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Chapter 1




 She was so close that I could smell her perfume. If I tried, I could probably count each one of her long eyelashes, or the freckles on her cheeks. She was so close that we should have been touching, but we weren’t. And even though I wanted her to, she never would. Because she was my boss. “That’s why we really need to make sure that you’re working with her the best you can. I know you can do it, but I need you to believe you can.” Her body was leaning toward me slightly, her fingers almost touching mine as we both leaned against the desk in the hallway, my back almost against the wall. I nodded, barely listening as I tried to slow my breath. “I know there’s been improvements since last year, and I can’t take responsibility for those when your team works so hard…” My eyes wandered down her throat to her collarbone, and then straight back up to her face again as I caught myself. I wanted her to stop talking and push me up against the wall. The lobby was empty, but voices carried from the rooms on the opposite end of the section. I thought about what it would be like to have her pin me right here, not knowing if someone would walk by. The thrill made my heart race. “We’ve just got to get her on the same page, and I know you’re the one who can do that. What do you think?” I snapped back to reality. “Yes. Thank you, yes, you’re right. I feel a lot better now though, I think… I can handle it.” “I know you can. Anyway, I need you to finish those intro statements for the new project as soon as you can, and we’ll get things moving.” “I’ve totally got it. I’ll do them before I leave.” “Molly, I know I can always count on you,” she said with a big smile. “You’re always such a good girl.” She watched me for a moment, her eyes focused on mine, and then after only a second that felt longer than a minute, she turned to leave. “Oh, and by the way, Molly,” she said, turning back to look at me. “Whatever perfume you’re wearing is amazing.” I blushed and thanked her nervously and watched for a moment while she walked away. When I was sure she was gone, I leaned back against the wall and let out a long sigh. How did this keep happening? It had been about 3 months of these close encounters with my boss, Heather. They weren’t really close encounters, but to me, they felt like it. There was something about her that completely drew me in, and it felt so wrong. I’d never had a crush on a woman before, but I was convinced that everyone in the office had to have a thing for Heather. Even when she was mean or strict with someone, they didn’t seem to complain after the scolding. I’d never heard a bad thing about her, except that she wasn’t around as much as people would have liked her to be. There was just something about her. She was older than me, but she was so relatable that it was easy to forget about the age gap between us. She always had perfect, long brown hair, lightly curled in bouncy waves that cascaded down over whatever fancy suits and dresses she wore. I always heard her before I saw her, as her heels always clicked loudly on the hard floor. The company I worked for was quite large, but after years of hard work, I’d made it quite close to the top. I worked in the main headquarters, and I was with a smaller staff of about 100 people that handled most of the primary operations, with Heather being our direct boss. She wasn’t the CEO or the President, but she spoke for them and handled everything while they were off in their yachts traveling the world, or taking prospective clients to sports games and five-star restaurants. I finished my project for her, and after making sure it was perfect, I submitted it right before 5pm when my shift was over. I always did everything she said, on time and above and beyond, so that there was nothing she could say badly about me. I’d always been like that, which was how I could climb the company so quickly for my age, but for her I did everything I could and more. I logged out, took the elevator down to my car, and drove home, trying to pull my mind back to reality and away from her.




 Chapter 2 

 

 But it didn’t work. I couldn’t stop thinking about Heather. The way she was with me today was just another incident to add to the list. Another thing that I would think about before falling asleep. The week before, she told me how good I looked when we were in the elevator alone, her eyes scanning my body. A few weeks before that, she’d asked me to come to her office for a private meeting, where she actually just offered me coffee and asked me how my weekend was. There were countless times where she accidentally brushed up against me, or gently touched my arm, and I always found it so difficult to not react. She never did anything particularly out there or too far, but she didn’t need to. My mind went wild. I filled in blanks that didn’t exist and interpreted things she said that probably meant nothing. I couldn’t help it. “You’re always such a good girl,” I heard repeating in my head as I shut the door to my apartment. I threw my purse down on the ground and stripped my clothes off as I walked to the bathroom. As I ran the shower and waited for the water to get hot, the thoughts grew dirtier. I couldn’t even look at myself in the mirror, feeling ashamed of the way I was thinking and how it was making me feel. There was a throbbing between my legs that I tried to ignore as I stepped into the hot water. I put shampoo in my hair and then grabbed a washcloth and body soap and rubbed at my skin. It was hard not to imagine that it was her hand, delicate and teasing, as I rubbed over my breasts and down my stomach. I wanted to stop myself, but I knew now that I couldn’t. I was so turned on that I started to not care. I dropped the cloth and rubbed my hard clit with my soapy, slippery fingers, moaning loudly. My moans echoed back at me loudly. I turned to the shower wall and pushed my breasts against the wall. I rubbed them against the wet wall, my nipples sliding over the tiles. My legs shook as I sped up my fingers. “Tell me you’re my little slut,” I imagined her saying, pretending it was her that had me pinned up against the wall, that it was her hand reaching around me and torturing my clit. I could feel shampoo stinging at my eyes as I continued, which only added to my arousal and shame. I was so close that I couldn’t stop. I needed to cum. My orgasm was right on the edge. I grabbed my nipple with my free hand, pinching and squeezing the hard nub. Without even thinking, I heard myself out loud. “I’m your slut Heather, I’m your fucking little slut.” Grabbing onto the shower wall, I came hard, my legs almost giving out as I thrust against my hand. I tried to take a moment to relax, but then the stinging in my eyes started to actually hurt, now that I’d cum. Slowly, I was coming back to reality. I turned my face into the stream of water, rinsing out my eyes and cursing. I felt more and more guilty as the orgasm faded. I was crossing such a big line, sexualizing my boss, and not only that, but moaning her name. What if my neighbours could hear and found out where I worked? Or even worse, what if I’d accidentally dialed her before getting in the shower and she could hear me? I rinsed off quickly and scrambled out of the shower, my blurry, painful eyes guiding me carefully to the towels. I wrapped one around me and walked out to find my phone on the ground. No phone calls, no missed calls. Still, I felt almost as bad as if I’d said it right to her face. It wasn’t right, and I knew I needed to stop right away. I needed to make myself disgusted by her. Especially because not only was she my boss, but she was also married. I cleaned up the trail of water from the bathroom and ordered dinner. I tried to find something to do to distract myself for the rest of the night, so that I didn’t think about her.




