williams, 5pm.


Mrs Williams. I racked my brains, trying to recall what I knew about her. She was the head of our small west coast branch, and was in the city for 2 weeks. I’d heard that she was something of a mentor to Ms Greene in her early days at the company. And now, they were good friends.

So surely Mrs Williams wouldn’t mind if I postponed their meeting till the next morning? If I shuffled some of Ms Greene’s other meetings around, I could slot Mrs Williams in easily.

I picked up the phone and dialed Mrs Williams’s number. To my surprise, she answered herself. Flustered, I explained that I had double booked her, and asked her if she would be able to meet tomorrow morning instead. She seemed moved by my contriteness, and agreed without hesitation.

Everything was set.






* * *



The next day, I knocked on Ms Greene’s office door at 5pm on the dot. Butterflies filled my stomach. I deliberately hadn’t told her about the change in schedule. I wore the lingerie she had given me under my clothes.

“Ms Greene?”

“Come in.”

She didn’t even look up when I entered the room. She was sorting through a mountain of files spread out on her desk. “Yes Anna?”

“Mrs Williams had to reschedule her 5pm meeting.” I checked Ms Greene’s face for any sign of suspicion, but her expression was unreadable.

“And you’re only telling me this now?” She narrowed her eyes at me.

“It was very last minute.” I felt my heart speed up a little. “I’ve slotted her in tomorrow morning before lunch.”

Ms Greene leaned back in her chair. I saw the tension in her body release just a little. “So. I have an extra hour on my hands?”

“Yes.”

We stood in silence for a moment. Her gaze fell again to the choker on my neck then back up to my eyes.

“Well?” Ms Greene stood up and circled to the front of her desk, and leaned back against it. “Is there something else?”

“No, Ms Greene...” My heart began to race. “I just-”

Without a warning, she grabbed me by the shoulders and pushed me hard against the bookcase. I let out a gasp.

“You just what?” Ms Greene grabbed my wrists and pushed them above my head, pinning them to the bookcase at my back. I felt a fire spark between my legs.

“You just couldn’t take it anymore?” With her free hand, she unfastened the top few buttons of my shirt, exposing the tiny bra which barely held in my breasts.

“You just wanted me to fuck you?” She unzipped the side of my skirt with her other hand.

“I didn’t hear you. Is that what you want?” She slid her hand down my stomach and into my panties. I quivered.

“Yes, Ms Greene,” I breathed.

Still pinning my hands above my head, she slipped a finger between my pussy lips.

“So wet already.” Ms Greene slid her finger up to my clit. A burst of pleasure shot through me. She began to draw slow circles around my swollen nub.

“Mmmm.”

Ms Greene stopped. “Quiet.” She leaned in close to me. I could smell the lilac scent of her hair. “You wouldn’t want anyone to hear you, would you?” she whispered. “You wouldn’t want everyone to know what a naughty girl you really are?”

“No, Ms Greene.” The hard bookshelves dug into my back.

“Then don’t make a sound.”

I nodded.

Ms Greene slipped a finger inside of me, hard. I held back a gasp. She slid another finger in, slowly this time. I bit my lip. She moved her fingers in and out of me, curling her fingertips towards my g-spot. I trembled. It was taking all my energy to not cry out.

My arms felt light. Ms Greene had released my wrists. Her now free hand was trailing down to my chest. In one deft motion, she reached around behind me under my shirt and unclasped my bra.

Ms Greene slid her hand up under my loose bra, kneading my pert breasts. Her fingertips found a nipple. She pinched it, hard.

“Ah!” I clapped a hand over my mouth.

A look of satisfaction crossed Ms Greene’s face. She knew my every weak spot. Still thrusting her fingers deep inside me, she leaned in and began to kiss my breasts, nibbling on my other nipple.

I bit my palm to stifle a moan. I grabbed at shelves of the bookcase behind me as control slipped away. I closed my eyes.

Another pinch of my nipple was all it took to send me over the edge. I let out a soft cry as wave after wave of pleasure flowed through me.

My muscles relaxed and I released my grip on the shelf. I opened my eyes to Ms Greene looming over my small frame.

“Didn’t I tell you not to make a sound?”

I tried to speak but nothing came out.

Ms Greene shook her head. “I’ll have to punish you for that.” She looked at her watch. “Later. I have a lot of work to do.”

She sat back on the side of her desk and watched as I buttoned up my shirt and zipped up my skirt. I smoothed the creases out of my rumpled clothes.

I turned to leave. “Wait,” Ms Greene said. She grabbed my arm and pulled me back to her. She ran her fingers through my hair, flattening down my messed-up curls.

“Much better. You can go now.” She sat back in her chair and watched me from behind as I left the room.












6










The next day, Ms Greene walked into the office, fresh faced and with a slight spring in her step. I smiled to myself. She met with Mrs Williams in the morning, and didn’t say anything to me about the meeting, so I was in the clear. I had gotten away with everything. It was intoxicating.

Late in the afternoon, Ms Greene called me into her office.

“Yes, Ms Greene?”

“Sit down,” she said sternly, gesturing to a chair.


Shit.
 Suddenly, I felt like a kid caught with my hand in the cookie jar. I sat down. The large desk loomed between us. I fiddled with my hair, my gaze lowered.

“You need to be punished for yesterday evening,” Ms Greene said.

My heart thumped in my chest. She knew. I had been too cocky. What was she going to do to me?

“You seem to be lacking in self-control.”


Control?
 What was she talking about? Then I remembered yesterday evening. Don’t make a sound,
 she had said. I had definitely failed. I let out a breath, relieved.

“I wouldn’t relax just yet. This isn’t going to be like your last punishment.” Ms Greene leaned back in her chair. “I thought it would be more fitting to give you a punishment that will teach you some self-control.”

Ms Greene got up from her desk and sat on the front of it. “This is your punishment. You’re not allowed to have a single orgasm until I say so. No making yourself come, no touching yourself in any way. Nothing.”


That’s it?
 That really didn’t seem very difficult. Sure, I masturbated regularly, but I could live without it for a while. Right?

Ms Greene raised an eyebrow. “And don’t think you’ll be getting any relief from me either. As you know, I’m extremely busy. My schedule is booked out for weeks.”


Weeks?
 My stomach dropped. Days seemed doable. But weeks? Now it was starting to sound daunting. I was beginning to regret that I had reawakened her appetites.

I saw a faint smile on Ms Greene’s face. Clearly she this was the reaction she wanted. “So we’re clear? You’re not allowed to come. You’re not to make yourself come. By any means.” She put an emphasis on the final words.

“Yes, Ms Greene.”

“Good. Now before you go.” She leaned down towards me. “I need you to think of a safeword.”

“A safeword?” My heart began to race.

“Yes. Do you know what that is?”

