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Foreword

Please join my mailing list to be notified of new releases and updates, and also to receive a free 3000-word erotic short story! Follow the link to sign up: www.fayerose.net


Chapter 1

Iarrived at work early. Despite it being Monday morning, I was actually excited to be back at the office. I woke up in a great mood; the weather was beautiful, and everything seemed to go smoothly. That was, until I arrived at my desk.

I worked in a large office for a popular magazine, a job that had taken me a long time to get. Everything about the job was what I had always dreamed of, and the benefits and pay were perfect. The only problem I had was with Stacy.

Stacy was a woman who worked on the same floor as I did, and I couldn’t stand her. I’d always been the type to get along with everyone. I was pretty social and talkative, but for some reason, I could never get along with her. We would always just avoid each other. We never were alone in the same room and we never said good morning to each other, but I could swear sometimes she would give me a dirty look, or make a comment behind my back.

Around the time when I’d first started, I had landed an enormous interview project, something that would have been a great opportunity. But suddenly, before I could start, I was notified that Stacy would take the project instead, because she was more experienced. I’d been furious, and I always wondered from the way she treated me, if she had purposely gone to management and convinced them she was a better candidate. I never knew for sure, but I had a feeling.

When I arrived at my desk, Stacy was seated in the cubicle across from mine. The cubicles were open, and facing each other, so I would have to look at her and hear her all day. At first I thought maybe it was temporary, but she had moved all of her stuff. I looked around for a moment at all the other adjoined desks in the surrounding office, watching people pouring in and sit down to get ready for work. Of all the desks, why was she here?

Before I even sat down, I could smell her perfume. I could hear her laugh as she spoke on the phone, and I could see her perfect lips painted a bright pink. The worst part about Stacy was that she was incredibly gorgeous.

“Yeah, yeah, no worries babe, I’ll see you later,” she said, laughing on the phone. “No, I promise this time, I’ll make it up to you. Yes, just how you like it. Okay, I have to go to work now. Bye!”

She hung up the phone and watched me as I got situated. I could feel her eyes burning into my every movement. I placed my purse in the desk drawer, took the lid off of my coffee to cool it down, and took my planner out of my desk, all while she stared. Suddenly I heard her clear her throat.

“Hey, you. What’s your name?”

I knew she had to know my name. Not only had we worked on the same floor for years, my name was on a plaque on my desk.

Even though I was angry at the way she’d spoken to me, I couldn’t seem to show it. I figured I’d probably be spending a lot of time around her now that she sat so closely, and I’d always been the type to please everyone. I took a deep breath and tried to change my perspective.

“Hey, my name’s Jenny. You’re Stacy, right?” I tried my best not to stutter over my words, but it was hard. She made me feel so nervous and intimidated.

She ignored my question. “Jenny, great, listen. I’m supposed to tell you that your friend Parker, who used to sit here, had to move seats. Something to do with too much sunlight or something.” She gestured toward the window.

“Anyway, now that I sit here, I wanted to go over some ground rules.”

I tried to keep my cool still. It was good to set boundaries. “No worries,” I replied.

“Number one, don’t talk to me while I’m writing. Number two, don’t touch my stuff. And number three, don’t touch me.”

I laughed, “Don’t worry, I don’t think you have to worry about any of those.”

“Well, you’d be surprised. There are rules for a reason.”

I sighed and then smiled. “Okay, got it.”

“Good,” she said, and smiled quickly, before looking back down at her computer. The smile wasn’t genuine, but I was happy that at least things were moving in the right direction. As much as she annoyed me, I’d rather have things be civil if she was going to be my new neighbor.


Chapter 2

It was a quiet morning. As much as I’d been dreading Stacy, she was so far a lot better than Parker had been. Apart from her laughing while she texted with people, and her angry glances she’d shoot toward any offending noise, she was a step up from my previous loud and talkative neighbor.

The only thing that was bothering me so far about Stacy was her presence. She radiated this energy, like she was better than everyone else in the room. But the worst part was that I was falling for it. I had to keep my eyes glued to my computer so that I didn’t accidentally look at her for too long. I wanted to look at her hair when she flipped it, or the way she applied lipstick to her plump lips, but I couldn’t. It hurt me to think that I could feel jealous about someone I detested, but at the same time, it didn’t quite feel like jealousy.