 Chapter 3




 The next day when I arrived at work, I received an email that made me feel instant relief. Hello everyone, Just a reminder that I will be out of the office today. If you need to reach me please call, but if it is not urgent, I would prefer if you could hold off until tomorrow. Thanks team, Heather Ross I was so excited, I’d forgotten she had taken Tuesdays off. I was happy because this was the new me today. The me that was going to see Heather as just another woman, just another coworker. The me today was different from the person I was in the shower yesterday, even though my eyes were still watery and irritated from the soap. Heather being gone today would be a perfect, fresh start for me to get her out of my head. That was, until after lunch. I had done a great job all day, focusing on work, delegating roles to my team for an assignment we were getting ready to start, and I was feeling clear-headed and confident. I barely thought about Heather at all, and whenever I did, I gently pushed her out of my mind. But after I ate lunch and returned to my desk, saying goodbye to my coworkers, I saw an email pop up on my screen. I clicked the notification, and my heart started to beat faster. Good Afternoon Molly, I’m not sure if you were planning to leave early today, but if you don’t mind, could you stay until at least 4:30? I will need to have a meeting with you at 4:15pm and I don’t want to come to the office if you aren’t there. Thank you, Heather Ross I knew it wasn’t really a question, but I responded anyway. My fingers shook as I typed back a quick message, letting her know I would be available. If it were any other day, I may think nothing of it, but this was her day off, and she was coming in to see me. I wondered if she had somehow found out. In the time I waited, I tried to think of any work I had done recently to make sure I didn’t forget anything or make any mistakes. I even reread the report I sent her yesterday, checking to make sure I didn’t add anything weird. But everything was okay. It could be that it was a good meeting, but if it were good, why couldn’t it wait until the next day? I knew that from that moment until 4:15pm, my productivity would be completely out the window. 

 