I nodded. I had never had a safeword before. I had never done anything that required one.

“Good. You may go. And don’t forget about your punishment.”






* * *



The days that followed were some of the hardest of my life. I was constantly struck with the urge to masturbate. It didn’t make sense since in the past I could easily go days without masturbating. But something about being told that it was off limits only made me want to do it even more.

And Ms Greene wasn’t making it easy. Every time I walked into her office, she would mysteriously have an extra button undone, or her skirt would have ridden up, or she would take a second to pull up her thigh high stockings mid conversation. Or maybe I was imagining things. Because otherwise behaved like it was business as usual.

It was maddening. I had never been so turned on.

After a few days of this, Ms Greene called me into her office.

“Yes, Ms Greene?”

“Tell me Anna.” She got up from her desk and stood in front of me. “Have you been good?” She ran a hand down the side of my body. “Have you followed my rules?”

She grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked it, hard, turning my head up so that she could look into my eyes. Her gaze was hypnotic.

“Yes, Ms Greene.” After just a few days, her touch alone was enough to make me throb between my legs.

“Good.” Ms Greene sat back down on top of her desk. “So you’ll have no problem continuing.”

I stifled a groan, but said stayed silent.

This seemed to satisfy Ms Greene. “This is for you.” She gestured towards a small black box on the desk next to her. It was wrapped in a black ribbon. My heart skipped a beat. The last time she had given me a gift, it was the collar-like choker and some skimpy lingerie.

“Open it when you get home,” she said. “And don’t think this means that your punishment is over. You’re still not allowed to make yourself come. By any means.”


What did that mean?
 I picked up the box nervously. It felt heavy in my hand.

“Have you picked a safeword?”

Did this mean my punishment would be over soon? I almost cried out with relief. Ms Greene stared at me waiting.

“Yes, Ms Greene,” I stammered. “It’s ‘velvet’.”

“Good.” She nodded, and went back to work. I practically floated out of the room, box in hand.






* * *



When I got home that night, I immediately opened the box. Inside was a nest of black tissue paper. Sitting atop it was a small card. I opened it. Inside was a message in Ms Greene’s familiar hand.


Saturday night. 8pm. Bring this. Ms G.


I took the lid off the box, my stomach filled with butterflies. Inside was a flat, oval-shaped object made of chrome. It almost looked like a large metallic pebble, but had a tapered tip at one end. I picked it up and turned it over in my hands, looking for some clue as to what it was. Finally, I located a small button on the bottom of the flatter end, that was flush with the surface.


Fuck.
 I grew hot all over. Now I knew why Ms Greene had been so specific about me not using anything to make myself come.

Hesitantly, I pressed the button. It immediately started vibrating in my hand. I pressed the tip of it to the end of my finger. The vibration was strong and concentrated.

I had seen enough. I pressed the button again to turn it off, but the vibrations only got stronger. I pressed it again. The buzzing got louder.


Wow.
 This thing was powerful. I was suddenly more aware of the hunger between my legs. It would be so easy to sate it. So quick. And Ms Greene didn’t have to know…


No.


I pressed the button over and over until it exhausted all its modes and turned off. Sighing, I placed the vibrator put it back in its box.

I sat back and closed my eyes. It was Wednesday. Only 3 more days till Saturday night. It wasn’t that long.

I sighed again. I needed a long, cold shower.
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I pressed the buzzer for Ms Greene’s apartment, black box in hand. I shivered. All I was wearing under my coat was a short strapless dress and red heels. My chestnut hair hung loose around my shoulders. As always, I wore the silver choker around my neck.

Ms Greene’s voice came over the intercom. “Come on up.” The lobby door clicked open.

I reached her apartment, my heart pounding, and opened the door. The penthouse apartment was lushly decorated. The living area was filled with modern glass and leather furniture, and abstract art hung from the walls. The large glass windows provided a stunning view of the city lights below.

Ms Greene sat in the middle of the room, reclining casually in a leather armchair. She wore a short silky dressing gown, belted at the waist, and pair of thigh high stockings. I could see through the sheer gown that all she wore underneath was a pair of lacy panties. Her rosy nipples were visible through the fabric. Her lips were a deep red, and her hair was sculpted into perfect waves.

“Did you bring it?” she asked.

I nodded, and placed the box on the coffee table.

Ms Greene kept her eyes fixed on me. “Did you use it?”

“No, Ms Greene.”

Her expression didn’t change. I couldn’t tell whether she was happy or disappointed.

“Bring me the rope over there.” Ms Greene pointed to a coil of thick red rope hanging from the back of a chair. I brought it over to her.

“Turn around. Hands behind your back.”

I turned so that my back was to Ms Greene. I heard her stand up behind me. She pulled my arms back firmly, arranging them so that my elbows were at 90 degrees and one forearm was on top of the other. She pressed them into my back, straining my shoulders.

Making no effort to be gentle, Ms Greene wrapped the rope around my arms in a complex pattern. With a practiced, efficient hand she tied not only my wrists, but also my forearms and upper arms. When she was done, I couldn’t move my arms at all.

“Relax,” Ms Greene ordered. I obeyed. My bonds immediately became more comfortable. She spun me back around roughly.

“Let’s get you out of that dress.”

With my hands bound, I was powerless to stop her as she pulled the stretchy mini dress down past my breasts and hips. I wasn't wearing a bra, so I was left in nothing but my panties.

Ms Greene turned me around and pushed me towards the leather couch. There was a mirror on the wall in front of me. I saw that my bonds had forced me into a pose that pushed my chest out. My hard nipples stood up on my breasts.

I turned my body so that I could see my back in the mirror.  An intricate series of knots and loops circled my forearms and wrists. Ropes tied around my upper arms crisscrossed across my back.

Ms Greene pushed me backwards onto the couch, so that I was lying across it face up.  

“Tell me. Have you been good?” Ms Greene sat down next to me and slipped the silky robe off her shoulders, exposing her bare, pale breasts. Her nipples were pink against her cream skin. “Have you obeyed my instructions?” She ran her hands up my hips to my naked chest, brushing my nipples with her fingertips.

“Yes, Ms Greene.” My skin felt hypersensitive. Her touch was like electricity.

“First, let’s see if you’ve been telling the truth.”  Ms Greene ran her hands down my thighs. “If you really haven’t come in over a week, you’ll be wet and ready.”

She slipped her fingers between my thighs. My panties were soaked though. “Looks like you have been good.” She slid her hands to my hips “Do you want me to end your punishment?”

“Yes,” I murmured. “Please, Ms Greene.”

“Hmmm.” Ms Greene grabbed the sides of my panties. I lifted my hips so that she could slide them off. She pulled my knees apart, hooking one of my legs over the back of the couch and forcing the other to the floor. She shifted on the couch so that she sat between my open legs, holding them apart with her body.