I almost jumped when I heard her voice cut through the soft sound of my keys clicking as I wrote. It appeared rule number one only applied to her.

“What’s your name again? Jennifer?”

“Oh, just Jenny is good.”

“Yeah, anyway, were you dating that guy? Parker or whatever?”

I couldn’t help but laugh at her question. “Oh my god, no, there was definitely nothing there.”

“Okay, good. Thank god. I mean, I thought I was interrupting something. I was going to tell you, you could totally do better.”

Her comment shocked me. I hadn’t expected her to say anything even remotely nice. I felt guilty suddenly. Had I been thinking this whole time she was mean, when really she was just a bit standoffish?

I opened my mouth to reply, but she cut me off.

”I mean, also you guys kinda look like siblings anyway, no offense.”

“None taken,” I replied. She gave me a fake-looking smile and looked back at her computer.


Chapter 3

On the way home, I grabbed some food. I arrived at my empty apartment, ate dinner, and watched TV until I fell asleep. I was lucky that my building had A/C, so my room was nice and chilly when I passed out under my big, fluffy comforter.

Suddenly, I opened my eyes into a vivid dream. I was outside of a store, and it felt like I was there to meet someone. I went inside and looked around through piles of empty boxes.

“Hello?” I called out, and then I turned around.

Suddenly, the room was filled with shelves full of different trinkets, books, and random objects. The shop was busy, with people crowded all over the place. They walked by like I wasn’t there.

I jumped as I felt someone’s arms wrap around me from behind. This is what I’d been waiting for. Their hands roamed over my body, one grabbing at my breasts and another rubbing through my panties. I opened my legs more.

“We can’t do this here. They’re going to see,” I said, as I ground back against the hand. My body seemed to betray my words.

“It’s okay, they can’t see us.”

To my surprise, the voice was a woman’s, and she was right. They couldn’t see us. She pinched my nipple with one hand and rubbed my clit with her other hand, and I could feel her soft lips on my neck. However, everyone in the shop acted normally, like nothing was happening. I saw people staring right through me.

“Please, please, fuck me Stacy.” I moaned. Stacy? Why was I dreaming about her?

Suddenly Stacy was in front of me grinning, and I realized the hands weren’t touching me anymore.

“I need it Stacy, please,” I moaned, my clit begging to be touched again. I felt my whole body crawling with pleasure, my hips grinding against nothing.

“I promise this time, I’ll make it up to you, just how you like it,” she told me, just as she had said on the phone earlier.

I woke up suddenly, and I was back in my dark room, covered completely in sweat. I was panting and horny, my body feeling completely alive.

I rubbed my fingers over my pussy, and I was soaking wet. I used my juices to wet my fingers and then I rubbed them hard against my clit, panting against the heavy comforter. My mind felt like it was still stuck in the dream as my thoughts kept going back to Stacy. I tried to shake the thoughts out of my head, but my mind kept coming back. Finally, I embraced it.

I rubbed myself while I thought of her. I thought of her voice, sarcastic and mean, pretending to not know my name. Her beautiful hair and her lips and her gorgeous body kept flashing through my eyes. I could feel myself getting close, my legs shaking, and I whispered silently, begging for Stacy to let me cum.


Chapter 4

Iwoke up the next morning feeling guilty and mortified. I couldn’t believe I’d had such a dirty and vivid fantasy about a coworker. The worst part was that I still felt so horny.

I got ready for work and tried everything in my power to distract myself so that I didn’t accidentally think of her. I listened to podcasts while I got ready and on my drive in to work, trying everything to keep my mind focused.

Maybe the whole thing was a bad dream, and I’d walk in to see Parker happily sunbathing at his desk. But instead it was Stacy, typing away before we were even scheduled to start.

I put my purse down gently, not wanting to disturb her while she typed. But as soon as she heard me, she stopped. She took a sip of her iced coffee and cleared her throat.

