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A hush fell as all eyes
simultaneously turned back to their computer screens, Deborah
Wallant was making her way down the hall, striking fear in the
hearts of her employees. Her long luxurious blond hair bounced
around her shoulders as she walked with purpose toward her office,
her high heels clicking against the gray marble floor.

“Lyla, I need coffee,”
Deborah demanded to her assistant as she marched a path to her
door, not even stopping to make eye contact.

“Yes ma'am,” Lyla answered
with a subtle smile, jumping up from her desk and trotting to the
break room to fetch a piping hot cup of coffee with no cream and
two sugars. Precisely the way Deborah liked it.

Hushed whispers of “bitch”
could be heard floating through the office as Deborah passed, but
she didn’t care, in fact, she wore the moniker like a badge of
honor. Deborah was the high riding bitch who brought the flailing
publishing house back from the brink. She was a bitch, but that was what the
position demanded.

Deborah wouldn’t have it
any other way.

“Here you go, ma'am. Are
you ready for the board meeting? Do you need anything else?” Lyla
asked with a twinkle in her eye, running a finger down the deep V
of her blouse.

“I could use a little
tension breaker now that you mention it,” Deborah said, shooing her
assistant a wicked grin.

“Absolutely, ma'am. The
usual position?”

“Of course, Lyla, and here,
remember to drop it if it becomes too much,” Deborah handed Lyla
the ornate brass paperweight from her desk and locked her office
door.

Lyla pushed her skirt up
around her waist and bent over Deborah’s desk. Her full breasts
bulged beneath her as she hugged the smooth surface waiting for her
boss. Lyla closed her eyes when she heard the cabinet opening
behind her. It was going to be a riding crop kind of
morning.

“You have been a bad girl
Lyla; I am going to punish you…hard,” Deborah said matter of
factly, tapping the long black crop in her hand.

“Yes, ma'am,” Lyla
answered, feeling the wetness forming in the tiny strip of white
lace between her thighs. She liked receiving her punishments as
much as Deborah liked giving them.

“Yes, ma'am, what?” Her
boss demanded, slapping the stiff leather bound stick against her
palm.

“Yes, ma'am, please punish
me,” Lyla responded with a smile, her legs quivering in
anticipation.

“That’s more like it, my
pet,”

Deborah ran the crop up the
back of Lyla’s leg, snaking a trail to the plump little patch of
flesh beneath the lace thong. She slowly stroked the tip of the
flapper against her folds, coaxing Lyla to spread her legs. A moan
of pleasure floated through the room as Deborah forced the thick
braided handle between Lyla’s legs, stroking her clit with the
woven leather staff.

“Do you like that, whore?”
Deborah spat, pulling the crop quickly from between Lyla’s legs and
smacking her sharply on the ass with it.

“Yes, give me
more,”

“Beg for it
Bitch!”

“Give me more
ma’am!”

Deborah thrust hard with
her wrist, the crop landing squarely across Lyla’s ample cheek,
biting into her flesh.

“Oh yeah,” Lyla moaned,
sliding her free hand between the desk and her throbbing
crotch.

“Yeah,” Deborah answered,
delivering an unrelenting barrage of spanks upon Lyla’s soft ivory
backside. Each blow was met with a yelp of pleasure and a quicking
of her fingers against her clit. Deborah felt her own desire
building with each swing of her hand. The warm heavy wetness of her
arousal only made her spank harder.

The last punishing whack
left a screaming red crimson mark across Lyla’s ass and forced the
heavy brass orb from her hand. The paperweight fell with a thud,
stopping the Deborah immediately.

“Had enough?” Deborah
asked, dropping the crop from her hand and smoothing her palm over
the angry red marks she had created.

“Not quite yet,” Lyla said
seductively, turning around to face her boss. She grabbed Deborah
by the hips, pulling her frame in tight against her aching
crotch.