 Chapter 4




 At 4:10pm, I made my way to the elevator up one floor to her office. I tried hard to take deep breaths and calm myself for whatever was to come. I walked down the hallway, past her empty secretary’s desk and to the door at the end of the hall. It was slightly ajar, so I knocked on it gently. “Come in, hun.” Hun. She couldn’t have been too upset. I opened the door silently, and she motioned for me to take a seat while she finished typing on her phone. She turned the screen off and set it down on her desk slowly, before turning to look at me. “Are you having a good day?” She asked. I relaxed a little bit, leaning back slightly in the chair. “Yes, so far, so good. Are you?” “That’s good,” she answered, ignoring my question. “Do you mind closing the door?” I gently pushed it shut from my seat and turned back towards her. She thought about her words for a moment, pushing her long black hair over her shoulder and crossing her long legs. I tried not to look at her smooth skin or her tall heels, and I definitely knew I was not going to look at how short her skirt was. Even though it was her day off, she still dressed as professional as always. “So, I don’t want to embarrass you, but I’ve noticed some things lately that I think it would be best to discuss. I ask, however, that our conversation stays in this room.” I straightened out my skirt and sat up straight, trying to read her. It didn’t sound like I was fired or anything, but what did I do? Did she know? “Yes, absolutely.” “I’ve been getting a feeling. Correct me if I’m wrong, that you’ve been… a bit kind of… flirting with me. I might be incorrect, but I just wanted to clear the air.” I swallowed hard. Me flirting with her? There had been a few times where I had played into it slightly, but not much. She had been the one initiating, at least from what I had thought. I felt my cheeks get hot. “No, I mean…definitely not intentionally. I guess possibly I have without meaning to. I’m really sorry if I’ve been inappropriate in any way. It wasn’t my intention.” “It wasn’t your intention.” She said each word slowly as she stared at me. Each word felt like a hit. “Okay. And you know that I have a husband?” “Yes, I know.” I was so nervous, but also a little bit angry. How could she not see how she had been with me, too? “And that doesn’t concern you?” She asked, this time more gently. “No, it’s not that. Of course, that concerns me. But to be honest, I got that feeling from you as well, you know, the flirting. And I guess I kind of gave it back a bit. I’m very sorry and I’ll make sure that in the future all of our interactions are only work related.” “So, tell me, how does it make you feel? When you think I’m flirting with you?” “I… I mean, I enjoy it,” I said and then wished I could take it back. I’d just given it away. I felt so stupid, but at least I was being honest. “But I don’t want you to think that I’m like-” “You enjoy having a married woman flirt with you?” “I mean, you’re not just any woman…” “Yes, I suppose that’s correct. I’m also your boss.” I was so, so stupid. Was I going to get written up? Or maybe I was going to get fired. After all, she came out of her way to urgently have this conversation. I felt like I was being trapped, and I couldn’t stop my words from coming out the wrong way, I got upset with myself, but I couldn’t let it show. I’d done so much work to climb the company, and now I was getting myself into trouble. I’d always thought I’d been subtle when I responded to her, but maybe I’d been worse than I’d thought. Heather grabbed a pen off of the desk and started fidgeting with it as she thought about what to say. I felt so helpless as she looked through me. “I should be honest with you as well, since you’ve been so transparent with me. But I want to reiterate that this conversation does not leave the room.” “Absolutely.” “You’re correct. I have been flirting with you. I can’t stop thinking about you, ever since you moved to the corporate floor. Ever since you first stepped into my office to introduce yourself. The way you look at me sometimes, like you’d do anything I asked. I mean, you already do anything I ask. You’re my best employee.” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I wanted to relax my body, now that I knew I probably wasn’t getting fired, but instead I felt that same tense guilt. “I know it’s not right. I mean, you’re my employee. Even apart from how wrong that is, it’s not fair to you. I don’t want to have you feel that you can’t trust me, or that you have to do anything differently at work. But even just seeing you in that outfit…” A shiver shot through my body. I’d never been so surprised or turned on. I wanted her so badly, and even though I knew it was wrong, and I was risking my career, I didn’t want to lose the opportunity. The way she looked at me now after getting my confession was so different. Her eyes looked hungry and wanting. This was different from the fun flirting. This was more. “I’d do anything you asked. You know that, right? I’d… nevermind.” “Please go on.” She replied quickly. “I’d let you do whatever you wanted to me.” There was that feeling again. The feeling where I could feel the shame slipping away, and the arousal engulfing me. She could have been recording me to frame me, but at that moment I didn’t care. I slid my fingers slightly up my leg, pulling my skirt along slowly, and her eyes were immediately glued to my hand. “Anything. I mean it.” I felt so dirty, but I didn’t care. I’d never been the type to make any kind of move. Usually I would just sit and let whatever happen, happen. Usually with guys I’d been with, I found I didn’t have to do anything. They would completely take the lead and decide what was happening and when. I knew with Heather that I didn’t have to tease, but I wanted to. And I’d imagined teasing her constantly. “Fuck, Molly,” she said with a sigh. I could tell she had come into this meeting thinking that she was misreading me, or that she was going to put an end to things. Just like I had thought earlier today. But she couldn’t look away. “Show me then,” she said, leaning back in her chair. “Keep going. I want to see how badly you want it.” I’d never felt my clit pulse so hard. The feeling of doing something so wrong made me want to continue even more. I felt like such an easy slut, and I wanted to feel that way. I wanted her to know how willing I was to do whatever she wanted, and I couldn’t imagine being this open to anyone else. I uncrossed my legs but kept them closed, leaving my skirt hiked up slightly. I brought both hands up to my breasts, feeling them and squeezing my nipples through my shirt, moaning softly. My cheeks were so hot it almost hurt, but I couldn’t stop myself. She studied me so intently, bringing the pen up to her lips and biting on the tip as she watched. I unbuttoned my silky collared shirt but left it on, and lifted my bra up over my breasts. I used one hand to play with my nipples while I used the other hand to open my legs. I rubbed my throbbing pussy gently through the fabric of my thong, thrusting back against my fingers, watching Heather lick her lips. “Please, Heather. I want you so badly. I’ll keep it a secret, I don’t care. I’ll do whatever you say. Please.” I begged. I knew I was going to feel horrible later, especially when my eyes accidentally scanned over her husband’s face in the photo on the desk. I thought of how my boss would never see me as a professional again, but instead, she would always see me with my hand between my open legs as I begged for her like a desperate whore. But that’s what I was. I must have been that deep down. All I wanted was her, and I didn’t care what I had to sacrifice for it. “Come here,” she said softly. I stood up and walked a few steps until I was in front of her. My skirt had fallen back into place a bit, and she pushed it back up, and then hooked her fingers around my thong and pulled it down, exposing me. “Turn around.” I did as she said, feeling even more vulnerable. She uncrossed her legs and then pulled me down onto her lap so that I was straddling one of her legs, my wet pussy against her skin. I throbbed so hard it was almost painful. She pulled me back towards her. Her arm wrapped around my waist, holding me in place, but her fingers also gently played with my nipple. Her other hand rested in between my legs, her thumb drawing circles on my thigh, and I felt her breath on my neck. “God, I’ve wanted this for so fucking long,” she growled, her thumb rubbing closer and closer. “If I knew you were this willing, I would have had this talk with you a long time ago.” Her hand was suddenly in between my legs, her fingers teasing at my hole as she made sure they were slick with my wetness. I was embarrassed by how much I was turned on already, but the thought left my head as soon as she rubbed steadily back and forth over my clit. I couldn’t help but thrust myself against her hand, rubbing my pussy on her thigh. “Oh my god, Heather, fuck. That feels so good…” I moaned. I wished I could see her, but the breath on my neck and the way she expertly worked her hands made it hard to want anything else. “Here I was always thinking you were such a good girl, too.” I felt her hand move down lower. Her thumb stayed, rubbing back and forth against my clit, as she plunged two of her fingers inside of my slick hole. She fucked me with her fingers slowly, laughing as I arched my back and rocked against her hand. “I am. Fuck, I said I’ll do anything.” I moaned as her lips grazed my neck. “Thanks for the reminder. There’s something I want you to do, but you won’t like it.” Fuck. What could she possibly do that I wouldn’t like? Was this a setup? I felt even more shame and embarrassment, but it transformed right into fuel for my desperation. It felt good to think that I was being humiliated. “I’m not going to let you cum. Not yet. I want to be sure that you want this. I want to talk to you about what I want from you.” “Heather…” I begged silently. What did she mean she wasn’t going to let me cum? The way she was fucking me with her hand, I wasn’t sure I would last much longer. “I don’t want you to cum today, or tonight. I’ll leave an assignment for you in the morning, and I want to see you tomorrow at noon, here.” She squeezed my nipple harder, and rubbed my clit faster, and I couldn’t imagine not cumming. “I’m going to be thinking about you all fucking night, and I want you to do the same. Unless you think that’s asking too much?” “No… fuck, no I can wait. I want more…” “Me too. I want more time with you, but today isn’t right. I’m not supposed to be here.” I wondered what she meant by that, but I couldn’t wonder enough, because I was so close that my legs started to shake. That was the moment that Heather took her hands off of me. She stood up with me and turned me around, then pulled me up slightly so that I was sitting on her desk. I had trouble catching my breath, feeling my pathetic pussy throbbing and clenching at the emptiness. She stood in between my legs, and seeing her face made me go even crazier. Her perfect red lips almost matched the flush on her cheeks. She looked different, and she looked at me differently. Things had changed. “I know this is wrong,” she started, her fingers back at my pussy, rubbing up and down my wet slit teasingly. “So at any time, tomorrow, now, whenever, if you want to pretend this didn’t happen, it’s okay. I would completely understand, and I promise it would not affect your job whatsoever.” “Thank you, I…appreciate that. But I won’t change my mind. I want this so badly.” I tried to sound as sexy as I could, so that maybe she’d continue, but it didn’t work. Instead, she brought her fingers away from me and up to her lips. She opened her mouth and sucked on her fingers as she watched me, licking my juices off of her fingers. Watching her made me salivate. “Mmm, I promise Molly. This is just as hard for me as it is for you.” I believed her. She’d wanted this for just as long, and now she had to wait as well. She knelt down and picked my panties off of the floor and then pulled them back onto me, and I stood up. She fixed my bra and my shirt, and then my skirt. Her hands purposefully grazed my body. Heather grabbed my hands and held them in hers. She leaned toward me, her lips close to mine. I was just about to close my eyes when I heard a loud phone ringing. We both jumped. “Fuck. Sorry. It’s..um… it’s him.” We both stayed silent for a moment as the phone rang again. I knew she wanted to ignore it, and I wanted her to as well, but she didn’t. “Tomorrow. I promise. Oh, and here’s my personal number,” she said, handing me a piece of paper. “Text me anytime.” Before I could reply, she was answering the phone, and I knew I had to get out of there. I couldn’t listen to her speak to her husband. I didn’t know if it was jealousy, guilt, or something else, but I needed to get out of the room right away. I grabbed my bag quickly, made sure my skirt was completely fixed, and left the room, closing the door gently behind me. Back at my desk, I was a mess. I was so horny and happy and confused. I wanted to feel bad, especially after hearing a bit of her husband’s deep voice through the phone, but I was so full of excitement and adrenaline that I couldn’t. It was almost time to go home, but I knew I would just feel the same desperation all night long.




