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Chapter One

You’re raised to think that hitting middle age is some milestone. That one day you’re youthful, full of dreams and hope, buzzing with life, then the next day you’re forty-something, complete, contented, living the life you always wanted.

You think that something will change, that something will be different. That you’ll feel different.

I’m forty-two and I’m still waiting for that change, for that milestone. It hasn’t come. Nothing’s changed.

Though north of forty, I still feel youthful. I still have dreams, I still have hope, and somewhere inside me, there’s life buzzing.

The only real difference between forty-year-old me and twenty-five-year-old me is that, now, I see myself as foolish for still feeling youthful, for entertaining my old dreams.

By any metric, I’m a successful woman. The One Who Has It All (trademarked, all rights reserved). I should be happy.

I’m not.

The dreams I once held so close to my heart have been tossed onto the burning altar of sixty-hour workweeks and the vagaries of upper-middle-class conspicuous consumption.

*****

My day starts like any other. Alarm goes off at five-thirty. A cup of black coffee (no cream, no sweetener, sugar or artificial) and a doomscroll as I ignore the sunrise and start ticking off the seconds of my intermittent fast. I won’t eat until noon.

I’m hungry as hell but these abs don’t maintain themselves, you know.

Zero calories, five hours’ sleep, a salary in the high six figures, a sleek red Lambo in the garage, bought and paid for.

I glare at my wedding band. White gold, sapphire, diamonds, a Chaumet Jeux de Liens. Beautiful, classy, elegantly understated. The goddamn thing feels like a tiny prison bar wrapped around my ring finger. That goddamn ring feels like it’s trying to strangle me.

“Good morning, sexy,” my husband says.

He slides up behind me, barefoot and bare-chested, a premature silver fox with a lab-grown physique (needles, syringes, a personal trainer who makes 200 bucks an hour) and he playfully touches my lower back, as if to be romantic, as if it hasn’t been six months since he’s touched me in the bedroom.

I want to throw my coffee in his face. Maybe throw the wretched Chaumet ring in his face, too.

“Hi, honey,” I say instead, with a welcoming smile as thin as wet paper.

He leans in to kiss me.

I jerk away from him, almost violently.

He frowns.

I still have my wet paper smile. “Morning breath,” I lie. “I haven’t brushed yet.”

The truth is, I’d rather stick my head in a wood chipper than kiss him.

He shrugs and scoops protein powder into a large plastic cup then sneaks off to the downstairs bathroom where he’ll jab himself in the butt with a syringe, as if GNC placebos and once-weekly steroid shots could take him back to the mid-2000s.

I resist the urge to throw my wedding ring into the garbage disposal. Instead, I choke down the rest of my black coffee then shuffle back upstairs to get ready for my day.

*****

My personal bathroom is large but empty, elegant yet fashionably austere, with marble tiling and stainless steel handles and spigots. My hair is drying, still damp on my bare skin, and I’ve already tended to my textured bob hairstyle (the most fitting for successful women in their forties, I stay up-to-date on these sorts of things).

I slather my skin in peptides and antioxidants, lavender elixirs from La Prairie and Augustinus Bader and Sisley Paris that retail at a hundred dollars per ounce. My skin is flawless, hydrated and tight. My lips are pouty and plump without Botox or filler and glisten with a natural sheen. Even with bad lighting, my abs are visible, yet soft, and my belly is flat. Bodyfat? Ten percent, last I checked, but I’ve got nine percent in my sights.

I turn to the side, my profile caught in the mirror’s gaze. My thighs are trim, still slick from the shower, little beads of water gathering like crystals on my flesh. I wear only a black bra and matching black panties and I think, My body is as close to perfect as it’s ever been.

“I’m gorgeous,” I whisper to my reflection.

That’s not a positive affirmation. It’s not a mantra. Just a statement of fact.

My husband hasn’t made me orgasm in over a year.

Ten minutes later and I’m dressed. A sleeveless blouse tucked into a beige pencil skirt, four-inch heels, sexy and sleek enough to make the cover of a magazine.

We’ve got a large house. It’s not difficult at all to avoid my husband on the way out. No ‘I love you baby’ or hollow goodbye kiss that I’d only recoil from, anyway.

I step outside. The morning smells like artificial lawns and weedkiller. I’m surrounded by cookie-cutter mansions maintained to strict HOA specifications. There are few sidewalks here. No public bus routes. The fortress of suburbia, bland and metastasizing.

My Lambo awaits me. I don’t even like the car. I hated it the moment I saw it yet bought it anyway, no lease, no car note, just one swipe of a debit card and it was bought-and-paid for.

The car is almost exactly six months old. We celebrated the purchase with sex, of course, because the only thing that passes for passion in my marriage is consumption.

That night, while my husband was fecklessly trying to pleasure me, I closed my eyes and imagined I was smashing the Lambo with a baseball bat.

*****

It’s an hour ride from the ‘burbs into the city. My commute is the price I pay to live far, far away from the dollar-an-hour peasants and plebs. Over the years, as my accumulated wealth and treats separated me from my humble upbringing, I’ve found it more difficult to interact with normal, working-class or middle-class people.

They make me feel like I don’t exist.

I don’t park in a private spot, a valet does that for me, and he says “Good morning, Vivian,” and I tip him fifty dollars but don’t look him in the eye, then take a private elevator straight up to one of the highest floors of the building, a glass and concrete tower stabbing into the sky.