“Good, me neither,” Deborah
answered, pulling her skirt up over her hips and placing her knee
up on the desk. Her pelvis found the wet little patch of fabric
between her assistant’s thigs and ground against it
hard.

“Is this what you wanted?
You want me to make you feel good?” Deborah asked as her hips
rotated against Lyla’s. Satin stroked against lace, warming to a
slow burn the more they rubbed together. The hot friction soldiered
them together at the hip, their swollen throbbing clits colliding
together in glorious thrusts.

“Make me feel good, make me
cum,” Lyla cried in a hushed tone on Deborah’s desk. Her long
shapely legs wrapped around Deborah, holding her as tight as a vice
against her pulsing cunt. Lyla’s orgasm was beginning to peak as
the faint sound of an unanswered phone rang just outside the
door.

“Ride my pussy, Lyla,
faster!” Deborah said, grabbing a handful of Lyla’s ass, humping
her as hard as she could while she squeezed. Both women trembled as
they climaxed. The heat from the friction between their legs nearly
burning a hole through their panties.

“Better go get that call,”
Deborah panted while she re-adjusted her clothes and opened the
door to her office. The phone was ringing off the hook as Lyla
quickly made herself presentable, and rushed back to her desk. Her
clit was still thrumming as she answered the call.

“Mrs. Wallant, your husband
is on line two,” Lyla’s voice said through the speaker in Deborah’s
office.

“Thank you, Lyla,” She
responded, clearing her throat before picking up the call from her
spouse.

“Damn it, Deborah, what
took so long?”

“I am sorry darling, I was
in a meeting,”

“What kind of circus are
you running over there? I would fire that no good assistant for
starters! Honestly, who leaves a phone unanswered for that long?
What the hell else does she have to do besides answer the damn
phone and fetch coffee?”

“Lyla was attending the
meeting as well my love. But, that’s beside the point. What can I
do for you, Roger?”

Deborah shifted
uncomfortably in her seat as her husband of ten years ranted on the
other end of the phone. She may have been a woman made of solid
steel, but Roger could still make her squirm. Deborah dispised that
he held that kind of power over her, but without Roger there would
be no Wallant Publishing, and without Wallant Publishing there
would be no CEO position for Deborah. Her catch 22 relationship as
Rogers capable, dragon-lady, trophy wife was not easy, but she was
not ready to dismantle her life with a divorce.

“Are you
listening?”

“Yes, Roger, of
course.”

“He will be there for the
board meeting today; please try to be nice and welcoming. Today is
not the day to show off your mean streak.”

“As I have said before
darling, with all due respect, I don’t think I need any help. The
company is…”

“Bleeding money Deborah!
Our numbers are down for the third straight quarter. I will not
have this debate with you again. Thank God Rowan is willing to take
time out of his schedule to straighten this mess out!” Roger
bellowed in her ear, hanging up the phone before Deborah could
argue back. Roger Wallant was thirty years her senior and treated
her like an insolent child.

Deborah boiled with rage as
she slammed down the receiver. Her hand fished in the shiny cup on
her desk, pulling the neatly sharpened pencils out one by one,
snapping each one between her fingers while imagining that they
were her husband’s neck. If her status hadn’t made up so much of
the fabric of her identity, Deborah would have left the old bastard
years ago.

**

Rage poured out of Deborah
like hot molten lava as she blazed an angry path back to her office
from the board room. Rowan Smith had just brought down the hammer
that Roger Wallant had supplied. The business was to be liquidated
and parceled out among the other publishing houses that would no
doubt be circling like vultures as soon as the word got
out.

It didn’t make sense to
Deborah why the old man wanted to ditch the company when it was on
the upswing. Wallant publishing was in the toilet before Deborah
made it what it was today. Her brain spun wildly trying to figure
out her husband’s motives. She reached in her cabinet for her
emergency stash of scotch and poured a healthy glug into her coffee
mug.

A pair of expensive Italian
shoes followed her trail to the threshold of her office. Rowan
Smith leaned against the door frame in his three-piece suit, with a
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