Ms Greene drew her fingertips up the soft skin of my inner thighs. I quivered. She slid her hands up further until they almost touched my mound. I thrust my pelvis out to meet her fingers.

“No. Let’s make things a little more fun.”

Ms Greene grabbed the black box from the table and carefully pulled out the chrome, pebble shaped vibrator.

Without turning it on, she slid it down my bare stomach and between my thighs. It felt cold against my hot lips.

“Would you like me to turn it on?” She slid it between my folds to my clit.

“Yes, Ms Greene!” I felt like I was on fire.

Ms Greene turned on the vibrator. I let out a gasp. Strong vibrations surged into my clit and through my whole body. My thigh muscles tried to clamp shut, but her shoulder and knee were braced against them, holding my legs apart. My hands tried to push her away, but they were bound behind my back. I couldn’t move.

Ms Greene slid her other hand up my stomach and groped at my breasts. She grabbed my nipple and rolled it between her fingertips. I whimpered softly. Slowly, the vibrations became less jarring, and then transformed into pure, concentrated pleasure. I moaned.

“You know,” Ms Greene began, “I didn’t actually say that your punishment was over.” She turned up the vibrator. I gasped. “You’re still not allowed to come until I say so.”

I let out a groan. She pinched my nipple, hard. I moaned. The heat between my legs grew. After not being allowed to come for so long, I felt like I was going to explode!

Then Ms Greene turned the vibrator up to the highest setting.

“Ahh!” I took a series of deep breaths. “Please! Can I come?” I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to hold back the flood for just a bit longer. “Please, Ms Greene!”

“Yes. Come for me.”

My orgasm hit me like a bolt of lightning focused on clit. It ripped through my entire body, until every nerve felt like it was electrified. My back arched and I gripped at the leather below me as Ms Greene mercilessly held the vibrator on my clit, forcing me to climax over and over.

When I opened my eyes, Ms Greene was standing over me. “Do you have anything to say?”

“Thank you, Ms Greene.” My voice was barely a whisper

She nodded. “Get up. Come with me”

My legs felt like jelly and my arms were still tied behind my back, but I somehow managed to get up from the couch.

I followed her into the bedroom, rolling my aching shoulders. I scanned the room. The massive four-poster bed was covered in black satin sheets. The curtains were drawn back and the balcony doors were open, letting in a cold breeze. Goosebumps sprouted on my skin. I felt exposed.

Ms Greene pushed me into the room, then shoved me onto the bed. Without the use of my arms, I fell uncontrollably backwards. She walked over to the chest at the end of the bed. I shifted my body, straining to see what she was doing.

She opened the chest and took something out of it. My eyes widened.

It was a black dildo, attached to a tangle of leather straps and rings.

My heart thumped in my chest.  Was Ms Greene going to use it on me?
 Dangling in the air, unattached to anything, it looked so large and intimidating. She slid her panties down her hips and stepped out of them, one stockinged foot after the other. Her pussy lips were glistening wet.

But instead of putting on the strapon, Ms Greene crawled onto the bed and knelt beside me, straps in hand.

“Lift up your legs.” She grabbed my feet and slipped my legs inside the harness. I lifted my hips and she pulled the straps up, tightening them around my waist. The leather dug into my ass cheeks.

I looked down. The dildo stood up straight in the air. I wiggled my hips, and watched it sway responsively. It was like an extension of my body. I felt heat growing between my legs.

Ms Greene swung her leg over me so that she was straddling my body, her pussy hovering right above the dildo. She grabbed it in her fist and slowly lowered herself onto it. I could feel the base pushing back against me. She grabbed hold of my shoulders, anchoring herself. Her red nails dug into my skin.

Slowly, Ms Greene moved herself up and down on the shaft, rolling her body, her heavy breasts swaying. She let out a low moan.

I rocked my hips back and forth. Our bodies moved in sync. Ms Greene slid her hands down to my breasts and grabbed them roughly, digging her fingers into my soft flesh. I moaned softly. The base of the dildo ground against my clit with every bounce, causing the ache between my legs to swell. After abstaining for so long, my desire was insatiable.

Still riding me, she circled my nipples with her fingertips, then pinched them both, hard.

“Ah!”

“Mmm, yes!” My pain only seemed to turn Ms Greene on even more.

She moved up and down, faster and harder. She dragged her nails down my breasts and stomach, leaving red scratch marks on her skin. She leaned back, arching her back and thrusting her chest out. I felt myself getting wetter and wetter.

Ms Greene threw her head back and let out a cry. Her fingernails dug into my sides, and I felt her legs tense around me as she rode out her orgasm.

She released her grip on my waist and gingerly lifted herself off me. She loosened the straps around my waist and ass cheeks and pulled the harness down my legs.

“Did that make you wet?” Ms Greene slid a finger between my thighs, and inside my entrance. I moaned. She pulled her finger out, and held it up before her. It was glistening with my juices.

“I want you to taste yourself.” She crawled up my body and forced a finger into my mouth. I sucked on it hungrily. It tasted sweet and musky.

“Now it’s your turn.” Ms Greene lifted the strapon up into the air, dangling it over me like a cat toy.

Holding the shaft in one fist, she crawled back down my body. I spread my legs out wide. She slid the tip between my folds, rubbing it up and down my slit and against my clit. I moaned. My pussy was aching to be filled.

Ms Greene got up from the bed and stepped into the harness. With a practiced hand, she slid it up her legs and pulled the straps tight.

She stood, silhouetted in the dim light, her curvaceous figure incongruous with the dildo sticking out from between her legs. She walked to the side of the bed, trailing a fingertip along the silky sheets, then crawled onto the bed and straddled my body.

“Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Yes, Ms Greene.” My heart was racing.

Without warning, Ms Greene flipped me onto my back. She leaned down and pressed her forearm into my shoulder blades, pinning me to the bed. I could feel the hard shaft digging into my back. With her weight on top of me, and my arms bound behind my back, I couldn’t move.

Ms Greene leaned down towards me. I could feel her hot breath on my neck.

“I’m going to fuck you. But not because you want me to.” She grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head up, hard. Ms Greene put her lips to my ear. “I’m going to fuck you because your body belongs to me. You belong to me.”

My heart pounded in my chest. Bound and pinned beneath her, I was totally immobilised. She could do whatever she wanted to me and I was powerless to stop her. I was completely at her mercy.

My heart began to race, and my breathing grew ragged. I remembered. Velvet.
 I could stop her if I wanted to. Still, fear surged through me. Hard, hot fear. It was like a drug.

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. After a moment, I felt the tip of the dildo against my entrance. Ms Greene slipped it in slowly. I gasped as it entered me. She slid it in further, one inch at a time, until it was deep inside of me.

I had never felt so completely filled. I relaxed my body. Slowly, she began to thrust in and out. I moaned. Her whole body pushed against me. I could feel her breasts pressing into my back.