My underlings try so very hard to please me, but are oftentimes afraid to look at me. Or, I should say, they’re afraid of getting caught looking at me, because despite my cutthroat reputation, I’m still a prize, an object of lust.

I wonder if they know I’ve lost my libido?

I strut into my private office, which has almost enough square footage as the low-income apartment in which I was raised, but I stop cold as I step off the elevator.

The lobby of my office is quiet and warmly sunlit. An ostentatious oak desk with a small laptop and landline phone sits before the door. My usual receptionist, however, is nowhere to be seen.

Instead, there’s a short blonde with rosy cheeks and buttery skin standing by the coffee machine, trying to jam a K-cup into the brewing slot. She sees me and smiles, not intimidated, looking me squarely in the eye when so many others would do anything but.

“Good morning, Vivian,” the cute blonde says. “I’m Lisa, I’ll be filling in as your receptionist for the next few weeks while Claire is out sick.”

I stand there a moment, enraptured. “I don’t recall seeing you around the office,” I say, because I’d certainly have remembered laying eyes on this one.

Lisa clears her throat. “I’m from a staffing agency,” she says.

I should be angry, but I’m not. Instead, I simply can’t stop staring at her.

Her blonde hair is golden, curled somewhat but not completely. A self-styled haircut, for sure.

I pay my stylist five hundred dollars per session, I think idly.

Her attire is simple, yet stunning in its humbleness. A pleated button-up sweater, faded pink, frayed slightly, wrapped tight around her slender frame.

A khaki skirt, practically spraypainted on her legs, with a deviously high slit over the right thigh.

A little heart on a golden chain. Probably something she bought in college as an afterthought. Maybe with a discount coupon.

Most of all, though, I’m taken by her eyes.

Bright and blue. Quizzical and inquisitive and perky and intelligent. Innocent, too. Very innocent.

And happy, I think.

Yes, above all else, her eyes radiate happiness.

It takes me a moment to realize Lisa thinks she’s done something wrong. The young blonde visibly shrinks in front of me, her shoulders slumping, her chin tucking into her upper chest.

She grows silently flustered. Self-consciously trying to figure out a reason why I haven’t spoken yet.

“Claire, yes,” I say, though to be honest, it’s rare for me to remember my normal receptionist’s name. She’s in her mid-thirties, studious and obsequious, the kind of person built for reception and little else, a ready-made office robot. “I remember now, she mentioned something about taking some time off.”

Actually, I remember no such thing, but someone in Human Resources should be put under a guillotine right now, because my receptionist is more than just a receptionist.

Claire, forgettable as she may be, is also my assistant. She knows my routine. She knows how I like my lunch. Claire might be a robot, but she knows to collect my laundry if need be, when to expedite meetings with some folks, when to avoid meetings with others.

Simply put, the person sitting behind the oak desk in the lobby of my personal office suite should have been vetted, someone brought up in-house, someone who understands this firm from experience, not some gun-for-hire from a temp agency.

Lisa swallows hard. The coffee machine squirts black hazelnut coffee into a little paper cup. If Lisa notices that her coffee is finished, she makes no effort to add cream or sugar or even remove the cup from the holder.

“Relax,” I tell her. “I’ve got a nasty reputation, I know, but I promise I don’t bite.”

Though Lisa visibly relaxes at my comment, I am, of course, lying through my teeth. Because I would love nothing more than to nibble on this young woman’s slender body.

Her rosy cheeks grow rosier, a red-tinted contrast to her buttery skin, white as cream. She lets out a smooth, natural laugh. Genuine laughter, rather than the canned, nervous laughter I’d normally receive from an underling.

Infectious laughter, I think. The kind of laughter that makes you want to smile, whether you’re in on the joke or not.

That big oak desk, Claire’s desk, has always been undecorated. No personal effects, no knick-knacks or tokens.

Now that Lisa has taken over, if only temporarily, the desk is much the same…with one crucial difference.

Seashells. Real seashells, chipped and weather-worn, punished by the sea. No decorative additions, no paint or glitter slapped on by some boardwalk huckster, just a dozen honest-to-God seashells sitting next to the computer.

“I can move those if you want,” Lisa says worriedly when she notices me looking at her shells.

I wave her off. “You collected those seashells yourself?” I ask.

She nods rather sheepishly. “I found them all on the Jersey shore almost four years ago,” she said. “During my first spring break at college, I mean.”

The thought of seeing this pretty young thing frolicking on the beach in a bikini sets my mind’s eye ablaze. I can picture her now. Fair skin, drenched in sunscreen. A little red two-piece swimsuit.

Maybe she’d wear a see-through beach dress over it, I think. Maybe she’d paint her toenails a bright blue, to match the ocean.

“Do you go to the beach often?”

“Not as often as I’d like,” she says. “But hey, that’s why I’m here.”

I raise a curious eyebrow. “I’m sorry?”

“That’s why I’m with the staffing agency,” Lisa specifies. She goes on breathlessly, with an excited, somewhat halting tone. It gives me the impression that Lisa is easily excited. “They shuffle me around from firm to firm, filling in for receptionists or administrators or whatever else big companies need in a pinch. It’s a bit stressful always hopping from office to office but these days, with hiring freezes and young people basically treating jobs like a revolving door, it pays really well to be a temp.”

I don’t often smile while I’m at work, but the fact that Lisa had just said all of that without ever really getting to the crux of the question gives me an instant grin.

