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Chapter 1 
IT BEGINS 

 

“What seems to be the problem?”

Clare studied the woman sitting across from her desk. 
She’d never seen her at the office before—Clare was sure 
she would remember someone so striking. In a swift, barely 
perceptible once-over, Clare assessed the woman in 
entirety, scanning the length of her. She wore a blue silk 
camisole that hugged her contours perfectly, from the full 
breasts with just a hint of cleavage showing, down to the 
small waist. The black trousers she wore might as well have 
been yoga pants, they were so form-fitting. And perhaps 
they were. Clare couldn’t keep up with what counted as 
“pants” anymore—though she certainly appreciated them 
on the woman for all that they revealed—slim, muscled 
thighs crossed casually, a foot bouncing in stylish leather 
flats. Clare noticed the scent of jasmine emanating from 
her.

“It’s Joel in Accounting,” Julia said. “He keeps making … 
comments.”

“What kind of comments?” Clare asked.



“Sexual,” Julia replied, her eyes flashing dark and 
dangerous at Clare, which was enough to force her gaze 
downward, as if merely the mention of the word sex 
implicated Clare somehow. Or had Julia noticed her 
staring?

What a surprise, Julia thought. She had never 
encountered a more attractive HR manager in her life. 
Usually they were tight-lipped and anal (not in the fun 
way), but this one … 

Julia openly appraised the woman sitting tall behind the 
large, impeccably organized desk, the dark brown hair that 
fell in soft waves about her face, the eyes that seemed to 
change with each shifting of the light—from blue to green to 
grey and back. Right now they appeared blue, but not the 
icy kind, the aloof kind. No, to Julia they appeared to be the 
blue of flame—the hottest part of the fire. 

Even though Clare was merely sitting, pen poised to take 
notes on Julia’s claim, she radiated sensuality. The hairs on 
Julia’s forearms prickled as she allowed herself to wonder 
briefly what the woman looked like under the tight sweater 
she wore.

But as she let her mind wander so, somewhere in her 
awareness, it registered to Julia that Clare had asked her a 
question. “Hmm?” she said, snapping back to attention and 
away from her daydream.



“If you don’t mind, Ms. Pulley, that is, if you feel 
comfortable—I’m going to need you to elaborate on the 
specificity of these sexual comments…” 

Clare felt oddly flustered. She made sure to keep her 
face and voice in an expressionless, professional tone, but 
inside she was burning up. She couldn’t stop herself from 
registering again and again the striking brown eyes of the 
woman before her, which seemed to flash at her like a dare.

“Well,” Julia started, suddenly shy to repeat the filthy, 
horrible words that Joel had taunted her with—not in front 
of this beautiful stranger, at least, whose undeniable allure 
caused her heart to hammer in her throat. “I don’t know 
that I can say it outloud.”

Clare struggled to keep her voice steady, as she said, “I 
understand this is difficult for you. But you should know 
that anything you say to me is in the strictest of confidence. 
You will not be punished or impacted negatively in any way 
for coming forward. We have a zero-tolerance policy for 
unwanted sexual contact at this company, and I will do 
everything in my power to help. I just need a record of the 
inappropriate comments for my report.”

Comforted though still feeling timid, Julia surprised both 
herself and Clare by rising from her chair and leaning over 
the desk, pressing her palms flat against it to steady herself. 
In a voice barely above a whisper, Julia spoke softly into 
Clare’s ear, her lips so close to Clare’s neck that the heat of 
her breath sent a thunder clap straight down to Clare’s 
center.



Clare listened to Julia repeat the string of lewd 
comments that Joel had said to her, struggling to stop the 
flood of arousal that Julia’s lips had awakened in her. Focus, 
she chastised herself, You have a job to do and it is not ogling 
a woman in need of your help! And yet, she could not stop 
herself from registering the soft peaks of Julia’s breasts as 
she leaned over the desk—low-hanging fruit, literally!—the 
impressions of which were now firmly embedded in her 
mind and would not remove themselves. 

The litany of filth continued as Clare warred privately 
with herself, and when Julia’s lip brushed the soft fold of 
her ear—accidentally?—Clare let slip a deep, throaty moan. 
“God,” she whispered.

“I know,” Julia said, thinking this was in response to 
Joel’s comments. “Isn’t it horrid? I even told him I was gay, 
which I thought would be a deterrent, but it seems it only 
to have bolstered his advances.”

When Julia sat back down in her chair, Clare was 
relieved, as it allowed her to recover from the warmth and 
smoldering nearness of Julia’s body, and a respite from the 
brief brushing of Julia’s lips that had set Clare’s particles 
jostling. “I’m so sorry that happened to you—it’s awful,” she 
said, thankful to have enough wits about her to form 
coherent sentences. “Rest assured that his behavior is 
entirely unacceptable and will not be tolerated at this 
company, toward you or anyone else. Is there anything else 
I need to know?”