 Chapter 5




 “I can’t take it anymore.” I sent the text to Heather a few hours after I’d gotten home. I was worried about texting her, in case her husband saw or it looked suspicious, but she had said I could text her anytime. It wasn’t an exaggeration. I tried to think about anything else, but that afternoon had been such a shock. I turned the TV on, but after a few minutes I could feel a shiver through my spine as I almost felt her lips still in my ear. I turned the TV up, and nails grazed my thigh. I repositioned myself, but I swore the woman on TV looked just like her. “Here I was always thinking you were such a good girl, too.” I kept checking my phone, waiting for a reply, but it had only been a few minutes. My clit was throbbing, but I knew if I even started to touch myself, I wouldn’t be able to stop. I couldn’t believe how I was acting. I was always the type who played things by the rules. I was always afraid of getting in trouble or offending anyone. The person I was today was someone who I thought only existed in my head and in my fantasies. I couldn’t believe how bold and reckless I was. I kept thinking about what would happen if Heather changed her mind or got caught. I knew it wasn’t worth the risk for either of us, but I didn’t care. All I cared about was the way Heather looked at me when she pinned me against her desk, the desperation in her eyes, all just for me. I heard a ding, and I picked up my phone so fast it almost dropped out of my hand. “Me neither. I can’t believe you had the awful idea to make us wait,” she replied with a winking face. “If it were up to me, we’d still be there.” Even texting gave me a bit of a rush, because it was evidence. We could get caught, or she could use it against me, or even I could use it against her. It was risky, and it made me wonder how good it would feel for someone to find out. The entire office would talk if it got out, and everyone would look at me and imagine what it was like. I wondered if maybe this was a regular thing for her. Maybe she had this disposable number, and she gave it to all the people she was cheating on her husband with. I didn’t want to think of other people. I wanted to be the only one. “I’m sorry. I promise tomorrow I’ll make it up to you. Then maybe this week we can find some time to just talk.” I felt my heart flutter. Right now, I wanted her physically, but I also just wanted to spend time with her. Every time we’d spoken before, it was hard not to see her as a friend, and I wanted to get to know her even more. “I’d like that,” I replied, and then tossed my phone to the other side of the couch, spending the rest of the night just waiting to sleep. I woke up the next morning feeling so desperate and horny; I wasn’t sure how I would make it to noon. Most days I would press snooze a few times, but instead, when I woke up, I shot straight up out of bed. My nipples were hard, and I hadn’t even touched them, and my pussy was wet and sensitive. Even just the sheets touching my legs made me want to thrust against my pillow. But I also knew I needed extra time to get ready. I wanted to make sure I looked completely irresistible, so that Heather didn’t change her mind. I jumped right into the shower, my hands shaking as I washed my body, biting my lip every time I touched myself. I dried my hair and straightened it, which was already more effort than what I normally would do to my hair. I made sure my makeup was perfect. Not too much, but more than what I’d normally wear at the office. I sprayed too much perfume and slid into the tightest work appropriate dress I owned and covered it up with a long blazer. I put on a pair of black heels I had been saving for a special occasion. I got to work early, coffee in hand, ready for whatever assignment she had ready for my morning. I didn’t know if it was going to be something serious or something related to what we had started, but nothing could have prepared me for what it entailed. 