“You, um…never said what any of that has to do with the beach,” I say after a moment, once it becomes clear Lisa isn’t going to go on.

“Damn it!” she says, slapping herself in the forehead. “Sorry Vivian, sometimes when I get excited I become a little bit of a motormouth.” Suddenly, she catches herself, as if she’s done something wrong, and stands rigidly at attention. “I promise you, my excitability won’t affect my work as your receptionist for the next few weeks.”

She’s breathing rapidly. Hints of nervous sweat glisten at her brow. Her rosy cheeks are now downright bright red.

The landline phone rings. Before Lisa can continue apologizing, she slides effortlessly into the swivel chair and answers the phone.

“Good morning, you’ve reached the office of Vivian Ramsay, Lisa speaking, how may I help you?”

At that, I leave Lisa to her work. I’ve rightfully earned a reputation as a ruthless bitch, yet I’ve never been one to linger over someone’s shoulder while they work.

*****

I sit at my desk doing nothing.

It’s not that I don’t have work to do. I’ve got tons of it. And it’s not that I don’t have calls coming in. My cell phone buzzes almost nonstop, with texts and calls and emails and God knows what else.

I just don’t answer.

Instead, I sit there and listen to Lisa’s voice as she answers the office phone. She’s peppy and cute, even-tempered and professional, serious but not overly. Even filtered through glass and drywall and paint, her voice is intoxicating.

She patches calls from the reception desk to mine, calls that I mostly ignore.

I sit at my desk and do nothing except picture Lisa on the beach, in that tiny two-piece bikini, sweat glistening on her pale skin as she plucks seashells from the sand.

Every moment I don’t work costs this company money, but my work is the furthest thing from my mind.

I’ve never been particularly attracted to women. Not really, anyway. But meeting Lisa has changed things.

How do I know this? Because for the first time in months, I’m getting wet.


Chapter Two

As I’ve stated, my husband hasn’t touched me in six months. I’ve barely touched myself, either. My schedule and my stress level rarely allow for such frivolousness.

The fact that some cute blonde twenty-something has me soaking my panties eventually raises my anger.

I don’t have time for these fucking distractions, I think coldly. Once more, it occurs to me that I should chew someone out (or possibly even fire) whoever it was that hired Claire’s assistant from a temp agency.

I hold myself in check, however. I didn’t come this far in my career by making rash decisions or lashing out the moment someone pisses me off.

Still, I’ve got to get a hold of myself. A session at the gym would do me good. I’ve got a personal bathroom in my office with an adjoining walk-in closet where I keep extra clothes. I peel off my office-wear and slide into some workout gear, a form-fitting Gymshark two-piece, plus a pair of sneakers.

Lisa is on the phone when I emerge from my office. She’s mid-sentence with a client. Until she lays eyes on me, that is.

“Miss Ramsay isn’t taking calls right now but…”

I stop, staring at the blonde. Her bright blue eyes shift up and down, from my leggings to my bare midriff to my top. Lisa exhales slowly, almost tremblingly, and absentmindedly licks her lips.

I glare at her, gesturing for her to finish the goddamn call.

She gives me an apologetic nod. “But I can let her know you called and let her know you emailed the proposal.”

Lisa attempts to hand up the phone, but she’s too rattled to settle the phone into the cradle. Not hiding my annoyance (really just pent-up sexual frustration, not that she needs to know it), I snatch the phone from her hand and slam it in its place.

“Sorry about that, Vivian,” Lisa stutters.

“You can call me Miss Ramsay,” I correct her.

She blushes severely. Not only are her cheeks burning red, but the pale, delicate skin of her throat turns red. The crimson hue floods down her chest.

“I’m turning my cell off,” I tell her. “All my calls will get forwarded to you. Unless a top shareholder calls, you tell everyone I’m in a meeting.”

“Got it,” Lisa says dutifully.

“Also, I like my weekly schedules made in advance,” I go on. “Claire should have a template saved on her computer. Find it, study it, and –”

Lisa turns the laptop around, letting me see the screen.

Claire’s schedule template is already there.

“I’ve already studied it front to back, Miss Ramsay,” Lisa says. “I should have your schedule for next week finished by tomorrow.”

I catch myself softening again, caught in her hypnotic beauty as much as I am in her efficiency.

“Get it done by tonight,” I tell her. “Leave at least one hour-long open slot each afternoon, just in case.”

She jots the info down on a piece of scrap without looking. “Your schedule will be done before I leave tonight.”

I start for the door then stop. Turning back, I scowl at the temp.

“And get rid of those seashells,” I tell her. “This is a place of business, not your goddamn bedroom.”

*****

I power through a hot yoga class a few blocks from the office. It’s an all-female class, mostly upper-crust execs, forty-something girlbosses looking to blow off steam.

Sweat-drenched, muscles straining, the smell of perfume and sweat and bare feet slapping yoga mats, I try to force my way out of my libidinal haze, through a mind fractured by lust and jealousy and that cute-as-a-button freebird sitting outside my private office suite.

The pure physicality of the hot yoga grind does little to quell my appetite. I’d like to say the moisture brewing between my thighs is just sweat, but I know better.

I slip into a scorpion handstand, into a forearm hollow back pose, then into a half-dozen more positions, twisting my body and straining my limbs and fighting the mental images of Liza, in that little bikini, the string of her thong riding up her perfect ass cheeks as she plucks another shell from the sand.