“Good morning,” she said. It surprised me to hear her greet me and I wished she hadn’t.

“Good morning,” I replied, my voice shaking slightly.

I tried not to look at her, but I couldn’t help it. Her long hair was in a ponytail, and over one shoulder, crawling down over her collarbone. She wore a loose tank top that fell open in a way that showed her cleavage, and she wore big chunky gold jewelry around her neck.

“Wow, rough night? You look awful. I mean like… tired.”

There was the Stacy I had been expecting this morning. I sat down at my desk and took a big drink of my coffee before looking up at her.

“I just didn’t sleep well last night.”

“Oh my god, me neither. I had like this crazy dream.”

“Me too.”

“Oh, really?” She asked. “What about?”

“Oh, um, I don’t really remember.”

“Sure. Look, it’s okay to dream about your coworkers.”

I jumped and felt my face flush red immediately. How could she have known? My mind was totally blank with panic. I didn’t know what to say.

”I know you and Parker were like, close.”

“No, oh my god, no.” I replied, feeling relieved. “It wasn’t about Parker. And we weren’t close.”

“Ohhh, so it was about someone else. Who?”

I felt cornered. I didn’t even know what she was getting at now.

“Look, it wasn’t about anyone. It was just a dream. I don’t remember much.”

“You’re no fun.” She said and went back to typing. I wondered what she would have said if I’d told her the truth.


Chapter 5

After a quiet morning, I took my break. Stacy was nowhere to be found. I decided to get another coffee, but first I headed towards the bathroom. The floor we were on had pretty small and busy bathrooms, and I didn’t feel like waiting in line, so I went two floors down to a quieter department.

I went to the bathroom and washed my hands, and as I was walking out of the door, I bumped into someone. It was totally my fault. I was still completely out of it.

“Jenny, what the fuck?”

It was Stacy. She walked toward me, closing the door behind her.

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t you remember rule number three? Don’t touch me.”

It was laughable that she was being so strict with her rules. Obviously, I hadn’t meant to bump into her. After my dream last night, it felt almost like I was being punished. Like someone was dangling her in front of me to make me feel even more ashamed.

“Or what?” I asked, surprising myself as the words came out of my mouth.

“You don’t want to find out,” she said with a smirk.

“Look,” I said with a sigh. “I really don’t care about your stupid rules! I’ve tried to be nice to you, but you’ve always been so mean to me.”

I felt bad being so blunt. It wasn’t like me at all, but I couldn’t help it. I felt impulsive and nervous around her. It felt so strange to be this physically close suddenly.

She took a step toward me, and she actually looked a bit angry. It was as if I could feel the force of her the closer she got. I took a step back and felt the cold, white tile wall behind me.

“Um, sorry, did you say I’ve been mean? I don’t even know you! All I know about you is that you’re always sucking up to management.”

It felt hard to breathe with her so near. She was inches away. Suddenly my dreams came flooding back to me, and I felt my cheeks redden from shame. But at the same time, I couldn’t help but stare at her fiery eyes and her parted lips. I forgot for a moment that she had just insulted me.

“A suck up? Sorry I’m nice.” I didn’t know what else to say. I wasn’t angry anymore, just embarrassed.

A smile crawled across her face, and I couldn’t tell if that meant she was furious, or if she was just laughing at me.

Stacy stepped toward me so closely that I was completely up against the wall. She wasn’t touching me, but my skin was on fire, begging for her to. I knew it was just my brain from my dream last night freaking out. I didn’t actually have feelings for her. I hated her.

“I can’t believe I have to sit across from you, of all people.”

I swallowed hard, and I was sure she could hear it. She licked her lips softly, and I felt like I couldn’t breathe as I watched her. I was so horny that I wasn’t even feeling guilty anymore.

“Why?” I asked, almost in a whisper.

Stacy smiled and leaned in toward me, pressing her lips against mine. I was so shocked. Was she just toying with me? I realized I didn’t care, as I melted into her. I kissed her back hard, and I felt her tongue pressing against my lips. Parting my mouth slightly, I couldn’t help but moan as her tongue flicked against mine.

