
OVERTIME DESIRES

AN OLDER - YOUNGER LESBIAN ROMANCE

CAMMIE CUMMINS

COPYRIGHT

OVERTIME DESIRES

Published by Cammie Cummins

Overtime Desires, Copyright © 2026 by Cammie Cummins

Cover Art & Design, Copyright © 2026 by Cammie Cummins

All Rights Reserved

––––––––

This book is a work of fiction. It is intended for mature audiences only. All names, characters, locations, and incidents are products of the author's imagination or have been used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead, locales, or events are entirely coincidental. 

All characters depicted in this book are 18 years or older. No characters depicted engaged in sexual activity are related.

No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed, electronic, or other form without permission. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Disclaimer

OVERTIME DESIRES | AN OLDER – YOUNGER LESBIAN ROMANCE

Sign up for Cammie Cummins's Mailing List

Also By Cammie Cummins

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

OVERTIME DESIRES

AN OLDER – YOUNGER LESBIAN ROMANCE


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


Rebecca Langford checked the time on her office computer. 6:45 pm.

Most everyone in the firm of Harrington, Pierce & Associates had already gone for the evening. The click of heels and murmur of farewells had long ago faded down the hallway. The lights in the outer office were snapped off, the cubicles darkened, leaving each tiny space illuminated by only the cool blue-white glow of monitors. 

Except for one. Lily Chen, her junior analyst. 

Outside the rain began to fall. A sudden summer downpour that streaked the floor-to-ceiling windows of Rebecca’s corner office. The city lights, coming on early in the encroaching dusk, blurred into neon watercolors beyond the glass. A flash of lightning illuminated Lily’s form as she stood in the doorway, holding a sheaf of printouts.

"Mrs. Langford, I've got the latest financial projections you asked for. They're... not good." Lily’s voice was soft, as it always was, but carried an undercurrent. That of a messenger afraid she’d be blamed for the message.

Rebecca didn't look up immediately. She let the silence hang in the air for a moment, her gaze fixed on the numbers columned across her own screen. When she finally did raise her head, her gray eyes were steady. 

She focused on keeping her features neutral, even as her gaze took in the diminutive Asian's frame. Her long black hair, straight and parted in the middle, had worked itself free of the loose ponytail she'd worn when the day had started ten hours ago. Strands framed a face that appeared even younger than her twenty-three years. Her brown eyes, deep and expressive, were fixed on Rebecca, betraying a hint of the anxiety Lily tried so hard to conceal behind her professional demeanor.

"Bring them here, Lily," Rebecca said. Her tone was level and calm, doing her best to ignore the young woman’s beige blouse, unbuttoned one too many to be appropriate for the office, or her olive skin. How the dim, shimmering city lights cast her in a warm, soft-toned glow. She tried to not stare at the black pencil skirt which clung tightly to her narrow hips, revealing legs that were surprisingly shapely for a woman so slight. Her movements were always delicate, like a fragile China doll. Even now, as she crossed the room, she seemed to float.

She placed the report on the corner of the expansive mahogany desk. Her fingers, long and delicate, brushed against Rebecca’s for the briefest of moments. A spark, static, or something else entirely, shot up Rebecca's arm.

"Can I get you anything else at the moment?" Lily asked.

Rebecca kept her gaze on the stack of paper but wondered what the young woman saw when she looked at her boss. Physically, she was the opposite of Lily. Tall, elegant, and self-assured. Her chestnut brown hair, threaded generously with silver now, was cut in a sleek, neck-length bob. Her gray eyes, clear and piercing, missed nothing. Her body was lean and toned. The result of a disciplined life and expensive tastes. But, like Lily, she'd unbuttoned her pink top a bit lower than she should’ve. A concession to the late hour. If she wasn't CFO, the second most powerful woman—person—in the firm, she’d have been flirting with a visit to HR to be reprimanded over ‘dress-code etiquette.’

The material stretched taut across her breasts, and she knew Lily would notice.

"Just a fresh pot of coffee. Black," Rebecca replied, looking up. “I think it’s going to be a long night."

Lily's gaze darted away for a second before returning to meet her boss’s eyes. A faint blush colored her cheeks. "I've cleared my evening, Mrs. Langford."

Rebecca tilted her head. "Oh, Lily. Did you have plans?"

"Nothing important," Lily said, a little too quickly.

"I'm sorry. Tell me." Rebecca offered an encouraging smile.

"Just... a friend was in town. We were going to get dinner."

"A friend." Rebecca let the word hang in the air for a moment. She could see the tension in Lily's shoulders, the way her full pink lips were pressed together in concentration. 

"A... close friend?" she asked.

Lily swallowed. She hesitated, then said, "She was... we dated for a while. Before I came to New York." 

Rebecca’s smile tightened. "She?" 

She didn’t mean to make the word a question, but the single syllable hung in the air between them, heavy with unspoken curiosity. Lily's blush deepened, the color spreading down her neck and disappearing under the open collar of her blouse.

"I'm sorry," Rebecca said. "HR would have my head for asking that." She folded her hands on her desk. "I really can't do this without you tonight,  Lily. Will you be able to see her... I can give you tomorrow off."