I keep imagining her pussy smells like saltwater taffy.

I keep imagining the sensation of wet sand clinging her to her thighs, how it might feel running my fingers across them.

I’m nothing if not self-analytical. I know myself. More importantly, I’m ruthlessly honest with myself.

No amount of mental gymnastics would allow me to delude myself into thinking this mixture of lust and anger is anything less than pure jealousy.

I’m over forty.

My bank account is stacked but my soul is bone dry.

I had dreams once. Dreams of life in a little Paris apartment overlooking the Seine, of a tiny three-bedroom bungalow in some pleasant Caribbean town, of quiet mornings sipping coffee from a cracked mug sitting in front of a crackling woodfire somewhere in rural Norway.

Dreams deferred. Dreams exchanged for a Lambo that I don’t like and a husband I don’t fuck and a thirty-year mortgage for a worthless patch of suburbia.

But Lisa…

I’m in that office sixty hours per week, I think to myself. Keep that up, and I’ll be fifty before I know it. Retirement not long after. Then what? Sit on the back porch sipping mimosas until all my hair turns gray?

Lisa, though, is only in that office to finance her dreams. I’m sure those dreams are romantic, yet fairly typical.

Seashells.

She likes the beach.

I’d venture to guess her work in gun-for-hire office administration is only to fund some pipe dream of owning a beachfront bed and breakfast.

Maybe a little shop along the boardwalk where she’d like to sell tie-dyed beach hoodies and hermit crabs with bedazzled shells.

Stupid dreams. Dreams of youth. I shouldn’t hate Lisa for having what I’ve lost but I can’t help it.

I keep imagining that her pussy is unbelievably tight, her inner walls wet as ripe fruit.

I bet no one has ever licked her clit properly, I think.

The yoga class drags on and I leave a puddle of sweat on the floor but when time’s up and the temp comes down, I’m no less frustrated than I was when we started.

Just go back to the office and fire the little bitch, I think.

I close my eyes and imagine her on the beach in that little bikini. I can’t help but imagine the bikini straining, the straps sinking into her skin as she kneels down to inspect a shell. Perhaps the gusset shifts one precious inch or two, nylon fabric pulling across her mound where her skin is one shade paler, painfully close to letting her sex kiss the saltwater breeze.

I close my eyes and wonder: Does Lisa think I’m sexy?

*****

On the elevator, I’ve fully committed myself to shitcanning Lisa the moment I see her.

Rid myself of this meddlesome frustration, this cute, blonde, sexy little reminder of the things I’ve lost.

Maybe I’ll fire the HR idiot who hired her through the staffing agency.

Maybe, just for kicks, I’ll knock off work early, get some afternoon drinks at a bar, find myself some chiseled twenty-four-year-old guy and fuck him raw in the backseat of that goddamn Lambo.

Then the elevator doors slide open.

Lisa looks different.

I do a double take, then a triple.

She’s sitting upright in the swivel chair, her legs crossed, skin on skin. She took off her leggings, I realize. No thin, semi-translucent nylon filter over those thighs, not anymore, just her skin, smooth and supple and youthful.

Her skirt’s higher, too. Or maybe it’s just the way she’s sitting. It makes no difference. The hemline clasps her upper thighs, riding high, another few inches and I’d be catching a glimpse of her ass cheeks.

She’s jotting something down on the laptop, those dainty fingertips tapping across the keyboard, and I notice she’s unfastened the top buttons of her sweater.

The pleated fabric has opened considerably, revealing hints of firm, yet modest breasts, a sprinkling of freckles in between, and I can’t help but think, Her nipples are probably as pink as little candies.

Lisa turns to me slowly, yet with quiet obedience. Now, even her golden, radiant hair tumbles differently over her shoulders, curled tips tickling in the crook of her neck.

The little heart on the golden chain around her neck seems to droop lower than it did before, as if the cheap little token is trying to draw my eyes back down to her firm, humble cleavage.

I’m wet again. Wetter than I’ve been in months.

“Miss Ramsay, you received eleven calls while you were gone,” she says. “I can give you the rundown now, if you’d like, but I’ve also summarized the messages and written them down in a Word document, if you’d prefer to read them later.”

She tells me this then her body language shifts. Though she sits studiously upright, her spine seems to stiffen further, her shoulders seem to tighten. Lisa’s bright blue eyes are desperate to please.

The little bitch wants me to tell her she’s doing a good job.

My voice catches in my throat. Thirty seconds ago, I was ready to toss her out onto the sidewalk with her stupid fucking seashells.

Now I can only focus on the way her khaki skirt kisses her upper thighs.

The way her smallish breasts heave beneath the pleated sweater.

If I spanked her, would she enjoy it? If I spanked her hard enough to leave a bright red handprint on that perfect pale ass, would she ask me for another?

And: If I buried my face between her thighs, how long would it take for her to gush down my throat?

Her eyes are full of expectancy. She wants my approval.

I glance at her desk. No trace of the seashells.

“What are your dreams, Lisa?” I ask with a cold chill in my voice.

Her pouty lips tighten. Her tongue slips out, wetting them.

“I’d like to run a motel in a beach town one day,” she admits quietly.

She says this, but her eyes tell a different story. A more immediate story.

She wants to run a motel by the beach, yes, but she wants something else, too.