I crossed my feet in the air behind me, and shifted my hips, pushing myself up and back to meet her. The dildo rubbed against my g-spot with every thrust. The whole bed shook as Ms Greene moved her hips harder, faster, rougher.

“Oh fuck!”

I felt the pleasure in my core build and build, until it exploded deep inside of me, flooding my whole body. I let out a wild cry. Ms Greene held herself inside of me, rocking her hips to draw out my climax.

As my orgasm receded, she pulled out of me. Flipping me over gently, she leaned down and kissed me hard, my mouth yielding to hers as she slipped her tongue inside. I melted into the bed below me.

I lay in a daze as Ms Greene slid the harness down her legs and placed it on the bedside table next to her. Lifting my back up, she propped me up like a rag doll and knelt behind me. With a deft hand, she untied my bonds.

Ms Greene leaned back down onto the bed, pulling me down with her. She wrapped her arms around me, and kissed me gently, her lips soft against mine. The lilac scent of her hair filled my nostrils.

After a while, she spoke. “Mrs Williams said the strangest thing in our meeting the other day.”

I froze. I had forgotten all about that. My heart pounded in my chest.

“She said that you called her up to reschedule because you had double booked my schedule.”  

My heart began to race. Suddenly Ms Greene’s arms felt like a trap. She reached down and grabbed my chin, tipping my face up towards her.

“Mrs Williams didn’t cancel.” Her voice was flat and cold. “So you lied to me?”

“Yes, Ms Greene,” I mumbled.

She sighed. “Don’t ever do anything like that again. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ms Greene.” She released my chin. My heart slowed back down. I had been expecting far worse. I let my head fall back onto her chest.

My relief was short lived.

“Don’t think I’m going to let this go. You will be punished. Harshly this time. And you’ll have to make it up to Mrs Williams.”

“Yes, Ms Greene.”

She fell silent. That was a problem for another day. I nestled in closer to her and we drifted off to sleep.












Epilogue











A week earlier...


“Caroline, so good to see you.” Ms Greene embraced the other woman.

“It’s been too long,” Mrs Williams replied. They sat down on the couch in Ms Greene’s office.

“I was just talking to your assistant. She seems very well trained.” Mrs Williams leaned back in the chair. “She was so apologetic about the scheduling conflict.”

“Scheduling conflict?” Ms Greene’s confusion showed on her face. Mrs Williams was one of the few people who she let her guard down around.

“Yes. She said she had accidentally double booked your schedule, and asked if I would be able to meet with you this morning instead.”

Ms Greene narrowed her eyes.

“Did I just get her in trouble? Don’t hold it against her, it was just a small mistake.”

“It wasn’t a mistake.” Ms Greene sighed. “I knew that she was up to something.”

“What’s the matter?” Mrs Williams’s eyes widened. “Don’t tell me. You? And her
 ?”

Ms Greene nodded, and told her everything.

Mrs Williams laughed. “And I was only joking about her being ‘well trained’. You always knew how to pick the most submissive ones.”

Ms Greene rolled her eyes.

“It’s true. You learnt from the best after all.” Ms Greene’s mentor always liked to remind her that she taught her everything she knew. “You have her wrapped around your little finger.” Mrs Williams smirked. “Or maybe it’s the other way around. It’s not easy to get anything past you.”

Ms Greene shot her a glare.

“So, how are you planning to punish her?”

“I don’t know.”

“May I offer a suggestion then?” Mrs Williams sat up in the chair and crossed her legs. “Since she lied to both of us, why don’t we make her punishment a team effort?”

Ms Greene smiled.












Book 3: Dominated by My Boss
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I was woken up by a heavy weight on top of me. I felt like my arms were being pulled out of their sockets. I opened my eyes.

Ms Greene knelt over me, straddling my body. She wore a thin, silk dressing gown, belted at the waist. I looked up at my arms. Ms Greene was fastening handcuffs around my wrists. The chain in the middle was fixed to the bedhead.

“Good morning Anna.”  Ms Greene brushed a stray strand of my reddish-brown hair behind my ear, and crawled off the bed. Then she reached down and ripped the sheets back, exposing my naked body.

She slipped the dressing gown off her shoulders and down to the ground. Underneath, she wore a lacy black bra, which barely contained her breasts, and matching panties. Her waist seemed impossibly small above her shapely hips and ass.

Ms Greene reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, then slipped it off her shoulders, freeing her large breasts. Her rosy nipples stood out on her pale skin. I watched in a drowsy trance as she slid her panties down her hips. I throbbed between my legs in anticipation.

Then, without so much as look in my direction, Ms Greene walked out of the bedroom and into the ensuite bathroom.


Huh?
 I waited for a minute, but she didn’t emerge. Was she just going to leave me like this?
 Shaking the fog of sleep from my mind, I pulled my arms towards me, testing my bonds. They didn’t budge.

I looked around Ms Greene’s bedroom. The curtains were pulled back, and the morning sunlight streamed through the large windows. Her penthouse apartment was on the top floor, so no one could see in. But lying cuffed to the bed, wearing nothing but the collar-like choker that Ms Greene had given me, I felt completely exposed.

The sound of a tap being turned on reached my ears. Then the splash of running water. Sighing, I shifted my body. Might as well get comfortable.
 It was a Saturday, and Ms Greene had nowhere to go. She could leave me here as long as she wanted.

In terms of Ms Greene’s games, this was pretty tame. It had been over six months since I started working as her personal assistant. 6 months since thoughts of her started to consume my mind and body.

But it had only been a few weeks since this really began. Only a few weeks since Ms Greene decided to make me hers. And the CEO’s dominant, commanding personality at work was exactly the same in bed. She demanded nothing more than complete submission. And she would stop at nothing to get it. She was ruthless.

Although for the past few days Ms Greene had been uncharacteristically kind and gentle, to the point where it was suspicious. Especially since I was due for punishment for my behaviour last week. I had messed with Ms Greene’s schedule in order to create some alone time for the two of us. When she found out, she vowed to punish me for it.


What was she planning?
 Was this the calm before the storm?

The sound of running water stopped. Finally.


Ms Greene walked back into the room. She was naked except for the towel on her head. She turned to the bed.

“Looks like you’re finally awake.” She unwound the towel from her hair and crawled onto the bed on all fours, eyeing me hungrily.

“How are you feeling?” Ms Greene threw her leg over me, straddling my body. “Comfortable?”

“Yes, Ms Greene.” Her skin felt damp against mine.

“Would you like me to release you?” She slid her hands down my chest, tracing her fingertips over my breasts.

“No, Ms Greene,” I murmured. Was this some sort of test?

“Good girl.” Ms Greene leaned in close to me and kissed down my neck to my breasts. The lilac scent of her hair filled my nose. She wrapped her lips around my nipple and sucked it hard.