Julia struggled to come up with something—anything—
that would allow her to stay in the beguiling woman’s 



presence for a little while longer, but couldn’t. She was 
tongue-tied and more than a little turned on still from the 
brief glimpse of Clare’s long, graceful neck and the sweet, 
animal scent of her she had just encountered when she 
leaned in close to her ear. 

Julia felt desire cloud her throat as she rose from her 
chair to bid Clare adieu, and as they clasped hands, she 
allowed hers to linger in Clare’s for a fraction of a second 
longer than propriety allowed. 

The pleasure and heat and memory of this brief 
encounter would stay with Julia for the rest of the day and 
well into the evening, where she freely allowed her mind to 
wander over and over again the details, the impressions, 
the proportions that had so shockingly bewitched her. 

 
Who is this woman? she wondered.

The following week, when Julia walked past Joel’s desk 
on the way to her own, she was startled to find it empty. 

Had her complaint worked? Was she finally going to be 
free and able to do her job in peace? A thrilling lightness 
moved through her as she sat down at her cubicle and 
opened her laptop, where a company-wide email from the 
CEO greeted her. It was about Joel’s departure, though 
there were scant few details as to why. Julia scanned the 
email “ … blah blah … thankful for his service and 
dedication … blah blah … wish him luck on his next 
enterprise...” 



Horse shit! She thought, wanting real answers, which is 
when she remembered the enchantress who could provide 
them. 

Julia peered her head over her cubicle wall, craning her 
neck down the hall to the office Clare occupied. Her door 
was open, as it always was, and Julia could see that she was 
talking on the phone. When Clare glanced up briefly and 
saw Julia’s eyes upon her, Julia swore she saw the corners of 
her mouth flicker into a smile before looking away. Julia 
smiled in kind, almost involuntarily. She typed a message to 
Clare.

Subject: Case Update 
“Does this mean what I think it does?—J”  

Two minutes later, Clare responded: 

RE: Case Update 
“Unable to discuss at present. Tonight? At 

1221?”

 
Julia’s eyes widened. 1221 was the gay bar near their office. 
Was Clare suggesting it to convey her sexuality to Julia? Or 
did she choose it because she knew no one at the office 
would likely be there, and, hence they could talk openly? 
Regardless, Julia was thrilled, both to learn more about her 
case and to spend time out of the office with Clare. She did 
a little dance in her seat, hoping no one would 
inopportunely walk by, as she replied: “I’ll be there.”



It was only as Clare walked into the bar that evening that 
she realized she was nervous. Except she didn’t actually 
“realize” it—she looked down at her hands and saw that 
they were shaking. She shoved them in her pockets and out 
of view, making her way to the end of the small, dark bar 
and ordering a vodka gimlet. The place was filling up fast, 
as the after-work crowd streamed in, removing blazers and 
backpacks, loosening neckties and replacing briefcases 
with pints of beer. Clare managed to carve a space out at 
the bar that could just fit two people as she waited for Julia 
to arrive.

Why was she nervous? There is nothing improper about 
meeting a coworker for drinks, she told herself. And yet, she 
felt as if she was getting away with something. It didn’t take 
long for Clare to remember the wild charge of Julia’s lips 
against her ear and the heat that moved through her when 
Julia did so, desire coursing down and down and down. 
Clare shook off the memory and stood up straighter, telling 
herself, It’s just a drink. She’s just a coworker. It’s fine. I’m fine!

When Julia entered the bar a few minutes later, the sight 
of Clare struck her again like a mallet. When she found 
Clare’s face among the crowd of bar-goers, tucked beneath 
a slew of bears and queens and flannel femmes, Julia felt 
stunned, unable to take even a single step forward. But 
then she saw Clare smile, and found the resolve to make 
her limbs obey her. She pushed her way through the throng 
of happy-hour bodies and wedged herself in the small space 
next to Clare. They were close enough to kiss and Julia 
found she did not know where to look. She focused on 
Clare’s clavicle, inhaling once again her brisk biology, and 



felt intoxicated already, though she hadn't had a single 
drink.

“Sorry I’m late,” Julia said, breathless, cheeks flushed. 
Clare wondered if she had run to get here. “I’ve been up to 
my tits in expense reports.” 

Clare’s mouth opened slightly at this casual reference to 
tits, but she said nothing. 

“Am I allowed to say tits?” Julia said, recognizing the 
shock on Clare’s face. “You won’t report me, will you?”

Clare couldn’t tell if Julia was joking or not, so 
responded earnestly, “Oh, I’m not on the clock now. Please 
feel free to discuss breasts as much as you’d like.” Then 
thought, Christ, did I just say that?

Thankfully, Julia laughed. “My kinda gal,” she said. 
“Speaking of tits, gonna try and fail to get the gay male 
bartender’s attention for a drink. You good?”

