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Chapter One
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Elizabeth Sanders sat at her desk, typing up the notes from the morning meeting, thinking her boss, Johnathon Sykes, had once again kept her distracted enough that she missed half of what was said. She shook her head as her fingers flew over the keyboard, doing her best to fill in some of the missing words, praying she got it right this time. The last time she attempted to fill in the blanks, she assigned a project to a man who turned out to be the building’s custodian. Johnathon smirked, but Elizabeth could tell the others on the board were not as amused as he was. Elizabeth had only been working for Turner Associates for a couple of months, and she didn’t want to risk being fired for her incompetence. Of course, Johnathon did not make it easy to focus with his broad shoulders and come-hither smile. Her panties were already soaked just from being near the man. By the time lunch came around, she debated whether she should eat or run out to her car for a little alone time to help her calm down.
As she slipped the notes into a file folder, she heard the door behind her open. Turning, she watched Johnathon glide out of his office, his permanent smile in place as he glanced over at her. She tried hard not to rake him with her gaze, but it was difficult. The man had a powerful chest with thick arms, sparkling green eyes, and the softest brown hair that Elizabeth would love to run her fingers through as he took her, pounding into her on top of his desk. She could only imagine what size cock he possessed, his slacks always portraying a slight bulge. 
“Everything going all right?” he asked as he neared her desk.
She returned his smile. “Yes, sir,” she answered. “Just getting the notes from today’s board meeting for you. Anything else you need?”
His phone dinged, causing him to glance down at it, cocking an eyebrow as he read the text. “No, no, I think I’m good.” By the way he grinned at his phone, Elizabeth would bet money it was some woman sending a dirty text. He glanced back up at her, realizing he had stared at his phone a little too long, it seemed, by the way he shuffled a little bit in front of her. “Well, I’m heading to lunch. I think it’ll be a lengthy one, so just text me if you need anything.”
“Yes, sir, Mr. Sykes,” she replied as she watched him turn and walk away, already returning the text on his phone. She sighed, envious of whoever he was spending his long lunch with. Probably whoever had texted him, she assumed. God, I wish it was me.
She decided since Johnathon was taking lunch now, it would be an excellent idea for her to do so as well. That way she would be back at her desk whenever he returned, ready for whatever he needed. She prided herself on always being at his disposal.
As she slid into her seat in the break room, her lunch in front of her, her phone dinged with a text from Johnathon. When you finish the notes, could you please send a copy to Eileen? She missed the meeting and would like a copy for her records. Elizabeth sent back that she would, but then wondered if perhaps Eileen was the one Johnathon was having his lengthy lunch with.
Just as Elizabeth sent the text, another one came in, making her pause as she stared at it. I told you, my little slut, you will do as I say or suffer the consequences. Now, send me that picture.
Elizabeth felt herself blinking as she read the text over and over. Johnathon had called someone a slut and threatened punishment. And demanded a picture. Probably a dirty picture by the tone of the text. My boss is kinky. Nice. She filed that away as a future fantasy for when she was home with her favorite battery-operated-boyfriend.
Another text came in as she stared at the previous one. Oh god, Elizabeth, I am so sorry for that inappropriate text. I thought I had hit someone else’s name. My apologies if you took offense.
She cocked an eyebrow at her phone, debating on how to respond. He had to have known she saw it with how quickly she responded to his other text. She was always quick to answer him, never knowing when something was important or not. She bit her lower lip as she typed in her response. No problem, sir. Really. No offense taken. Lucky girl. I hope you get your picture. And then she added a winking emoji. Would he respond, or would he be too embarrassed to answer her? She also wondered what he would think of her response. Of course, she knew how she wanted him to take it, but doubted that would ever happen. Seemed Johnathon Sykes already had his play toy.
He didn’t respond right away, and Elizabeth felt herself growing worried at the delay. Finally, another text came through, making her breathe easier. Thank you. So do I. See you after lunch.
Elizabeth grinned, feeling a spark of excitement in her chest as well as between her thighs. He had somewhat included her in whatever game he had going with this other woman by saying, “So do I.” Elizabeth could only hope she had opened a door, or at least a window, into her boss’s naughtier side. She really wanted to see more of him like that.
She bit down on her bottom lip, suppressing a giggle. She wanted to see more of him, period. Closing her eyes, she imagined what Johnathon Sykes would look like naked, and all the image did was make her panties wetter. 
“Are you all right?” a male voice snapped her out of her fantasy, making her squirm a little in her seat at the fact of being caught with her mind in Johnathon Sykes’s pants.
She grinned, feeling the blush warm her cheeks and neck as she stared up at Donnie Rogers. “Yeah, sorry, was trying to remember something.”