My hands quickly found their way around her, and I felt her entire body pressed against me. I pulled her even closer. She rubbed her body against mine as she sucked at my lip, her hands lightly moving up and down my waist. I moved back toward her, and I felt her thigh move in between my legs. The skirt I’d been wearing was now pushed almost up past my hips. I rubbed myself against her leg, moving my hips back and forth as she grabbed my waist to guide me.

She broke the kiss, and I could hear her heavy breathing as she ground her thigh back against my needy pussy. I was so wet, and I needed more.

“Because all I can think about all day is bending you over your desk and fucking you in front of everyone. I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

I couldn’t help but moan when I heard her speak to me that way. I wanted it, and I wanted her.

“Fuck, Stacy. Yes, I would.”

I felt her move her leg back down, but quickly she replaced it with her hand, her fingertips dragging against my slit through my panties.

Her fingers found my clit, and she pinched it lightly through the fabric, rolling her fingers back and forth. I gasped, and suddenly the door behind us flung open. Quickly, she pushed my skirt back down and stepped away from me.

“Next time, watch where you’re going,” she said to me snarkily before heading into one of the stalls. The girl that had walked in looked at me nonchalantly and walked into another stall.

I walked out of the bathroom, and realized I no longer needed a coffee. I was now completely awake.


Chapter 6

My legs felt like they were made of jello. I walked to the elevator, feeling my swollen clit throb with every step.

I couldn’t believe what had happened, and I couldn’t seem to process it either through my horniness. Walking back to my desk, I tried to think of how to get through the rest of the day staring at Stacy without jumping over the cubicle.

She took quite a long lunch, and I thought that maybe she’d gone home for the day. Part of me wanted that to be the case because I knew how awkward the rest of the day was going to be, but I was still so horny. I just wanted to watch her flip her hair and put her stupid lipstick on in the mirror and talk to her boyfriend loudly in front of me while she knew how wet my pussy was.

A soft tapping of heels broke through the clicking of my keys as Stacy returned to her desk. I tried to act normal, glancing up at her quickly once, but I watched her just out of my vision. She didn’t seem to look in my direction, instead she got comfortable at her desk and worked.

The rest of the day at work seemed to go smoothly. I got into the zone while working on my newest article, and the throbbing between my legs slowly faded to the back. However, if Stacy cleared her throat, or stood up, or moved around too much, I was completely pulled out of my work once again.

To my relief, it was finally 5:00. I stood up and stretched, and noticed that Stacy was looking at me disapprovingly.

“I thought you said you were staying late to work?”

“I did?”

She stared at me for a moment, and slowly I caught on.

“Yes… I did.” I said and watched as she dropped back down to look at her computer.

Slowly, the office cleared out. I stood up again to get a coffee, and Stacy shot daggers with her eyes.

“Relax, I’m just getting a coffee. Do you want one?”

“No,” she said shortly, and dropped her eyes back to her screen.

I walked to the break room, and I saw Parker standing by the coffee machine. I walked over and grabbed a cup.

“Hey Jenny!”

“Hi Parker. How’s it going?” I asked as I selected my drink, inserted a coin, and waited for the hot coffee to fill my cup.

“It’s okay. I miss sitting across from you. You’re much better to look at than Robert.”

“No worries, I get it. In the morning, it’s way too sunny sitting so close to the window.”

“That’s the worst part. I love being in the sun. But that Stacy girl convinced me to switch with her. I wish I didn’t listen. I miss looking at all of this all day,” he said, looking down at my body.

I ignored his comment as my jaw dropped. Had Stacy intentionally switched seats? Was is because of me, or because she wanted a seat closer to the window? Why had she lied?

“But she gave me a lead I really needed, and she’s nice to look at. I figured if I played my cards right…”

“Yeah, well, you never know.”

Parker and I chatted some more while I stirred milk and sugar into my coffee. We parted ways, and I headed back to my desk, feeling different with my newfound information.


Chapter 7

“Alright, are you ready?” Stacy asked loudly. I almost jumped out of my seat. I’d been waiting almost an hour, not wanting to interrupt Stacy and break another of her rules.