 

 Chapter 6




 There was a large manila envelope on my desk and on the front it read: MOLLY- OPEN IN PRIVATE I looked around for a moment, happy I’d arrived early enough where not too many people were around. I sat down at my desk and opened it quickly and closed it again. I couldn’t be sure what it was. I decided to slip the envelope into my purse and go to the bathroom. I walked in and scurried into a stall, opening the envelope quickly as soon as I locked the door. I pulled out a note and a red, smooth object. It was a vibrator. Molly, Your assignment is to wear this inside of you until noon. I can control it from my phone. No one will know, promise. I’d heard about these before, but I never imagined it would be something I’d try. I couldn’t believe she wanted me to be so desperate all night, just to tease me all morning. But I couldn’t wait. I was so excited to feel it inside of me after waiting so long. I was already so wet that I knew I didn’t need any lube, even though there was a packet included. Taking a deep breath, I slid the smooth, oval object inside of me, carefully trying not to make a sound. I packed the envelope back into my purse and left the bathroom. It wasn’t even on yet, but the feeling of walking with it inside of me drove me crazy. I wasn’t sure how long I would last. I had a busy morning ahead, a few phone calls to make, and a few emails to write. Thankfully, I didn’t have any in-person meetings, but the office was quite social. If any coworkers approached me, I would have to keep my cool. I sat down at my desk and took a sip of my coffee, my focus only on the object inside of me. At 9:30, as I was halfway through typing an email, I felt the vibrator turn on. I’d almost forgotten about it, for a while as I’d become used to the feeling, but when it turned on, I let out a gasp and looked around. With my legs crossed and my tall heels lifting my feet up slightly, it had settled right near my g spot. The vibrations were low, but steady. I leaned back in my chair, which seemed to push it right to the perfect spot where it felt incredible. I’d wanted to feel this satisfaction since the night before, but now that it was happening in public, I had to hold back. I wanted to open my legs to relieve the pressure, but my dress was short and tight. I gripped onto the desk with both hands, trying to keep my best poker face. Just when I got used to it, the speed went higher. I arched my back slightly, my nipples throbbing underneath the fabric of my dress, and I wanted so badly to touch them, but I couldn’t. I was worried that someone would hear the noise, but the office had enough background noise and music to drown out the vibrations. No one will know, promise. I continued writing my email, but my brain was blank and numb. All I could think of was how badly I wanted Heather’s hands on me. I wanted her to use me, and I guess in a way she was now, but I really wanted her to know how much of a desperate slut I was for her. My phone vibrated. “I wish I could see you right now,” the text said. Then the vibration went even higher. I bit my lip, but tried to make it look like I was just concentrating really hard. “Come and look then.” I replied, but she never answered back. I started opening and closing different windows on my computer, trying to make it look like I was busy. My phone rang. It was someone on my team, but I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. I was scared of what would come out of my mouth. Then, just as quickly as it had started, it stopped. My shoulders dropped and I sunk back into my chair, trying everything to not thrust my hips against it. I needed more. I thought of going to the bathroom, but I needed to work. And before long, I was forgetting about the vibrator again. 

 

 

 Chapter 7




 It was a long morning, but I got everything done. When the vibrator was on, I waited for it to stop so I could get work done. But as soon as it stopped, I wanted it back, ready to march up to Heather’s office and beg. I wondered if maybe that’s what she really wanted. Maybe she just wanted to see how far she could push me until I threw myself at her. For a while she kept it at a low vibration, occasionally turning it up, then down again, but never off. This was the best, as I could slowly focus, but I never was driving myself crazy waiting for it to start again. Before I knew it, it was just about noon. I locked my computer and put my things back into my purse. I stood up and smoothed my dress. Just as I turned to leave, my coworker Darren put his big hand on my shoulder. I jumped and then turned around, and he looked at me strangely. “What, did I spook you, Molly?” “A little bit,” I replied, laughing nervously. “What’s for lunch? Kerrie and Greg aren’t here today, and I hate eating alone.” “Actually…sorry Darren, I’m busy.” I walked toward the elevator, and he followed. “Busy doing what, eating lunch without me?” He asked as we stepped into the elevator. He hit floor 13, where the lunchroom was, and I hit floor 20, one above us. When he saw I was going to Heather’s floor, he looked at me strangely. “I have a meeting with Heather. I have to talk to her about… my tax statements.” “Wouldn’t you talk to accounting about that?” “No, they told me to talk to her.” The elevator moved up, and I wished it would have gone down first. “Molly, thank you for reminding me! I need to talk to the boss about that Briggs assignment. I’ll come with you and then we can grab some lunch afterwards.” I was mortified, but it was too late. Darren was stepping off the elevator behind me, looking like a bodyguard. I felt like I was going to lose my mind. The vibrator still continued its low drone, already feeling incredible as I walked, and I was so afraid I would lose this because of Darren. We got to Heather’s door, and it was closed. “She must be out.” I said, but Darren stepped in front of me. “Heather?” He yelled, knocking. “We’re here.” I wished the floor would open and send me down to the ground floor so I could run away. The door opened, and Heather stood there. She looked confused and a bit worried, and I realized she probably thought Darren was there to help me expose her. I wanted to scream, but thankfully, I didn’t have to explain myself. “Hello, Mrs. Ross. You smell good. Listen, I heard Molly had to talk to you about her tax statements, but I wanted to talk to you about Briggs since you have time.” Heather’s eyebrow raised, and she looked like she was going to laugh, but she kept it in. “Tax statements?” she asked, turning to me, and I nodded my head. “Yes. Accounting told me to meet with you today, remember?” “Well then Darren, it looks like I don’t have time to talk to you about Briggs. I have a meeting about tax statements.” “Yes, Mrs. Ross, but it won’t take long, and then I’m going to buy Molly lunch.” “Oh, she didn’t tell you? The tax statements are a total mess. We’re going to be working on them for hours. I’m not even letting her eat lunch because it’s so important we have the entire afternoon to work on them. I don’t even think I’ll have time to do anything else. Send me an email and hopefully tomorrow I’ll have some time to meet with you.” Darren looked at me with a look of pity. “No lunch… sorry Molly. I didn’t know it was so serious. Sounds good Mrs. Ross, I’ll shoot you an email. Good luck.” We said goodbye, and he headed back toward the elevator. “Don’t tell him I’m at the new building tomorrow.” She said, smiling. “God, you had me fucking worried when he knocked.” “I’m sorry, he like ambushed me,” I replied, laughing. The whole thing made me forget I should be nervous. If anything, Darren was a great icebreaker. “I’m locking the floor so that the elevator can’t come back up. If anyone’s suspicious, then Darren will set them straight.” Heather walked to the elevator and entered a code in the panel on the side. There was a loud beep, and the green light at the top changed to red. I sighed with relief. We were finally alone.