"It's fine," Lily said, her voice a little too bright. "It's fine. She understands. It was just... dinner."

"Good," Rebecca said. She could feel the familiar warmth spreading through her chest, the one she always had to push down when Lily was around. She was her boss. She was almost thirty years her senior. "Coffee, then. We'll see about getting you out of here as quick as we can."

"Yes, ma'am."  Lily turned and left.

Rebecca couldn't resist staring at the sway of her narrow hips. The way her dark hair cascaded down her back. It was a view she knew she shouldn't indulge... shouldn’t enjoy as much as she did.

8:37pm

They worked side-by-side at the small round conference table in Rebecca's office. 

Rebecca had draped her jacket over the back of her office chair. Had rolled the sleeves of her silk blouse to her elbows, revealing forearms that were still firm and toned, despite her age. Marked with a few age spots that hadn't always been there, though it was her hands that gave away she was a quinquagenarian, in her fifties. Her knuckles were a little more pronounced, the skin a bit thinner. Her manicured nails were short and painted a pale shade of pearl. Her two-karat diamond wedding ring, all that remained of her cheating ex-husband, winked in the desk light as she typed on her laptop.

Shoulder-to-shoulder with Lily, she asked, "Have you got the latest Henderson ledgers?"

"Yes, it's right..." 

Lily half-stood and leaned over the laptop screens, pawing through paper files covering the table. As she did, Rebecca noticed where her blouse gaped, giving her—an unintentional, she was sure—view of Lily's petite breasts, encased in a black lace bra. Her olive-toned skin smooth and flawless. The light from the desk lamp highlighted the soft curve of her throat, the delicate line of her collarbone. 

Rebecca bit her lower lip, forgetting all about the Henderson ledgers.

"Found it." Lily sank back into her chair, sliding the folder across the polished table. As she did, her fingers brushed against Rebecca’s wrist.

The air was thick with smells; stale coffee, lemon-scented furniture polish, and the subtle scent of Lily's perfume—something floral and clean, like a garden after a spring rain. They'd been at it for nearly two hours. The initial urgency had given way to a steady, rhythmic quiet, punctuated only by the tapping of keys and the occasional rustle of printed spreadsheets and quarterly reports. And blurry-eyed monotony.

Rebecca sat back and pinched her closed eyes. "Let's take a break." 

"More coffee?" Lily offered, getting up.

Rebecca smiled. Checking the time, and said, "I've a better idea. Grab a couple of clean glasses from the kitchen."

When Lily returned with two glass jelly jars, Rebecca was sitting on the sofa along the side wall. Behind her was wood paneling and a painting of a farm with rolling fields of golden wheat, a red barn, and grazing horses at sunset. She patted the sofa cushions and spun the cap off a bottle of Tennessee whiskey. "Sit."

Lily sat, crossing her legs at her ankles. 

Rebecca tried to ignore the way the tight pencil skirt rode up the young woman’s thighs. How smooth and perfect they looked. The glass bottle clinked with the jelly jars as she poured generous measures of whiskey before setting the bottle down on the side table. She sat back and stretched her arm along the back of the sofa. The whiskey was warm and smooth, burning a pleasant trail down Rebecca's throat. 

"Tell me about this dinner date of yours,  Lily. Was it serious with her?"

"She was a good friend. It was... complicated." Lily took a sip of her whiskey, her eyes never leaving Rebecca's.

"I understand complicated," Rebecca said, her voice a low murmur. She set her glass down on the table, her fingers still wrapped around it. "I've had my share."

Lily's gaze drifted down to Rebecca's left hand, to the diamond ring that was still there. The last vestige of a bad marriage gone wrong. "How did it end?"

Rebecca sighed, a quiet exhalation of breath that she hadn't realized she'd been holding. "He found someone younger. Someone... easier."

Lily’s fingers tightened around her glass, her knuckles white. "I'm sorry."

"Don't be," Rebecca said, her voice hardening slightly. "It was for the best. I was... unhappy long before he wandered. We both were." She took another sip of her whiskey. Her gaze fixed on the rain-streaked window. The cacophony of blurred colored lights.

"Were you always... did you always know you were gay?" Rebecca held up her hand. "Pretend we're off the clock, please. Just friends talking, sharing a drink. Otherwise, HR will have my head." 

"Of course, Mrs. Langford. I'm comfortable with my sexuality. Jeanine, my girl... the girl I was going to have dinner with." Lily took a sip of whiskey. "We grew up together. Best friends. In high school, we... experimented. I don't know how to describe it. It just happened. I'd never been with a boy. Never wanted to be."

Rebecca listened, wetting her lower lip.

“Jeanine and I had to hide what we did... who we were. Our parents, our town, wouldn't have accepted it. College was better. More open minded. We were together for three years."

"And then?" Rebecca pressed, shifting on the leather couch, so her leg brushed against Lily's. The contact sent a jolt through Rebecca. A current of want and longing she hadn't felt in years.

"Then... I came here. To Manhattan. To the firm." Lily looked down at her hands, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass
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