“Um, ready?” I asked, and she shot me another angry look. “Yes, I’m ready.”

“Follow me,” she said with a glare, and walked toward the other side of the office. I didn’t know where we were going, but she didn’t take her things with her, so I figured we weren’t going far.

My legs felt like weak again. I didn’t know what she had in mind, but I had an idea.

I wanted to take some time to process what had happened earlier, and figure out if this was what I wanted. But I had an amazing talent of sabotaging myself when an opportunity presented itself, especially when it was something I wanted. I knew I couldn’t trust my brain. I could only trust how I felt. And the way I felt was that I wanted Stacy in any way she would let me. It wasn’t like me to be so promiscuous, but I had never found someone so attractive.

I followed her down a hallway just off of the main office, and she opened a door to a room. She held the door open and motioned for me to enter. I heard her heels clicking behind me, and she shut the door and pulled a blind down in front of the window.

The room was bright, with the same lights from the rest of the office. There was a large table surrounded with chairs in the center of the room, like a small conference space. There were large glass windows, floor to ceiling, but we were on a high enough floor in the building that all you could see was the small city sprawling below.

“Sit down,” she said, and I did as she asked.

I had expected for her to sit across from me at the table, but instead she paced behind me. Now that I had sat down, I could feel my pussy pulsing again against the chair, throbbing as fast as my heart was beating.

“You know why I brought you here?” She asked.

“No, Stacy.” I didn’t know why, I just hoped it was what I was thinking of.

“I still have to punish you for breaking a rule.”

She sounded so serious, confusing me even further. I felt her lean against my chair, and I felt her get closer to me. She was right beside me, her breath slightly grazing my ear.

“But I bet you like that, don’t you?” Her voice came out in a slight whisper, sending goosebumps over my skin.

“Yes,” I started, wriggling slightly in my chair as my clit and nipples felt even harder. “I want you to punish me. I deserve it.”

This was it. There was no going back and pretending I misinterpreted her.

To my relief, I felt her hands leave the chair and snake down my body, just like my dream, but one hundred times better. Her hands were warm and skilled, and I couldn’t help myself gasp immediately.

“Mmm, you’re going to be fun to tease,” she whispered as her hands found my breasts. She pinched my nipples and rolled them between her thumb and forefinger slowly.

“Oh my god, Stacy, that feels so good.”

I remembered where we were, and for a moment I panicked. I hadn’t remembered her locking a door, and even if she did, I was sure multiple people had a key. However, I was so eager to be touched by her I couldn’t bring myself to worry about it.


Chapter 8

My hips were grinding against the chair, my pussy begging to be touched. She let go of my nipples and instead lightly dragged her long nails over them. Every pass over the sensitive skin made me feel like my brain was melting away as I anticipated the next. She slowed down her movement so much that I wanted to beg her to go faster.

However, before I could, she moved her hands again. She dragged one down in between my legs, rubbing up and down my wet slit, and the other hand up to my face, where she pressed two of her fingers against my lips. I felt her rub against my clit, and instantly I opened my mouth, sucking on her fingers as she rubbed me.

“Mmm, that’s it. God, I’d love to use that fucking mouth of yours.” Somehow she still sounded just as mean, but it turned me on more than anything.

All I could do in response was moan around her fingers as she thrusted them against my tongue. Her fingers ground against my clit quickly, and I couldn’t help but squirm and open my legs even more as I tried to give her even more access. If she kept this up for much longer, I almost felt like I could cum with my stuffed mouth and greedy clit.

I could feel myself shaking as I got closer, her fingers pressing deeper and deeper into my mouth and her fingers sliding fast over my swollen nub. But suddenly she stopped, pulling both of her hands away from me.

“Please,” was all I could think to say, my pussy pulsing and wet. I’d been so close.

“I think it’s my turn.” She walked in front of me and sat on the table. “Besides, you’re going to have to earn it, babe.”

I felt like I couldn’t control myself. I was so incredibly horny, and even though I’d never been with a woman before, the idea of eating Stacy’s pussy seemed to make me even wetter. Unable to even wait for her to pull up her skirt, I grabbed her legs, dragging her closer to me.