 Chapter 8




 I entered her office, and it looked different from the day before. The curtains were drawn, her desk was completely clear, and there was a small couch in the corner that had always been covered in boxes of files. Even the picture of her husband was nowhere to be found. “Mind if we have a quick chat?” “Not at all,” I replied. Heather sat down, and it reminded me of the day before, except now things were different. There was no mystery, only suspense, as I knew she felt the same. I knew from the assignment this morning and the look in her eyes that she would not change her mind. I was so horny I wanted to throw myself at her. It had been a long night of trying to contain myself, and an even longer morning of teasing, that I would let her fuck me in the cafeteria in front of everyone. Even just her short skirt and big heels made my mouth water and my eyes have trouble focusing. I didn’t want to talk, I just wanted to get on my knees. “You’re still okay with this?” She asked, and I knew she already knew the answer. “Yes, of course. More than okay with it… are you?” “You’re all I can think about,” she replied, smiling. “But I just wanted to go over a few things. Did you listen to me when I told you not to cum?” “Yes, even though I wanted to so badly.” “Good. I like telling you what to do, and watching you struggle.” I squirmed in my seat. Not only was this happening, but exactly the way I wanted. I wanted her to be in control, just like in my fantasies. “I’ll do anything you say.” “Just know that at any time if you want to stop, just tell me and we will, okay? I promise.” “Okay, I will let you know.” “How do you feel right now?” “I’m so horny, Mrs. Ross. I’m a mess. I need you, please…” I couldn’t wait any longer. I couldn’t let her tease me anymore, at least not while my clothes were still on and she sat so far away. “Stand up and come here. I want you to show me.” I walked toward her, not sure what she wanted me to do, but once I was close enough, she grabbed my hips forcefully and pushed me against her desk, still sitting in her desk chair. “Sit down,” she demanded, and I did as she said, sitting on the desk in front of her. She pushed my legs open, her fingernails teasing up and down my inner thighs as she watched me shake and squirm. I shivered with embarrassment at having her examine me so closely. She pushed my dress up over my hips, pulled my panties down over my heels, and then onto the desk beside me. I felt her fingers lightly graze my pussy, and I instantly started throbbing, my whole body reacting. Her fingers found the vibrator and slowly grabbed the small end that stuck out at the bottom. She pulled it out of me slowly, and then quickly pushed it back inside. I was already so wet that it glided in so easily. I moaned as she toyed with me, spreading my legs even wider. “You are a fucking little mess, aren’t you? I bet you’re wet like this all the time, sitting at your desk, doing the assignments I tell you to do… imagining me fucking your tight little hole like this.” She moved faster, pushing it in and pulling it out, when suddenly I felt the vibrations turn onto high. “Yess, fuck, Heather. Yes I am, I’ve wanted this for, oh my god. For so long.” The way she fucked me hit my g spot, making it hard to speak. I ground my hips back against her, trying to fuck myself faster. “I wish I would have known I had a desperate little office slut this whole time. Look how fucking needy you are. But it’s not quite enough,” she said with a smile, and pulled the vibrator out of me. I could feel my wet pussy tensing, but she didn’t put it back. “I want to punish you for being so inappropriate at work, but I think you might enjoy it too much.” “Please, Heather. Punish me. I deserve it. Anything.”