“Mmmnn.” A dart of pleasure shot through me. My concerns about Ms Greene’s behaviour were slowly melting away.

“Tell me then. What do you want?” She slid her hand down my naked stomach and between my legs. I quivered. “What do you want me to do to you?”

“I want you to fuck me,” I breathed.

Ms Greene pulled my legs apart and knelt between them. She ran her hands up my inner thighs. “Beg for me.”

“Please Ms Greene. Please fuck me!”

Slowly, Ms Greene slipped a finger between my wet pussy lips. I moaned. She slid it up and down, teasing my entrance and clit. Her other hand found my breast and kneaded it with her fingers. She took my nipple and rolled it between her fingertips, then pinched it, hard.

“Ahh!” The heat between my legs grew.

Still tweaking my nipple with her free hand, she slipped a finger inside of me. I let out a gasp. She slid another finger inside, and began to gently pump her fingers in and out.

“Mmmmm.” I let out a long moan.

Ms Greene traced a line down my stomach with her lips. Her mouth reached my pussy. I could feel her hot breath on my mound. She slipped her tongue between my folds, and dragged it over my clit in long, languid strokes.

“Mmm, yes.” I pushed my pelvis closer into her face. Ms Greene grabbed hard at my ass cheek with her free hand, and moved her fingers faster and faster inside of me, curling them towards my g spot. She licked and sucked my clit even harder. I moaned with every other breath. I was so close!

I let out a wild cry as I was hit with an earth-shattering orgasm. Tremors rolled through my body from deep in my core. My fingers curled and I pulled at my restraints. Ms Greene gently flicked at my clit with her tongue, milking every last bit of my orgasm.

When my body relaxed, she crawled up and kissed me hard on the lips. Her mouth and tongue tasted like my juices. I could feel her breasts pressed against mine.

She pulled away from me, stroking my hair gently. Then she got up off the bed and went into her large walk-in wardrobe. After a moment, she emerged, fully dressed, her now dry hair settling into perfect waves.

“I’m going to try and get some work done. Don’t get up to any trouble.” With a quick glance my way, she left the bedroom, leaving me cuffed to the bed.
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When I finally got back to my apartment in the evening, there was a small black gift box sitting in front of my door. It had a silky black ribbon tied around it. I immediately knew who it was from. Ms Greene.
 I picked it up and went inside.

I sat down on the couch, my stomach filled with butterflies. Ms Greene’s gifts were never what they seemed. The silver choker-style necklace that was really a collar. The shiny, chrome vibrator that I was forbidden to use. They were all subtle symbols of her dominance over me.

I untied the ribbon and opened the lid. Inside was a nest of tissue paper with a glossy black card sitting on top. I opened the card.


Tomorrow. 8pm. Wear this.


Written underneath was an unfamiliar address. Wear this?
 One of her earlier gifts was some skimpy lingerie, but the box seemed too small to hold even that. I pushed back the tissue paper.

Underneath was a tiny red g-string made of delicate lace. Other than the fact that it was clearly very expensive, it was entirely ordinary.

The box still felt a bit too heavy. There was something else inside. I lifted the excess tissue paper.

Inside was a silver bullet shaped vibrator, no longer than a finger. I examined the g-string again. There.
 There was a small pocket sewn into the front. It was just the right size to fit the silver bullet.


Wait.
 I turned the vibrator over in my hand in search of a button, but found nothing. I dug through the tissue paper, looking for a remote. But there was nothing else in the box, confirming my suspicions. Ms Greene had kept the remote.

And she was going to use it tomorrow night. I looked at the card again. Taking note of the address, I grabbed my laptop from the coffee table and typed it into the search bar.

The results showed an exclusive bar uptown. The kind of place that only someone like Ms Greene could afford. Otherwise, there was nothing remarkable about it. But it was a busy place. A busy, public, place. My heart began to race. So this was what she was planning.


But something told me that there were more surprises to come.






* * *



I walked into the bar at 8pm in blue cocktail dress and glossy black heels. I had the tiny black g-string underneath, with the silver bullet nestled inside. The dress had a low back, so I didn’t wear a bra underneath.

I scanned the room. It was packed with men and women in suits and cocktail dresses. Booths lined the walls of the room, which was lit dimly by crystal chandeliers.

I looked around, but couldn’t see Ms Greene. I wandered down to the other end of the bar, scanning the room. My phone buzzed in my purse.


Behind you.


I turned. In the booth behind me sat Ms Greene. Next to her was a stunning woman who looked vaguely familiar. She had pink lips and high cheekbones. Her long blonde hair was tied up in a bun. Her french manicured fingers were wrapped around a martini glass. Something about her manner reminded me of Ms Greene.

I approached the booth.

“Hello Anna.” Ms Greene slid out of the booth and stood up. She wore a tight cocktail dress that accentuated her curves. It was a deep red that matched the colour of her lips. She placed her hand on the small of my back. “Let me introduce you properly. Anna, this is Mrs Williams. My old mentor and friend.”

A lightbulb went off in my head. Mrs Williams, head of Lux Industries west-coast branch. I had met this woman a week or so ago, but only briefly. As part of my plan to get some alone time with Ms Greene, I had rescheduled a meeting between her and Mrs Williams. And Ms Greene had mentioned that I’d have to make it up to Mrs Williams. I had no idea that she was going to be here tonight.

“Hello, Anna.” Mrs Williams voice was clear and commanding. She stood up. The dress she wore was made of soft leather. Her breasts spilled out from the fitted dress. It subtly resembled a long leather corset.  

“Hello Mrs Williams.” I took the hand that she held out. Her grip was firm and businesslike, but she had a sly look on her face. There was something about her that was both magnetic and intimidating at the same time.  

Mrs Williams sat back down with a smile. Ms Greene ushered me into the booth and squeezed in next to me. Mrs Williams sat across from us. Ms Greene slid a drink towards me. It was my usual, a margarita on the rocks. Both women were drinking martinis.

“So, how long have you been Elle’s assistant?” Mrs Williams asked. I had never heard anyone call Ms Greene by her first name.

“6 months,” I replied.

“You’ve lasted far longer than the last few.” She smirked. “Looks like you’ve finally found someone who can handle you.”

A flash of annoyance crossed Ms Greene’s face. She quickly changed the subject to something work related.

The conversation continued, occasionally straying from work issues to more personal chatter. I looked at Ms Greene. She seemed relaxed, at ease. It was rare to see her like this. The only time I saw her like this was after a long night of her twisted sexual games.

And then I remembered. The vibrating panties. Ms Greene had the remote. And she was going to use it right here in front of Mrs Williams.

My heart sped up. Both her hands had been under the table the whole time. I tensed, waiting for the moment when she would switch on the remote. I could feel the bullet pressing against my pussy.