Something she’s never gotten before. Possibly something she hasn’t even realized she wanted until now.

Something only I can give her.

I’m rocked back into reality by the moisture between my legs. My pussy is tingling. It’s distracting.

I’ve got work to do.

“Keep your dreams to yourself while you’re filling in for Claire,” I tell the blonde. “And send me that Word document you mentioned.”

“Yes, Miss Ramsay.”


Chapter Three

I slam the office door shut behind me, trying to shake the electricity simmering through my skin, in my stomach.

Simmering down between my thighs.

I peel off my yoga two-piece, the fabric cloying and wet, like it’s sucking on my slick skin, and toss it in the corner. My sports bra is similarly drenched. Don’t even get me started on my panties.

I kick them aside, as well, then step into the shower in my private bathroom. I take a quick shower, towel off, then painstakingly fix my expensive textured bob, the one I spent so much money on, while that dreamy little cunt out in my lobby looks so perfect with her –

Stop it.

I take a deep breath, then slide into my panties and bra, then my skirt, my blouse, fastening the buttons, glaring at my own reflection in the mirror all the while.

I wonder what her mouth would feel like buried between my legs?

Probably awkward, at least at first. Lisa doesn’t strike me as the kind of woman who’s eaten pussy before.

Then again, I’ve never done it, either. I think I could manage, though.

My frustration mounts. The hot yoga session has done nothing to quell my demons, those meddlesome fantasies that worm into my brain every time I let my guard down.

I return to my desk. I never get around to looking at the Word document summarizing my missed calls. When Lisa tries to patch through a call to my desk phone, I just ignore it.

I’ll catch hell from the other higher-ups, but I’ve made this firm a ton of money during my tenure. Everyone deserves an off day or two.

Yeah, just one or two. No more than that, though.

Logic would dictate that I march out into the lobby and tell Lisa to beat it. I’m a logical woman, after all…so why can’t I get myself to fire her?

I sit at my desk for an hour, two, three. It’s almost the golden hour, almost time to knock off for the day. I could even get away with leaving now…but I’m hesitant to see Lisa, to even glance at her, or walk past her.

“God, I’m losing my fucking mind,” I whisper.

Without thinking, I pull open the bottom drawer of my desk. Old folders and manila envelopes conceal what lies at the bottom, a twelve-inch vibrating rubber dildo.

I grip it tight, my thumb resting on the power button. Would this help? A toy? A cheap vibrating orgasm to take the edge off my frustrations?

I toss the dildo onto the desk. It’s been so long since I masturbated, I’m not even sure I remember how to do it.

“Screw it,” I grunt, then push away from my desk, snag my purse, and step out into the lobby before I can think the better of it.

Lisa’s eyes shoot from the laptop screen to me, innocent and obedient, quiet yet starving for a pat on the head.

“I’m heading out early,” I tell her without looking at her, bee-lining toward the elevator.

The swivel chair squeaks as Lisa stands up. Her voice is small, tentative, and nervous as hell.

“Miss Ramsay, would you like it if I did your laundry?” she asks. “Your gym outfit, I mean.”

I have to force my eyes to stare at the elevator doors, waiting for them to open, rather than take a gander at the submissive little sexpot standing just a few feet behind me.

“The fact that you even asked is worrying,” I shoot back at her. “You’re my assistant, Lisa. My dirty clothes are your business.”

I can practically hear her blushing again.

“Of course, Vivian,” she says.

*****

It doesn’t hit me until I arrive at the ground floor. The little bitch called me Vivian. She called me Vivian when I specifically told her to address me as Miss Ramsay.

“She’s trying to screw with me,” I whisper to myself. “She’s gotta be.”

This is a private elevator, reserved for execs and higher-ups. As such, a security guard stands nearby.

“Miss Ramsay, is everything okay?” he asks when I don’t step off.

I glare at him. “Everything will be,” I tell him, then stab the button to go back up to my office.

This has to stop. I can afford one off day, but no more than this. I’ve come too far in my career to get rattled by some cute blonde who wants to play games.

“Fire the little bitch,” I tell myself.

The elevator starts to ascend. I keep trying to picture the look on Lisa’s face when I tell her to get lost.

Instead, I keep picturing her face sandwiched between my thighs.


Chapter Four

I’ve never taken particular pleasure in punishing others before. However, the thought of punishing Lisa, to put her back in her fucking place, somehow thrills me right down to my bones.

The elevator reaches my floor. The doors slide open. I step out, my pussy dripping at the thought of Lisa’s coming punishment…except she’s not sitting at the receptionist’s desk.

I look to the left, then the right. She’s not in the lobby at all.

And look at that. The door to my suite is cracked open. She’s probably picking up my dirty clothes so she can…wait, what’s that sound?

A faint buzzing. Not just a faint buzzing, but a vibration.

I step closer to my office door, listening intently. I hear a grunt, subdued and secretive, followed by a distinct sniffing sound.

Holding my breath and stepping silently, I peer through the open door.

I see her from behind. Lisa, sitting on my desk. Not at my desk, but on it. She’s moved my computer aside, plus my phone. She’s got her back to me, but she’s got one leg kicked up onto my leather chair, her knees upraised.

Even with my view from behind, I can see that she’s got her skirt hiked up to her hips. Her sweater is fully unbuttoned, the flaps hanging open, one smooth, buttery shoulder exposed, bare save for a single black bra strap.