 Chapter 9




 Her eyes lit up, as she didn’t seem to expect me to want to go much further than what we were doing. “Anything, she says…you sure?” Heather started. I saw her grab my panties from the desk. She rubbed them against my wet pussy, making sure they became soaked with my juices, and then smiled at me. “Open your mouth. I’m gonna stuff it shut so you can taste your pussy while I make your ass red and sore for me. If you want me to stop anytime, shake your head.” I’d never felt more like a desperate slut in that moment, because before she even finished her sentence, I opened my mouth wide, my tongue sticking out. I moaned as she shoved my own soaked panties into my mouth, and before she even asked, I stood up and turned around. She stood up behind me, pushing her hips up against me from behind. Her hands played with my nipples through my dress as she ground herself against me. Finally, she gently bent me over the desk, her hand instantly finding my ass cheek and pinching the skin. I let out a muffled moan, and she laughed, pinching harder. “Do you like that? Nod yes or shake your head no. You can tell me if you don’t.” I nodded my head yes and pleaded for more through my stuffed mouth. I was wetter than ever that I thought I might drip, and I could also feel drool running down my chin. For a moment, I thought through how many people had been in and out of her office. The founder, the CEO, and probably every employee in our building at one point or another had sat on one of the chairs and had a meeting or discussion with Heather. I wondered if I was the only one who’d been bent over her desk. “God, your ass is so perfect. Do you know how hard it’s been not to stare at you when you wear those tight skirts?” I felt her hand leave me, and then come back down, spanking me. She started gently, but I still felt a slight sting that made my pussy throb. “Do you wear those skirts for me? So I can’t sleep at night while I think about ripping them off of you and bending you over like this?” She hit me again, this time harder, and I nodded quickly as I stuck my ass out even more for her. I bit down on the panties in my mouth as I anticipated the next smack. “Tell me you’re my little slut,” she said, waiting. I tried to talk, but it was impossible to hear me. She leaned against my body, her head beside mine. I turned to look at her. “I can’t hear you,” she said, and then took the fabric out of my mouth, throwing it to the floor. She held my hair in her hand, holding my head in place. “I’m your slut Heather, I’m your fucking little slut.” She spanked me again, this time much harder, making me cry out and then moan even louder. “And what do you want?” “I want you to fuck me please,” I begged, moving my hips. “I need it Heather, I need you to fuck me so badly.” I could tell she couldn’t wait any longer, either. She let go of my head and stood up. She hoisted me up, and I regained my balance with her help, forgetting I had heels on. She peeled off my dress, pulling it over my head. I didn’t think she would let me undress her, but I did it anyway, unbuttoning her dress shirt and slipping her skirt down over her hips, and to my surprise, she let me. She probably wanted to be touched just as badly as I did, so I did it slowly, brushing my hands against her nipples and thighs as I did it. I’d forgotten that I’d never done this with a woman before, but it seemed so natural. Maybe it was because I’d rehearsed doing this in my head, but none of my fantasies had even been close to this. She opened one of the desk drawers and pulled out a strapon. She walked to the couch and I followed her. Putting it on, she sat down, and I could feel my head spin with excitement at the idea of being fucked by it. It was quite large, and this was something I knew I’d at least done before. “Come here.” I climbed on to her lap, straddling her, the tip of the dildo pressed against my entrance. “Go ahead. I want to watch you fill up your tight pussy.” This was something I could do. I didn’t even need to think about making a show out of it, because I was so turned on that I could help but moan and squirm as I lowered my hips onto it. It was bigger than what I’d been used to, but it felt so good to have my pussy stretch around the big dildo. I wanted her to grab my hips and fuck me, but instead she just watched as I slid around it, filling myself up completely. The feeling of the dildo against my cervix was unreal. I couldn’t help but bounce up and down, fucking myself over and over again on her lap. She grabbed my breasts that were bouncing with me and leaned forward, sucking on one of my nipples. “Fuck, Heather…” I moaned, thrusting myself even harder as the feeling of her mouth shot right down to my throbbing clit. I steadied myself with my hands on the back of the couch and tried to pick up the pace as much as I could, crying out as I felt her play with my nipples even more, sucking and pinching them lightly with her teeth. I thought I might explode just from the feeling, but she kept me just on the edge, teasing me until I felt like my brain was leaving my body. All I could think about was her mouth and her hands as I fucked myself, my hips moving wildly. Suddenly, she moved her mouth away from me and grabbed my hips. She lifted and turned me onto my back on the couch, still keeping my pussy full with her strap on. Then, grabbing onto me, she thrusted in and out of me quicker than I could do on my own. “Holy fuck, Heather, please don’t stop, oh my god,” I moaned, not caring if anyone in the office could hear me now. She didn’t seem to care either, fucking me harder than I’d ever felt before. Her thumb made its way to my clit, and she rubbed the hard nub in circles, making me throw my head back. I couldn’t wait any longer, my legs shaking. “Go ahead, Molly, cum for me.” It was as if she’d read my mind, and I did as she said, as if on command, feeling the orgasm rip through me as I cried and moaned loudly. She didn’t slow down and my orgasm continued, longer than I’d had before, coming in waves. Suddenly I felt a pressure inside of me, and when she pulled out it released, my juices squirting out of me and soaking the couch beneath me and my legs. I’d only squirted once before and it was by myself, so I felt embarrassed until I saw her face. She wasn’t fazed at all, in fact she was smiling. “Fuck you’re so hot.” She pushed into me again, and my pussy felt so slick that it was like it was pulling the dildo inside of me. I shivered at the feeling of ecstasy still inside of me. She pulled out again and took off the strap on, climbing back on top of me. 

 

 Chapter 10




 “My turn?” “Yes, please Heather. I’ll do whatever you say. I’m just not sure what to do. I’ve never done this before.” I dreaded the thought of using the strap on because I thought she might laugh at me. There was no way I’d be able to do that to her the same way she’d done to me. But I was willing to do anything. I wanted so badly to make her feel good and hear her moans. I wanted to make her cum, even though I wasn’t really sure how. “Don’t worry, you can stay where you are,” she said, smiling. “I want to use your pretty mouth and see if I can ruin some of your perfect makeup. Think you might like that?” “Yes, please,” I responded, squirming under her. I’d assumed my makeup was already running down my face. I was still worried about what I’d be doing, but the thoughts went out of my head when I watched her take off her bra, her perfect breasts and hard nipples completely exposed. Then she took off her panties, revealing her hairless and glistening wet pussy. To my surprise, I wanted her so badly on my mouth that it felt like a craving. I licked my lips as she climbed on top of me, shuffling up to my head as I laid on the couch. She lifted my head up slightly and put a small pillow underneath, propping me up a bit. She kept eye contact with me as she spread her legs open even more and grabbed the back of my head with her hand. I didn’t need to wait for her instruction. I opened my mouth, my tongue out, and pulled on her hips eagerly. “Mmm, are you that hungry, slut? You can’t even wait for me to fuck myself with your face?” I didn’t answer with words, only pulling on her hips even more. She laughed and lowered herself over me, letting me lick at her first, releasing her grip on my head. I had to struggle a bit, but I wanted to taste her so badly I didn’t care. Licking from her wet hole up to her clit, I moaned as I tasted her sweet juices on my tongue. I looked up at her and she almost looked a bit shocked. She held my head again and lowered herself completely so that I could rest my head. She moved herself over my tongue, and I held it firm, letting her rock her hips against my wet mouth. I could feel her leg muscles tensing and releasing as she moved, teasing herself. My tongue dipped inside of her hole and I licked and circled my tongue, and I felt her shiver around me as she moved up and down, letting me fuck her with my tongue. It felt so good to be used like this, like my face was just a tool for her pleasure. This was all I wanted. She moved her hips back so that my tongue was on her clit, and eagerly I licked and sucked, tugging with suction on her hard nub, listening to the way she responded with her low moans. I looked up, trying to see her face, but her head was thrown back. She played with her nipples while I sucked her. I dug at her hips with my fingernails and she moaned even more, thrusting back and forth faster. I realized I no longer had any control over what she was doing as she held my head harder and rubbed herself against my tongue and lips. “It’s like your mouth was made for this. Fuck,” she cried, going even faster. I moaned in response, and I could feel her legs shaking. She came hard, her clit twitching over my tongue as I continued to lick at her with my sore mouth as she held onto my head and the back of the couch. My face was wet with her juices and my spit, and I didn’t care about how I looked. In fact, it made me feel even hotter to be a mess from my boss’s pussy. She crawled down, so that she was straddling my hips and pressed her naked body against mine. She kissed me, her tongue swirling around my mouth as she tasted herself. Her body moved against mine, her breasts teasing mine as she moaned against my mouth. I felt her hand grab my ass, and I jumped, forgetting it was still sore from earlier. I was getting so turned on again, feeling her body rubbing against mine. She sat up and then stood up off of the couch and grabbed another pillow. She helped to lift me slightly, putting it under my tailbone, propping my hips up. Then she got back on the couch, one leg under mine, as she straddled one of my legs with one foot on the floor. Her fingers rubbed gently at my wet pussy, and I opened my legs more. I was still so turned on, even after cumming. It felt like something had been released inside of me. “I can’t fucking get enough of you. I wish we could do this all day,” she said softly. “Me too. Can’t we?” I replied jokingly. “Mmm, not today, but soon.” She moved her hand to hold my legs open even more, and then she pressed her soft pussy against mine. The warm, wet feeling of her against me made my head go crazy, and I moved my hips against her. She thrust her pussy against mine, both of our clits rubbing up and down over each other. I’d never felt anything so good, realizing that I didn’t need much for her to bring me to the edge. I was so relaxed and comfortable that I really did want to do this all day. She held my leg and thrusted faster and faster, both of our moans filling the quiet floor. It felt so good to both be receiving pleasure at the same time. I was so wet still, and I could feel myself getting close. “You’re going to make me cum, fuck Heather.” She laughed and picked up the pace, watching me with her eyes half lidded, as she was close too. I grabbed the couch hard as I felt my legs tense, and finally I let go. I couldn’t believe I’d cum twice, and it felt like it was never ending as she continued grinding against me, her own orgasm close. My clit was so sensitive that every movement made me feel like screaming with ecstasy. Her nails dug into me, grabbing at my skin as she came again. 