Mrs Williams seemed to be watching me, a strange expression on her face. Were my nerves showing?

There was a lull in the conversation. “Let me get us another drink.” Ms Greene placed a hand on my thigh. “I’ll leave you two to get better acquainted.” She got up and sauntered over to her bar.

I sat across from Mrs Williams, her pale blue eyes piercing me. Something about her made me nervous. She was so beautiful and imposing. I couldn’t shake the feeling that I had been lured into some kind of trap.

I fiddled with my empty glass, trying to think of something to say to fill the silence. “How long have you and Ms Greene been friends?”

“Since the day she started at Lux.” Mrs Williams replied. “Although, we didn’t really become friends until later when I realised that we have similar tastes.”

A sly smile crossed her face. “So, Anna. What’s it like to belong to Elle?” She slid a stockinged foot up the inside of my calf. “What’s it like to be her slave? Does she make you beg?”

My mouth almost dropped open. “How…?”

“She tells me everything. After all, I taught her everything she knows.”

It all clicked into place. Mrs Williams strong, domineering manner. The way she held herself. They were both so alike. Maybe that was why I felt drawn to Mrs Williams.

“Of course, she always was a bit too soft. I couldn’t train that out of her.”


Soft?
 No one who knew Ms Greene would describe her as ‘soft’. Wait, ‘train’?
 What? I looked down at the leather dress she wore. The gears started turning in my head.

Before I could wrap my head around it all, Mrs Williams spoke again. “Elle also told me about how you lied about our meeting the other day. That there was no scheduling conflict. You just wanted her all to yourself.”

I opened my mouth to protest. That wasn’t the full story. But I had a feeling that Mrs Williams wouldn’t listen to excuses.

“That was very naughty of you.” Mrs Williams slid her foot further up, the thin silk rubbing against the sensitive skin on my inner thighs. I began to throb between my legs. “Ms Greene and I agreed that it’s only fair that I have a hand in punishing you. That is, unless you have any objections?”

My heart raced in my chest. On one hand, this woman seemed far more severe than Ms Greene. But on the other hand, it was kind of thrilling.

I shook my head. No. No objections.


“Don’t think this is going to be easy. Like I said, Elle is far too soft.” Mrs Williams grinned wolfishly. “Your ‘boss’? She demands complete submission. Me? I take it. By any means necessary.” She leaned in close to me. “When I’m done with you, you’ll be begging for mercy.”


Fuck
 . What had I gotten myself into?

“That reminds me.” She reached into her purse. “Ms Greene gave me this.” She pulled out a small black object. Even in the dim light, there was no mistaking what it was. A remote.

Before the thought could even register, she pressed a button.

“Ah!”

My legs snapped together and I sat up straight. The vibrator pressed against my clit had started up. I looked around. A few people over at the bar were staring. I felt my face grow hot. Vibrations surged through me, and pleasure began to build. I resisted the urge to moan.

Mrs Williams turned the remote off, and looked over my shoulder.

“Looks like the two of you are having fun.” Ms Greene slid into the booth and placed our drinks on the table. Mrs Williams took her drink in one hand, but kept the other under the table. The remote was out of sight. She and Ms Greene started to converse casually. I felt Ms Greene’s hand slide up my thigh.

The vibrator started up again. I stifled a gasp, and looked over at Mrs Williams. She was behaving as if nothing was happening. The pressure in my pussy grew. My face felt red and flushed. I let out a soft murmur.

The vibrator stopped again. I almost groaned. Mrs Williams was watching me now. I felt her leg on my inner thigh again. It crept higher and higher, until it was nearly at my swollen pussy.

She turned the vibrator on again, this time at a higher speed. I moaned softly. Mrs Williams slid her foot underneath my dress and pushed the vibe harder into my pussy, causing the vibrations to intensify.

“Mmmmnn!”

Ms Greene gripped my thigh hard. “Quiet now.” She whispered into my ear. “Do you want everyone in the bar to know what a dirty girl you are?”

Whimpering, I gripped the edge of the table. I was going to come, right there in the bar. I looked around. No one was looking at me. No one had heard my moans over the loud music. Had they?


The vibrator increased in speed again. It immediately sent me over the edge. I let out a soft cry and writhed against the booth seat as pleasure surged through my clit and ripped through my whole body.

My breathing grew ragged and I slumped down into the seat behind me. Mrs Williams removed her foot, and turned the vibrator off.

“There. You’ve had your fun,” Mrs Greene said. “It’s time for your punishment to begin.”
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On the way back to Ms Greene’s apartment, we stopped at Mrs Williams hotel. “I just need to grab a few...tools,” she said. Tools?


Mrs Williams got back into the car holding a black leather bag. She smiled. “Don’t worry, you’ll get to see what’s inside soon enough.”

We reached Ms Greene’s apartment. She opened the door. Mrs Williams looked around the large open living area. The vast room was filled with luxurious modern furniture made of wood, leather and glass. The curtains were pulled back, providing a clear view of the city below.

“I can work with this,” Mrs Williams walked over to the dining table and placed her bag down on top of it.

“Come here.” Ms Greene sat down in a leather armchair. I stood self-consciously in front of her. “Strip.”

I slid out of my short cocktail dress. I wasn’t wearing a bra, so I was left standing in the middle of the room in nothing but the tiny black g-string, my heels and the choker. My hard nipples stood up on my chest.

“Leave the rest on.” Ms Greene eyed my body hungrily.

“Now, before we get started,” Mrs Williams unzipped the bag, “what’s your safeword?”

“Velvet,” I replied.

“Good.” She reached into the bag, and pulled out a large rolled up square of leather. She undid the ties and unfurled the roll.

Inside were a series of pockets in a row. Each pocket held an instrument made of leather. One was a wide, flat paddle. Another was a short whip with countless tails and a thick leather handle. Another had just one long tail, coiled up like a snake.

I stared, my heart racing from both nerves and excitement. Suddenly, I understood just what Mrs Williams meant about being harsher than Ms Greene.

“Now,” Mrs Williams began. “Because I’m feeling generous, I’ll let you take your pick.” She gestured to the spread on the table. “What will it be?”

My eyes wandered over the implements on the table. The flat paddle barely seemed like a challenge. The long-tailed whips seemed a little too intimidating. My eyes were drawn to a long, pliable riding crop. It had a flat piece of leather at the end, about 2 inches long and barely thicker than the shaft itself.

My hand hovered over the crop. Would its relatively small size make the pain less intense? Or would it magnify it?

I took a deep breath and pointed to the riding crop. “This one.”

“Good choice.” Mrs Williams smiled. “It’s my favourite.” She pulled it out of its pocket.

Ms Greene stood up. “I’ll take that.”