Lisa’s got her right hand down between her legs. Her wrist shifts in a thrusting, somewhat circular motion, and the buzzy vibration grows louder.

Her left hand is up by her face. I lean to the side to get a clearer angle, and that’s when I see that Lisa is holding my panties up against her mouth, up against her nostrils.

She’s breathing me in.

I watch her, stunned into silence. Just a few hours ago, those panties had been soaked through, not so much from sweat, but from my traitorously gushing cunt.

She’s not just breathing me in, she’s tasting me.

The buzzing, the vibration.

I look elsewhere on my desk and realize my vibrator, which I’d tossed right next to my computer, is now gone.

Not gone, no. Just buried. Buried in Lisa’s tight little cunt.

And then it hits me. The way she changed her whole demeanor after I chewed her out earlier this morning…

The little slut enjoyed it.

And she was trying to get chewed out again, I think to myself. Why else would she call me ‘Vivian’ when I expressly told her to call me ‘Miss Ramsay’?”

Lisa moans louder, the throaty sound muffled by my workout panties. She moves her wrist, burying the dildo deeper, and a wet rippling sound titillates my ears.

Her legs tighten, her muscles clenching. She gasps and suddenly drops my panties into her lap.

She leans back, her face turned toward the ceiling, one palm splayed out across my desk, her fingernails digging little scratches in the surface.

“Oh God…” she pants.

“Lisa, turn around and let me see how filthy you are,” I say quietly.

The blonde yelps and spins like a top, her legs just barely missing my computer as she shifts them to the front edge of my desk.

She snatches the dildo from her folds. My heart quickens as the molded rubber slips free from pussy lips wet as morning flower petals. She’s pulled her panties to the side, having been too greedy and too eager to take them off completely.

Lisa could pull her panties back over her mound, but she either doesn’t think to do it, or simply doesn’t want to, and the crotch remains pulled to the side, in the little nook where her hipbone meets her thigh.

Like she wants me to look at it.

Her hair, perfect when I left, is now charmingly (seductively?) mussed. It’s shifted into a messy part down the middle. A curl dangles from each side of her brow, framing her face. Her bright red blushing cheeks make her look angelic.

Yet her tongue sliding across her lips cedes salience to the submissive little slut hiding within.

“You can leave,” I tell her. I even step aside and push the door open wider, giving her a clear exit lane. “You’re not in trouble. You can keep your job, at least until Claire’s better.”

Lisa stares at me, curious but unsure. Nervous but dripping wet.

If I leaned in close to her face right now, I bet her lips would still smell like my wet panties.

“If you stay, you won’t get any extra money,” I continue. “I won’t slip extra cash into your paycheck or guarantee you a permanent spot in the company or a promotion or anything like that.”

Her chest rises and falls. The bra is tight around her modest breasts, tight enough for me to see her hard nipples poking against the thin black cups.

The little heart on the gold chain around her neck lies just above the valley between her tits, resting on her chest, slick with sweat.

Her tongue once more slips across her quivering lips. She parts them to speak. Her tongue clicks against the roof of her mouth.

“And…and what happens if I stay?” she asks.

“I think we both know what happens if you stay,” I tell her. “But if you need clarification, here it is: First, I’ll spank your little tight pale ass raw.”

Her breath quickens at my statement. A single bead of sweat trickles down between her tits. “What else?” she asks.

“I’ll stick that dildo so deep inside of you that you’ll think it’s going to touch your soul,” I go on. “I’ll dominate you. Maybe even humiliate you. But I’ll also make you cum in ways you’ve never imagined.”

Lisa glances at the open doorway, then back to me. She sets the dildo down then slides her hand across her bare belly. She shifts herself on the desk, causing her panties to slide back into place.

For just a second, I assume she’s going to fix herself, button up her sweater, and get the hell out of here.

Instead, she slides her right hand beneath her panties, down between her thighs. She slowly, but shakily, exhales as she begins swirling her fingers in a clockwise motion, touching herself, teasing herself, teasing me.

“You got me so fucking wet when you chewed me out earlier, Miss Ramsay,” she whispers.

“I know,” I tell her. I pull the door shut behind me. I step to the foot of the desk. Lisa’s knees bump against mine. I’m close enough to smell the aroma of her sex, the potent musk of her heat.

I stand over her, looking down at her. She looks up at me and continues playing with herself, her fingers moving busily beneath her panties.

I touch her face, tilting her head back. I run my thumb across her cheek. It’s clammy, moist with sweat. I lean down, nose to nose, then kiss her. It’s a light kiss, at first, but when my suspicions are confirmed, and I realize that, indeed, her mouth still tastes like my wet panties, I can’t help but kiss her more deeply.

Her tongue is smooth and still, dare I say, tentative. I slide mine past her teeth, gliding over her taste buds, and there I notice a slightly different taste. Not the faded hints of my wet panties, but something fresher, something recent, something salty.

“You stuck that dildo in your cunt then sucked on it,” I whisper as I break our kiss.

Again, she blushes. She’s not accustomed to having her filthier side exposed, but she doesn’t deny it.

“Your mouth tastes like your pussy,” I tell her.

Her eyes flutter, her face a deep shade of red. “Did you like the way I taste?” she asks after several silent heartbeats.

“Delicious,” I state flatly, then lightly grip her by the throat and ease her onto her back.

I hold her there, standing over her, then firmly pull her right hand out of her panties. I glance at her fingertips. My cunt tingles when I see the dew glistening up and down her fingers, from the tips to the knuckles.