“Wow, you’re an even bigger slut than I thought,” she said, pulling her skirt up over her hips as I opened her legs eagerly.

She opened her legs, putting one leg over my shoulder and the other on the table, fulling exposing her perfect wet pussy, no panties covering her up. I felt almost hungry, as I lowered my mouth to her pussy, as if I’d been craving her. As I ran my tongue up her slit she moaned, and I wriggled in my seat, feeling almost jealous that she was getting to feel what I wanted to feel.

I tried to do what I’d had done to me in the past, but better. She guided me gently with her hand on the back of my head, bringing me up to her clit. I sucked in between my lips, moaning as I sucked, and I felt her legs open even more.

“Oh my god, Jenny, your mouth is perfect,” she whined as she ground herself against my face. She grabbed my head harder, and I looked up at her and made eye contact.

“More,” she demanded, and I sucked her even harder, so much that my jaw felt tired, but I didn’t care. It was worth the way she threw her head back and cried out.

I wanted to make her cum, and I wanted to taste it, already turned on by her juices on my face. I wanted her to cum so that maybe I could next, but she pulled my head back.

“Stand up,” she demanded, and I did as she said. She stood up also and guided me closer to the table.

She stood behind me again and I felt her undo my button-up shirt. She pushed up my thin bralette, exposing my breasts, but didn’t touch them.

“Bend over.”

I laid against the cold conference table, my breasts pressing against the hard surface. Stacy pulled my skirt up over my hips and my panties down. She brought her fingers back to my pussy, this time sliding them inside of me, my hole so wet that she slid in effortlessly.

“I bet you’d like it if I used you and treated you like my little office slut, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Stacy,” I moaned as she curled her fingers inside of me. She rubbed my g-spot, and in that moment she could have told me to do anything and I would have done it.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I’d like to be your, oh my god, your slut. You can use me… however you like.”

“Mmm, exactly.” She inserted another finger, stretching me slightly. “I wonder if anyone will find out that you’re my personal slut. I’ll make you sit at your desk all day, squirming in your seat, wishing I’d stop typing and fuck your brains out.”

“Oh my god, Stacy, please. I want everyone to know I’m yours.”

I felt my orgasm building inside of me quickly, especially with the way Stacy spoke. She continued thrusting her fingertips against my g-spot. My legs quivered and once more, right when I was on the very edge, she pulled away again. She stood back, watching me as I shook against the table. I thought I might orgasm just from how hard my pussy clenched, but I didn’t.

“Please let me cum Stacy, please, I need it.” I felt helpless and hornier than ever. I couldn’t believe how close I’d been without letting go.

“Turn over,” she said, ignoring my begging, and she crawled onto the table with me.

I turned over onto my back, feeling like a mess with my clothes half on and my hair sticking to me. Stacy crawled over to me and half straddled me, one leg over one of my thighs and the other underneath my other thigh.

She lowered her pussy against mine, and I felt her warm, wet slit rubbing against mine. Her clit pressed against mine as well, and she ground her hips hard and fast against me. The feeling was unlike anything I’d ever felt, and I couldn’t stifle my moans.

“I wanted to make sure I could watch you cum.”

She looked different now, her cheeks flushed and her lips parted. Her ponytail moving back and forth while she rocked against me.

I felt my orgasm building back again, this time bigger than ever. When I got too close, she seemed to slow down a bit but didn’t stop, still keeping me there, and then would pick up again when she knew she could tease me a bit more. I wondered what it would be like to have the table surrounded with people, watching as Stacy rubbed me senseless.

“Fuck, Jenny, your pussy feels so good,” she gasped.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I completely let go, my legs shaking and muscles pumping as she kept grinding herself against my sensitive pussy. My orgasm felt never-ending, especially as the more I came, the easier it was for her to slide against me.

I felt her cum right after me; her rubbing becoming so fast and desperate that I thought she might send me over the edge again. I watched her as she let go, her body shaking and her head rolling back, completely riding the wave of pleasure. Her wetness dripped over my pussy and I realized that between the both of us, the table would be soaked.

