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Preview




 



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



“Take of your clothes.”



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



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



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



“Yes,” I mumbled.



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



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



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










Chapter 1




“Anna, come in here please.”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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




 




~~~



 



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



Suddenly, I heard a voice behind me. “Hello Anna.”










Chapter 2




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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Yes,” I murmured quietly.



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



“Yes.” My heart began to race.



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



“Have you ever tasted a woman before?”



“No.” Her gaze was hypnotic.



“But you’ve always wanted to.”



“Yes,” I breathed.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Oh fuck!”



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



I leaned back hard against the glass, breathing heavily.  



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



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



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



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



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



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



I didn’t even notice that I was still wearing her dress.










Chapter 3




I returned to work on Monday, a bundle of nerves and desire. Part of me wondered if Friday night had actually happened.



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



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



Oh, how wrong I was.



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



“Yes, Ms Greene?”



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



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



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



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



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



“Thank you, Ms Greene.”



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



 



~~~



 



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



Wear this tomorrow. Be ready. Ms G.



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



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



I flopped down onto my bed, my imagination running wild. I couldn’t wait until the morning.










Chapter 4




I walked into the office on Monday morning, the choker around my neck and the lingerie under my work clothes. There was something thrilling about knowing that underneath my modest blouse and skirt, I wore nothing but the tiniest, sexiest, barely-there lingerie. I had left my hair loose to fall down my back, remembering that Ms Greene liked it that way.



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



“Yes, Ms Greene?”



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



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



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



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



“And Anna?” she said.



“Yes, Ms Greene?”



“Are you wearing the rest of my gift?”



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



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



“No Ms Greene, I can stay.”



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



 



~~~



 



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



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



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



“Yes, Ms Greene?”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Take of your clothes.”



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



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



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



“Yes,” I mumbled.



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



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



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



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



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



She nodded.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Just the coat,” she ordered.



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



“Let’s get out of here.”



 



~~~



 



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



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



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



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



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



“Yes, Ms Greene,” I replied sheepishly.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“There, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”



“No Ms Greene.”



“Have you learnt your lesson?”



“Yes, Ms Greene.”



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



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



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



“Ah!”



“Get up.”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Ahh!”



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



“Please, Ms Greene.”



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



“Please keep going. Please let me come.”



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



“Mmmm.”



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



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



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



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



“Yes, Ms Greene,” I breathed.



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



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



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



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



“Good.”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Make me come.”



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



“Mmm, yes.”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Anna. Are you paying attention?”



“Huh? I mean, yes Ms Greene.”



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



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



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



 



~~~



 



Want more of Ms Greene and Anna? The story continues in
 Submitting to My Boss (Book 2)
 and concludes in
 Dominated by My Boss (Book 3)
 , available now on
 
Amazon!
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“You will serve me. You will fulfill my every need. You will relish it. And you will beg on your knees for more.”



 



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



 



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



 



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



 



Book 1:
 
Serving My Boss




Book 2:
 
Submitting to My Boss




Book 3:
 
Dominated by My Boss




 



Or find the complete series bundle
 
here!












The Lesbian Librarian
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Things are a bit unusual at my new job at the library.



The other employees all happen to be young, sexy women.



The head librarian, Ms Roberts, is strict and old-fashioned.



If anyone breaks her rules, Ms Roberts takes them into the back room and disciplines them.



No one will talk about what goes on in the there. But it's only a matter of time before I slip up and need to be punished…



 



This kinky story is available now on
 
Amazon!












Learning to Submit
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When Tara moves into her new apartment, she has no idea that Marissa, her seemingly ordinary neighbor, has a dark secret.



 



The older woman takes pleasure in dominating young women like Tara. And when Tara discovers this, Marissa decides to give her a lesson in submission.



 



With an entire room filled with whips, cuffs and toys, Marissa will teach innocent Tara all about the pleasures of submitting to another woman.



 



This kinky story is available now on
 
Amazon!












Tied and Taken at the Salon
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After a stressful week, Julie is looking forward to her appointment at the hair salon. An hour of relaxation is exactly what she needs.



 



But her hairstylist, Christina, has other ideas. The dominant woman has decided to give Julie a different kind of makeover. One that will see Julie on her hands and knees, stripped and begging. And she’ll do whatever it takes to make Julie submit.



 



Christina will give Julie what she needs. Julie will bow to her. And Christina will take what she wants.



 



This dirty story is available now on
 
Amazon!
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