Mrs Williams raised an eyebrow. For a moment, I thought she was going to refuse, but then she handed the crop over to Ms Greene. I felt something hanging in the air between them. For a moment, I felt like a doll being fought over by two sisters.

“Bend over.” Ms Greene ordered. “Lean on the arm of the couch.”

I obeyed. Ms Greene stood behind me. Mrs Williams had taken a seat nearby. My bare ass cheeks were on full display for both women, but the g-string still covered my pussy.

Ms Greene ran her hands over my bare ass cheeks and down my thighs.

“How many strokes?” Mrs Williams asked.

“10 should be enough.” Ms Greene took a step back. “Are you ready?”

For a moment, I wondered if I had bitten off more than I could chew. I closed my eyes.

“Yes.” I waited for the inevitable blow.


Crack!


“Ahh!” I felt a sharp sting across my ass cheek. It faded slowly, leaving my skin tingling. This wasn’t too bad.


Crack!
 On my other ass cheek. This time I was prepared. I didn’t make a sound.


Crack!
 Harder this time. I sucked air through my teeth as hot, hard pain pierced my skin. It made my pussy ache.


Crack.
 This time, she didn’t wait till the stinging subsided. I let out a sound between a cry and a moan.

“You didn’t tell me she was such a slut for pain,” Mrs Williams chimed in from somewhere behind me.


Crack!


“Mmmm.” I felt myself get wet between my legs.

Before Ms Greene could bring down the crop again, I felt strong vibrations against my clit. I gasped. The little silver bullet. I was still wearing the panties.

I turned my head to look behind me. Mrs Williams had pulled the little black remote out of the top of her dress. She grinned.

“Eyes ahead,” Ms Greene said. I obeyed, trying to ignore the vibrator sending jolts of pleasure through my pussy.


Crack! Crack! Crack!
 Three sharp strikes, all in a row. Tears formed at the corner of my eyes. My ass stung all over, and my skin felt red hot. The pleasure between my legs began to build. The vibrator increased in speed.

“Ah!”


Crack!
 I felt control slipping away. Crack!
 I was so close to the edge now.

I waited for the next strike, but it never came. I groaned.

“Oh?” Ms Greene ran the tip of the crop over my ass cheeks gently. “Do you want me to keep going?”

“Yes!” I breathed. “Yes, Ms Greene!”

“Beg.” Mrs Williams’ voice from far behind me. “Beg for it.”

“Please Ms Greene! Please punish me!”

I stuck my ass out further, and waited.


Crack!
 At the same time, Mrs Williams turned the vibrator up to the highest speed. Crack! Crack!


I let out a scream. Pleasure shot into my clit like an electric shock. It rippled through my body, forcing me down onto my knees. The unrelenting vibrations drew out my orgasm, creating wave after wave of pleasure.

Breathless, I slumped over the side of the chair.

“Now that your punishment is out of the way, why don’t we have a little fun?” Mrs Williams said.

“I know just the thing.” Ms Greene walked over to the leather bag on the table. “Mind if I take a look inside?”

“Go ahead,” Mrs Williams replied. “Looking for something in particular?”

“Yes.” Ms Greene rifled around in the bag. “Here it is.” Ms Greene pulled out a long, silver chain with an unusual shaped silver clip on each end. She squeezed the clips open and closed, testing them. The chain and clamps were unfamiliar to me, but I had a few ideas about what they were for. Ms Greene’s eyes fell to my breasts, confirming my suspicions.


Fuck
 . She knew all my weaknesses. And today, she seemed more determined than ever to exploit them. Something about Mrs Williams presence had made Ms Greene more even more sadistic.

Ms Greene walked back over to me and ran her hands down my breasts. She took one of my nipples between her fingertips, and gently snapped a clamp onto it. A sharp pain pierced my nipple. I let out a whimper. Ms Greene snapped the other clamp on. I winced. The pain slowly became tolerable as it settled into a dull ache. I grew hot between my legs.

Mrs Williams got up and stood before me, a knowing smile on her face. “Is this your first time wearing these?” I nodded. She picked up the chain connecting my two nipples, and pulled at it gently.

“Ahh!” Sharp pain shot through my nipples.

Mrs Williams grinned. “That’s the thing about clover clamps. The harder you pull them, the tighter they get.” She pulled the chain again, harder this time.

“Ahhhh!” The pain intensified the throbbing between my legs.

“Now,” Mrs Williams looked at Ms Greene, “Show me how well you’ve trained her. I want to watch her put on a show.”

Ms Greene nodded. She picked up the chain and pulled it gently towards her. The clamps tightened, giving me no choice but to follow her as she walked backwards towards the dining table.

She hoisted herself up onto it. Perched on the edge of the table, Ms Greene pulled her dress up around her waist. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. She spread her legs out wide. Her pale pussy was glistening wet.

Ms Greene picked up the chain connected to my nipples and yanked it down hard between her legs, forcing me to bend at the waist. I whimpered.  My face was just inches from Ms Greene’s pussy lips. I could smell her faint, musky scent.

“Make me come,” she said. “But not until I tell you to. Go slow. I want to enjoy every moment.”

I ran my tongue up the inside of Ms Greene’s thigh, licking up the wetness that had spread there. I put my mouth on her warm pussy lips and slid my tongue between her folds. I teased her entrance with the tip of my tongue, and dipped it inside of her, lapping up her juices. She tasted tangy and sweet and salty all at once.

“Mmmm, yes.”

I ran my tongue back up to her swollen red clit and wrapped my lips around it, sucking gently. Her thighs quivered. The pain in my nipples was constant and unyielding.

I almost jumped out of my skin when I felt hands grab onto my ass cheeks. I had forgotten all about Mrs Williams.

She slid her hands up my inner thighs. “Spread out your legs.”

I obeyed. I pushed out my pussy expectantly, desperate to feed the hunger between my legs.

Instead, Mrs Williams reached between my legs and pulled at the chain attached to my nipples.

“Ahh!” Darts of pain shot through me.

She pushed my g-string to the side and slipped a finger between my folds. “Is the pain turning you on?” She slid her finger up to my clit, circling it gently. I moaned.

“Don’t stop,” Ms Greene ordered.

Trying to ignore Mrs Williams’ fingers, I buried my head deeper between Ms Greene’s legs and focused my attention on my tongue and mouth. I licked at her pussy hungrily. Mrs Williams slid her fingers back down my slit, teasing my entrance. I moaned. She slipped a finger inside of me and thrust it in and out, curling it up towards my g-spot.

“Mmmm.” My murmurs sent vibrations through Ms Greene’s pussy, causing her to moan with pleasure.

“Sounds like this is too easy for you. How about we make things a bit more challenging?” Mrs Williams pulled her finger out of me. I groaned. She gave my buttocks a hard slap, pushing me harder into Ms Greene.