I grab her by the wrist, raise her right hand to my lips, and insert her forefinger and middle finger into my mouth, sucking, licking, taking them both into the back of my throat.

“Like I said, delicious,” I tell her.


Chapter Five

I run my hand across the meat of her upper right leg. My thumb passes over some tiny artery and, for a moment, I can feel her heart beating in her inner thigh, a drum beat beckoning me toward her pussy.

I resist the urge, at least for now, and run my forefinger across her belly. I can feel her breath, her lower abdomen rising and falling rapidly, and her stomach tightens when I brush the tip of my forefinger across the waistline of her panties.

Lisa arches her spine. She pulls her feet onto the desk, her heels resting on the surface, and opens her thighs a little wider.

“You act innocent,” I tell her. “But you’re really a filthy little slut.”

She nods, agreeing. “Touch me, Miss Ramsay. Please touch me. Touch your filthy little slut.”

I slip my hand under her panties. They’re soaked through. Wet, not damp. The fabric is moist with her anticipation. So wet that the rest of my hand is almost as drenched as the finger I slip inside her.

She’s dripping for me, inside and out.

Her walls tighten around my forefinger. I push it deeper, curving it. She sucks in a heaving breath when I touch the little button inside of her, that hidden bundle of nerves.

By her reaction, it’s obvious to me that she’s never been touched there before.

“Are you a virgin, Lisa?” I ask.

Her tongue rolls across her pouty lips and she nods, panting, “Yes,” she admits.

“Obviously you’re not a complete virgin,” I correct her. “If your hymen was intact when you got here today, it isn’t any longer, not after you stole my vibrator and stuck it into your filthy little cunt.”

I apply more pressure to her G-spot. She reflexively grips my wrist tightly, sinking her fingernails into my skin, and her thighs tighten around my forearm like a trap.

She doesn’t moan when I slide a second finger inside her, though she exhales sharply. Like she’s been waiting to be touched like this for her entire life, lusting after a sensation she could previously only imagine, something contained to naughty dreams and private nighttime fantasies.

“Please lick me,” she pants.

“You’re in no position to make demands,” I correct her. “And besides, I still owe you a spanking.”

She moans pitifully when I pull my hand free from her cunt. I sit next to her, my legs hanging off the side of my desk, and I pat my lap.

“Come here for your punishment, you filthy thing,” I tell her. “I’ll spank your ass raw then I’ll see if you're worth licking.”

She pulls herself up onto her hands and knees. She crawls obediently toward me, then drapes herself across my lap.

I pull up her skirt higher, my pussy tingling with a blazing intensity when I see the way her panties cling to her tight white ass.

I roll my fingertip across the base of her spine then slowly peel her panties backward. I take a handful, clenching her cheeks in my palms, and bite down on my bottom lip as I pull her ass cheeks apart.

Her little asshole is a pink knot, tight and clenched. I run my fingertip down that valley, tickling her rim, and Lisa gasps sharply.

“You like it when I play with your asshole?” I ask.

She nods, sweat dripping down her face. “It makes me tingle. It makes me –”

I bring my right palm down on her ass cheeks. There’s a CLAP and she jolts in my lap and a moan of pleasure escapes her lips.

“You are so goddamn dirty,” I whisper, because a moment after I spank her, I can feel her pussy gushing into my lap.

The sight of my bright red handprint lingering on her ass cheeks drives me to indulge further. I grab her ass cheeks in my hands and spread her valley again. I cock my head to the side then bury my face between them, thrusting my tongue into her tight virgin asshole.

“Miss Ramsay, my God…”

My tongue enters her. Immediately, her rim tightens around my tongue. I push it in a little deeper, tasting every inch of her asshole, then surprise Lisa by slipping two fingers back into her cunt.

“Fuck!” she squeaks.

Her cunt gushes so intensely that it leaves my hand drenched up to my wrist. I swirl my tongue inside her ass before I pull it out, then give her one more crack across the cheeks for good measure, adding a second bright red handprint to the first.

“Stand up,” I tell her.

It’s a struggle for her to do so. Her knees are wobbling, her thighs trembling, her feet unsteady, yet she follows my command.

She stands in front of me with her skirt still hiked up, a smear of dew running down the insides of her thighs.

I glance down at my lap and see that her pussy juices have leaked right into the fabric of my pencil skirt.

“Turn around, bend over, and let me see that bright red ass, Lisa,” I whisper as I slip my hand under the waistband of my skirt.

Looking like an obedient little whore, Lisa does as I say. She spins, lifts her skirt higher, and bends at the waist.

I roll the tip of my forefinger across my engorged nub. When I see my red handprints plastered across her cheeks, an intense sensation of satiation runs through me, causing me to gasp.

Good Christ, I’ve never been so fucking wet.

“That’s a pretty little ass,” I tell her. “Now get back over here and sit down on my lap, slut.”

Her legs still trembling, Lisa sits down on my lap, her bare ass and the bottom edges of her cunt pressing tight against my legs.

I retrieve the dildo, still glistening from being buried inside her. I run the rubber tip across her lips, giving her a slight taste of herself, then trail the tip down her chest, between her tits then across her bare stomach.

Lisa gets the hint. She spreads her thighs, giving me access to her heat. I press the tip up against her pussy lips.

“How deep do you want it, Lisa?”