 

 Chapter 11




 She was panting slightly, catching her breath, and she collapsed onto the couch, half on top of me. She wrapped her legs in between mine, her hand on my hip. “Where have you been all this time?” She asked, laughing. “I wish I’d said something earlier.” “Me too, but… well, even this is risky.” “I know. I can’t believe we’re doing this, it’s kind of reckless. But I’d do it over and over just to watch your face while you cum.” I felt my cheeks get hot with embarrassment. ”Me too.” “I want to keep doing this. I mean, not just this. I want to spend time with you. But not here. I can’t risk either of us losing our jobs.” “I agree. Or, I mean…I hate to bring it up, but your…uh… marriage.” “Oh babe, don’t worry about that. I’m filing for a divorce. I can’t continue on in a marriage like mine when I know how good I have it with someone like you. I mean, no pressure. But I just mean that I know I can’t keep hiding this part of myself.” “Thank god,” I said, sighing with relief. “I mean I’m sorry too, but I can only deal with so much guilt.” “I mean, we’re not divorced yet, in case maybe you want a little guilt,” she said, laughing. “Actually, I have a meeting with my lawyer this afternoon, or else I’d stay…” “Oh my god, of course. I mean, honestly, I should probably get back to work.” “No way,” she said, immediately. “You’re taking the rest of the day off. With pay. I mean, I’m not going to give you any work perks like we said… it wouldn’t be right. But I think you’ve at least earned that.” I laughed. “Okay. That’s fair.” Her hand rubbed gently from my waist to my hip and back, and I wanted to fall asleep here. But reality was setting in. I knew we were most likely safe here for a bit, but what if someone had heard from the floor below, or one of the higher ups was on their way to this office? I got anxious, but it was hard to stay that way with the softness of her hand against my skin. After a few minutes, she sighed and climbed off of the couch, and pulled me up to my feet. “Stay here,” she said, and went to grab my clothes off the ground. I watched as she grabbed my panties off of the ground and slipped them into my purse, and brought everything over to me. She pulled my dress back on me, smoothing it out over my body and sending shivers through me. She got dressed herself, and then leaned in to kiss me again, this time softly. I kissed her back, my arms wrapping around her. She broke the kiss and shook her head. “Please text me as much as you want. I can’t wait to see you again. I’ll let you know how everything goes.” “Okay, thank you. And thank you…for everything. I don’t even know where to start. I’m just so…happy.” “Me too. Oh, and shit, wait. One second.” She left to open her desk drawer and grabbed a makeup wipe. She came back over and I sighed with relief. I’d forgotten that I probably looked like a mess. She gently wiped off my face. The feeling was so soothing and made me feel like she really cared. “Thank you,” I said, and kissed her again. She held the door open for me and followed me to the elevator. She punched in the code and unlocked it, the red light turning green. “Bye babe,” she said, and watched me get into the elevator. I was happy I had signed out of my computer and brought everything with me, because when I saw my reflection in the elevator, I thought maybe I would look suspicious with my makeup wiped off and my hair a mess. I fixed it the best I could, but I just prayed that no one would get on the elevator on my way down to the parking lot. But deep down, I hoped someone would see me. Part of me wished my makeup was still a mess, because I wanted someone to see me after being used and fucked by Heather Ross, of all people. Part of me wanted everyone to find out that I was an office slut, willing to be fucked by a manager and a woman. But I knew deep down, the last thing I wanted was to put my job at risk. I tried not to smile, butterflies in my stomach, as I arrived at the parking garage completely unseen. As soon as I got in my car, the fantasies started again. Except this time they felt so real. I couldn’t wait to go to work every day, waiting to see Heather try to resist me in front of everyone.
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