He cocked an eyebrow at her, grinning. “Sure you were. By the grin on your face, I’d say you remembered whatever it was quite well.” He winked at her and then moved on with his lunch.
Elizabeth pressed her thighs together as she gave a soft giggle. God, did I ever.




Chapter Two
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Elizabeth was already back at her desk, deep into her reports, when Johnathon returned from lunch—a two-hour lunch, she noticed. When he passed her desk, he cast her a quick glance before jerking his attention away, possibly out of embarrassment from their brief text exchange earlier. Elizabeth wished he would pick up on her overture and send her some of those dirty texts. She would even be more than happy to provide him a picture or two.
After a few moments of listening to Johnathon rustling around in his office, she heard him ask for her to join him.
Elizabeth slid out of her chair, straightening her short skirt as she did, and made her way to her boss’s office. She knocked once and then entered, not waiting for permission, since he already asked her to come to him. She approached his desk, standing there with her hands clasped behind her back, which pushed her ample tits out and up a little, the tops of her creamy globes quite visible as she stood there.
Johnathon glanced up, dropping his pen on his desk as he leaned back in his chair. Raking her with his gaze, she watched him suck in a deep breath, one hand sliding to the arm of his chair. “I wanted to apologize once more for the text I accidentally sent you during lunch,” he said, his gaze now fixed on her eyes. “I had thought I had clicked the right name. I didn’t mean to be so inappropriate.”
She smiled at him. “Really, it wasn’t an issue,” she assured him. “I actually found it funny. Did you get your picture at least?” Not exactly appropriate, either, but Elizabeth wanted to find out if her boss would loosen up a little, maybe see her as a possible playmate as well.
He grinned, his smile making his green eyes sparkle. He gave a slow nod, one finger touching his chin as if he debated with himself about what he was about to say. “I did, actually,” he admitted with a slight chuckle. “Part of why I was so long at lunch.”
Elizabeth nodded. “Lucky woman,” she said, swaying in place for a moment. “Lunchtime trysts are always helpful to keep the day from getting monotonous.” She bounced her eyebrows at him. “So are the naughty pictures that lead up to it. Or follow it. Nothing wrong with a little fun between consenting adults.”
He stared at her for another moment, his finger still tapping his chin. “No, no, there isn’t,” he finally said. He shifted in his seat, and she could tell he feared going too far, but temptation was about to win the day. “Do you have someone like that in your life?” he asked.
Elizabeth turned her lips down into a pout. “Sadly, no,” she said. Then she winked at him. “But I’m always on the lookout.”
He cocked an eyebrow at that last part as he shifted once more in his seat. “Well, I wish you luck in your search,” he said, and she could swear she heard a little catch in his voice. “And, again, I’m sorry for the inappropriate text.”
“Well, I appreciate it, truly,” she said. “But, honestly, you could never be inappropriate with me. I’m not that uptight. So, don’t fret if a text slips my way again. It’s all fun and games.” She dipped her head once, still smiling, and then turned and left Johnathon sitting there staring after her. As she turned to close the door to his office, he still sat there watching her, one eyebrow cocked with whatever thoughts ran through his mind.
Well, I set the groundwork. Now, I just need to see if he takes the bait. She felt a gush of heat warm her panties as she thought about riding his pole. What would it be like to send him a naughty picture that he requested? She wondered even more what it would be like to be his little slut, a toy that he could order around. Even punish if he wanted.
If Johnathon intended to take her up on her implied offer, he did not do it that afternoon. For the most part, he remained behind closed doors, locked in teleconferences and unavailable. That didn’t keep Elizabeth from spending the afternoon daydreaming about the things her boss might desire from her beyond her normal daily duties. She also wondered who the woman was he told to send him a dirty picture. Johnathon wasn’t married; Elizabeth knew that much. But was he dating someone? For the most part, her boss kept his private life just that, private, but now she really wanted to know. Was she making passes at someone who was already committed? Elizabeth didn’t want to be that type of person to tempt someone to cheat on their significant other, but then again, she really wanted to wrap her legs around her boss’s waist. She rubbed her thighs together as she pictured the scene she wanted to happen. Johnathon was a take-charge person who knew what he wanted and went after it. At least, that is how she saw him in the business world. She hoped that transferred to the bedroom as well. She would love for him to take charge of her, making her obey, punishing her when she failed him. She bit her lower lip, thinking about him controlling her like that at work. God, I hope he reaches out.
However, by the time Elizabeth was ready to leave for the day, Johnathon showed no signs of coming out of his office. She debated whether or not to hang around a little longer just to see if things changed on his end, but then decided it might be a little too obvious to the office gossips who knew everyone’s routine. With a bounce of her eyebrows, however, Elizabeth came up with another idea.
Reaching for
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