Her trembling fingertips glide down my forearm, a pleasant sensation on my skin, and she takes hold of my wrist.

“Deep,” she whispers.

“How deep?” I ask.

“All the way.”

“Oh, my filthy little slut wants me to fuck her brains out?”

She nods, her cheeks flush, but her eyes are full of hunger. Lisa looks obedient, so deliciously obedient…and, somehow, at ease.

No wonder. She’s wanted this for a long time. She’s wanted it so badly but never thought she’d get it.

The power I feel over her is immense. Not because I’m her boss, not because she likes it when I spank her, but because I hold the key to pleasures she’s only dreamed about.

For all my jealousy and petty anger I’ve been feeling, the idea that I’m the only one who can give her what she truly wants is a rush like none other.

I slide the dildo into her, clicking the button, letting it vibrate. A shrieking moan escapes her depths. Lisa heaves on my lap and yanks her bra down, her perky pink nipples emerging from the cups.

She grips each, twisting them, tugging them, and shudders when I insert the rubber toy down to the handle.

Lisa hooks one arm around me, holding me tightly, like she might fall off otherwise, and I work the vibrator in and out, deeper, probing her down to her core, until her thighs snap tight, almost hard enough to crack the dildo in half.

She cums hard, but quietly. A single gasp, trembling lips, beads of sweat, and a satisfying gush that soaks into my skirt.

Carefully, I shift her off my lap and lay her down on the desk. Her knees knock together, her thighs trembling visibly, and I softly part them. Her teeth continue to chatter, music to my ears as I lower my face down to her mound and take a long lick, from the bottom edge of her sex back up to her clit.

I swirl my tongue around her nub twice and, shrieking this time, Lisa cums again.

The spasms in her body knock my computer off the desk. I open my mouth wide as she squirts, letting the delicious dew spray over my lips, inside my mouth, letting it run down my chin.

Though it seems as though I haven’t had an orgasm in a lifetime, when I do cum, I don’t like to be touched for several moments afterward.

I like to allow my body to marinate, to let the electric crackle of pleasure ripple through me, from my toes up to my ears.

Lisa, however, is far greedier than I am.

She grabs me by the collar of my blouse, yanking me up, toward her. Our kiss is jarring, sloppy and wet. Lisa kicks draws her legs back and uses her feet to peel my skirt off, then hungrily removes my panties.

“You want to taste my cunt, don’t you, slut?” I ask her.

For an affirmation, she responds with a quiet, desperate nod of her head.

“Not yet, you filthy thing,” I grin. “There’s something I want to try, now go on, sit up. Sit up and spread those thighs for me, slut.”

I kick my panties off the rest of the way then ditch my heels. Lisa sits upright, but not perfectly, and she leans back a touch, supporting herself with one hand on the desk.

I sit down to face her, my legs spread out, my long-neglected cunt visible to her, and I scoot forward.

I slide one leg over her thigh, then hook it around her hip, drawing her closer.

I support myself with my right hand but grab a fistful of her blonde hair with the other, pulling her even closer, and when I grind my cunt against hers, my heart slams like a sledgehammer against my sternum.

“Fuck,” I pant as Lisa joins my rhythm, grinding her hips, smearing her pussy against mine.

She slides her free hand around my neck. She takes my hair between her fingers and clenches me as tightly as I clench her.

“Cum for me, Miss Ramsay, please cum for me…”

Her plea is desperate, brimming with so much lust that her voice alone almost makes me cum…except I’m not ready, not like this.

I grind against her one more time, dragging my cunt tightly against hers until both of our lips part, and for the most heavenly moment, the inside of her pussy touches mine.

I could cum like this, very easily…but her face is just too fucking adorable.

“Lay back, you filthy thing,” I tell her, shifting my cunt away from her.

Lisa looks like a ruined angel as she arches her back against the desk, her rumpled skirt still bunched up around her hips, her breasts covered in sweat.

I climb on top of her, my cunt literally leaving drops on her bare chest before I straddle her face and lower my lust down to her lips.

Lisa wraps her arms around my thighs, her fingertips squeezing tight against my skin, and as she drives her tongue into my slit, I come to a powerful realization.

I’m giving Lisa something she never thought she’d get, I think suddenly. And she’s giving me something I never knew I wanted.

Her tongue is wet but eager, almost stiff as she drives it into me. Lisa lifts her head slightly, giving her just enough space to rub her nose against my clit.

A ball of tension tightens in my lower abdomen. I grab a fistful of her golden hair then rock my hips back and forth, grinding my eager cunt against her mouth.

“Lisa, you little slut, holy fuck, you filthy thing…CHRIST!”

The tension inside me unfurls. My bare knees squeak against the surface of the desk as they slide inward as my thighs tighten. I bend forward, cumming so hard I can’t breathe, though I’m sharply aware of my gushing juices running down the sides of Lisa’s face, dripping down her pale, delicate chin.

And unlike all the other times I’ve come to orgasm, there’s not a single part of me that doesn’t want to be touched.

Lisa continues probing inside me, continues tickling my nub with her nose. Her fingertips glide across my skin, across my thighs, my hips, my lower back. After a while, I can’t tell where my cunt ends and her tongue begins.

Finally, I shift my hips back, pulling my pussy away from her mouth. One golden curl remains strewn across her face. I brush it away.

“What do you think about taking a trip to the beach with me, Lisa?” I ask.
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