I heard footsteps as Mrs Williams walked around to the other side of the table. She rifled through her leather bag. Then, something landed on the table with a loud thump.

My heart began to race. Risking both women’s wrath, I lifted my head to look.

In the middle of the table was a large strapon dildo.

Just like the one Ms Greene had used on me before, it seemed disproportionately thick and long. I began to ache between my legs in anticipation.

Ms Greene leaned down and smacked me hard on the ass. I let out a cry.

“Didn’t I tell you not to stop?” She shoved my head down, pushing it into her pussy, and held me there, her fingers tangled in my hair.

As my tongue settled on Ms Greene’s clit, I listened for Mrs Williams. I heard the faint sound of leather straps tightening, then footsteps behind me.

“Let’s see how well you do with a distraction.” Mrs Williams said. I felt a tugging around my hips and heard the sound of fabric ripping as my g-string fell to the floor. Mrs Williams had torn it off. My heart thumped in my chest.

She grabbed onto my hips firmly. I felt the end of the dildo pressing against my entrance. I pushed my now bare pussy back towards her, desperate for her to fill the hollow ache in my core.

Slowly, Mrs Williams slid the dildo inside me. I moaned. It filled me up completely. She began to move it in and out gently. I could feel my muscles gripping at the shaft. Pleasure was welling inside of me with every thrust.

Mrs Williams hands gripped my hips tighter. I rocked my body back and forth, thrusting out to meet her, my mouth and tongue pushing against Ms Greene’s pussy with every movement.

“Mmmm.”

“Focus!” Ms Greene ordered. “You’re not allowed to come until I do.”

Suppressing a groan, I licked and sucked Ms Greene’s pussy more frantically. Mrs Williams rammed the dildo into me with even more force. My tongue was moving automatically as I focused my energy on resisting my desire to come.  

“Mmm, yes!” Ms Greene cried. She leaned back and pushed my head harder into her pussy. Her fingers pulled at my hair.

Ms Greene threw back her head and let out a cry. Her back arched and her thighs clenched around my head as she came. She let out a long, slow moan.

I let out a moan of my own. I was so close!

“Looks like you’ve earned a reward,” Mrs Williams said. “Let me give you a hand.” Still thrusting in and out of me, she reached around the side of my body and pulled hard at the chain attached to my nipples, yanking them off me.

“Oh fuck!”

The blood rushed back into my nipples, causing the pain to intensify. Immediately, the pleasure inside of me hit its peak. I cried out as it exploded from my core, spreading through my whole body. Mrs Williams continued her deep thrusts, drawing out my orgasm, until it slowly faded away.

Ms Greene pulled me up and kissed me hard on the lips. Her taste was still in my mouth.

I could barely stand by myself. Somehow, she guided me into the bedroom and placed me down on the bed.

Exhausted, I fell into a deep sleep.






* * *



I awoke in darkness. I didn’t know how long I’d been asleep for. I could hear faint voices coming from the living room.

“You’ve trained her so well.” Mrs Williams voice carried through the air. “Can you imagine the stir she’d cause on the scene?”

“No.” Ms Greene’s voice was firm now. “It isn’t like that.”

Silence.

“I’ve never seen you so possessive.”

“She’s not a toy.”

“You care about her, don’t you?” Ms Greene didn’t respond. “I thought you seemed different. But I didn’t connect the dots until now.”

More silence.

“So, Elle. What are you going to do about it?” Mrs Williams prodded.

Ms Greene said something I couldn’t make out.

“You know what you have to do. She’s good for you. You need her. Probably far more than she needs you.”

Ms Greene sighed. “I’ll figure something out.”

I heard receding footsteps, and the voices grew fainter. Then, the sound of the door closing.

Ms Greene walked back into the bedroom. I feigned sleep. She stood next to the bed for a while, then climbed into it. She threw one arm around me and nestled in close to my body and we both drifted off to sleep.












Epilogue










I knocked on the door of the penthouse apartment. Ms Greene opened it, a rare smile on her face. “Welcome to your new home.”

She took one of the bags from my hand, and we walked into her apartment. No. Our
 apartment.

“I have to run, so I’ll leave you to unpack.” She grabbed her coat from the hook behind the door. “I’ve left something for you on the coffee table. I’ll be back soon.” She shut the door.

Placing my bag on the floor, I walked over to the coffee table. In the middle of the table was a black box with a silky black ribbon around it. My heart began to race.

I opened the box. Inside, nestled on the top of some tissue paper, was a thick leather choker, studded with diamonds. This time, there was no mistaking what it was.

I placed it back in the box. Sitting next to the box was a piece of paper folded in half. I picked it up and opened the page.

It was a list of 10 commands. At the top of the page was a heading.




House Rules:



1. Wear your collar at all times.






I skimmed the rest of the page. More rules, each stricter than the last. My eyes fell to the bold text at the bottom of the list.




Never forget that your body belongs to me.






Smiling, I picked up the collar and fastened it around my neck and began to unpack my things.
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Hot Lesbian Submissions: Domination and Submission Erotica Bundle



Want bondage? Punishment? Innocent young women, tied up and spanked into submission by dominant lesbians?

Find all this and more in this kinky collection of lesbian erotica. These deliciously dirty stories are guaranteed to leave you hot, wet, and begging for more, just like the women in these books!


This 4 story collection is available now on
 
Amazon!
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Wild Lesbian Submissions: Domination and Submission Erotica Bundle



Want bondage? Punishment? Innocent young women, tied up and spanked into submission by dominant lesbians?

Find all this and more in this kinky collection of lesbian erotica. These deliciously dirty stories are guaranteed to leave you hot, wet, and begging for more, just like the women in these books!


This erotic story collection is available now on
 
Amazon!
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Hot Lesbian Seductions Erotica Bundle



Want older women seducing younger women? Innocent college coeds? First-time lesbian experiences? Find all this and more in this sizzling collection of lesbian erotica. These naughty stories are sure to leave you hot and wet.


This erotic story collection is available now on
 
Amazon!
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Lesbian Surrender Series




“You will serve me. You will fulfill my every need. You will relish it. And you will beg on your knees for more.”


As personal assistant to Ms Greene, Anna will do anything to satisfy her boss’s needs. So Ms Greene decides to allow Anna to serve her in a more intimate way.

But the dominant Ms Greene demands complete submission. Anna is pushed to her limit as Ms Greene lures her deeper and deeper into a world of bondage, punishment, and control. Everything comes to a head when Ms Greene invites her sadistic mentor to share Anna with her.

Did innocent Anna take on more than she can handle? How far will Ms Greene take her power games? Will Anna break, or will she embrace her role as her boss’s sub?

Book 1: 
Serving My Boss



Book 2: 
Submitting to My Boss



Book 3: 
Dominated by My Boss




Or find the complete series bundle
 
here!
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