Stacy leaned down and kissed me hard, both of us still trying to catch our breath from cumming. She kissed me like she had been wanting to for a long time, even though it was the second time in a day.

“God, you’re so fucking hot, Jenny,” she said, breaking the kiss.

“Me? You are, oh my god. This was the hottest thing I’ve ever done.”

“Right? I told you I wasn’t mean! But you seemed to like the mean girl thing, so I just went with it.”

“Wait, so you’re not always that rude?” I laughed.

“Not really, but I’m good at it,” she said, smiling.

We laid there for a moment until loud footsteps outside spooked us both. The person had only just walked by, but it was enough to bring us both back to reality. Stacy walked over to a nearby storage cabinet and took out a roll of paper towels and cleaner. We both cleaned up, and she wiped down the table.

She kissed me again, this time slowly, while she pulled my skirt down and slowly buttoned up my shirt.

“Sorry, I probably should have asked you out for dinner first, but I couldn’t stand looking at you all day.”

“Me neither. I might have to move seats to get any work done,” I said, laughing. “Which speaking of… did you bribe Parker to switch?”

“Sorry, no idea what you’re talking about,” she said with a smile. She turned to leave the room, and I followed her back to our desks. I felt guilty as a few people still hung around, but they didn’t seem to even notice us.

“I know it’s only Tuesday, but can we hang out this weekend? Please? We can get dinner, or whatever you want to do. Here’s my number,” Stacy said, handing me a sticky note.

I nodded, but before I could reply, we were interrupted.

“Hey Stacy? You still coming or what?” A voice said. It was one of Stacy’s work friends.

Stacy just smiled at me, grabbed her purse, and left with her friend. I put her number into my phone, my hands shaking from earlier.


Chapter 9

After another night of vivid dreams, now based on reality, I arrived at work already feeling horny and restless. I was excited for the weekend, but I didn’t think I could wait that long to have time with Stacy again. She sat across from me, smiling while I sat down. Neither one of us said anything as we got ready to work, checking emails and schedules.

Stacy’s hair hung down around her face, and I wanted so badly to touch it. I wanted to see what it looked like all messy and stuck to her with sweat. I wanted to crawl under her desk and let her use my mouth again, all day while she worked. My thoughts kept rolling in, and I pushed them out, trying to make myself focus. It was going to be a long day.

But I couldn’t help myself. As soon as she started typing, I interrupted her.

“Stacy, you have an extra pen?”

She glared at me. “No, get your own.”

I waited until she started typing again and immediately spoke.

“Stacy? Can I borrow your stapler?”

“Jenny! Hello. Rule number one, don’t talk to me while I’m typing.”

“Or what?” I asked, smiling. “What are you going to do about it?”

I watched as Stacy licked her lips and readjusted herself in her seat, staring at me, and I couldn’t wait to tease her all day and watch her restrain herself as I silently begged her to fuck me. I wondered how long we would make it before one of us caved in.
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Straight Women Punished: A Bundle of 3 Lesbian Short Stories

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0B7NK883M

THREE SENSUAL AND ROUGH LESBIAN STORIES IN ONE!

This naughty 30,000-word collection features romantic erotica stories about straight women submitting to other women, and unleashing their wildest fantasies! Includes BDSM, first-time, cheating, best friends, teachers, and more!
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Dominated and Restrained by Lesbian BFF: A First Time BDSM Erotica

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0B4FDKB13

Best friends Danielle and Kaylee are invited to a masquerade party by a mutual college friend. While trying on costumes, Kaylee convinces Danielle to try on a corset. Danielle finds she likes the feeling of being restrained by the tight fabric more than she thought she would, and she can’t stop fantasizing about her gorgeous, dominant best friend as Kaylee tightens her corset. Will she be able to fulfill her wildest fantasies with Kaylee? Will she be forced to sacrifice her friendship for what she wants?

Dominated and Restrained by Lesbian BFF is a 10,000-word steamy and sensual BDSM story about Danielle being used and dominated by her best friend Kaylee.
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