“I’m good … great actually,” Clare said, surprised at how 
much she meant it. When Julia came back with a 
manhattan, Clare smiled again.

“What?” Julia asked, wedging herself once more into the 
space, and registering the unbearable nearness of Clare’s 
body to her own. 

“Oh, nothing.”

“No, tell me.”



Clare demured. “It’s just that all of my ex-girlfriends are 
whiskey drinkers.”

“Are they now?” Julia delighted in this information. So 
she did like girls. Now all Julia had to figure out was if she 
liked her in particular. 

This would prove to be difficult to maneuver, however. 
She couldn’t casually hit on the head of HR, could she? 
Wasn’t that, like, five kinds of wrong? And when she herself 
had just submitted a harassment claim! This was going to 
be trickier than she thought. And then there was Clare’s 
scent, casually debilitating her while they stood, the soft 
fabric of their elbows touching.

Julia tried to distract herself from her arousal. “Why do 
you think this place is called 1221?”

“I was wondering that, too,” Clare said, placing her foot 
on the rung of the bar stool near Julia’s thigh and resisting 
the urge to lay her hand upon its muscled contours. The 
allure of Julia’s thigh drew her like a magnet. She clutched 
tighter to her drink. Clare had never felt so exhausted from 
NOT touching someone! What is going on with me? She 
wondered.

“I bet the internet knows,” Julia said, punching the 
question into her phone. “Aha … it’s, oh, that’s 
disappointing. It’s just the address.”

“Not a very good story.”



“No, I was hoping it’d be something like: In 1221, the first 
glory hole was invented. And today, at 1221, we honor that 
hole and every hole that has found a similar path to glory.”

Clare laughed. “Let’s definitely tell people that. It’s way 
better.”

“Deal.” Julia raised her glass to Clare’s and together they 
cheered. “So,” Julia flashed her darkly shining eyes at Clare 
once more, “tell me. I’m dying to know.”

Clare felt at that moment that she could tell Julia 
anything, the darkest contents of her soul, the triumphant 
and brilliant and strange recesses of her person—anything 
to keep Julia’s gaze upon her as it was in this moment. It 
was only when Clare realized Julia was expecting her to say 
something that she came to. “Oh! Joel. Yes. Turns out he 
had a rap sheet a mile long. Not just at this company but 
several priors. I can’t give you gory details, but let’s just say 
the man has an appalling history with harassment.”

“So it wasn’t just me?”

“Far from it. The CEO had no choice but to let him go. It 
would have been extremely cavalier to keep him on, 
considering.”

Julia squeezed Clare’s hand suddenly, in a fit of 
excitement. “Well, that’s both the worst and best news I’ve 
heard all day!”

The pressure and warmth of Julia’s hand sent another 
wave of arousal through Clare. She sipped her drink to 



steady herself, longing to know what other parts of Julia 
might feel like in her hands.

“I can’t believe it,” Julia continued, aware that she was 
still holding Clare’s hand. She let it go only reluctantly.  “In 
the past, whenever I’ve complained either nothing 
happened or the harassment got worse! Like, they knew 
they could punish me for speaking up. You’re a goddamn 
hero, Clare Tretyakov.”

Clare’s cheeks burned bright at the sound of her name 
on Julia’s lips, but she said, “Just doing my job.” 

“Truly, I can’t thank you enough. Can I buy you a drink 
at least?”

“Me? I should be buying you a drink—for all that you’ve 
endured. I’m really sorry, by the way. No one should have 
to go through this, especially not more than once!”

“Are you surprised?”

“That someone so beautiful would be harassed? No.”

It was Julia’s turn to blush now. “Oh, I meant are you 
surprised that men are trash.” She tucked a wave of brown 
hair behind her ear and looked down at Clare’s clavicle.

“Well, no, I can’t say I’m surprised by that either. 
Forgive the assumption—”

“There’s nothing to forgive,” Julia said, finding Clare’s 
eyes once more, a boldness overtaking her. “You are very 



attractive yourself. But surely you must hear that all the 
time.”

The blood pulsed in Clare’s temples. This was quickly 
veering in a direction that was entirely out of Clare’s 
control. She didn’t know if she liked it. And yet she very 
much did like it. She scanned her inner filing system, trying 
to remember every code and bylaw from her extensive 
career, to make sure she wasn’t doing something improper. 
Yet, the desire coursing through her had its own ideas of 
what was proper. Besides, she soothed herself, it sure 
seemed that the attraction was reciprocated.

Still, Clare was unsure how to proceed, and the slight 
buzz from the gimlet only confused her further. She 
decided to restrain herself. She must not let Julia’s allure 
get in the way of her professionalism. As Clare gave herself 
a silent pep talk, a man precariously holding four beers 
elbowed her on his way past, spilling some of the amber 
liquid on her shoes, and forcing her body even closer to 
Julia’s. The bar was packed now. Soon they would be 
scissoring if they wanted to or not! (Which, reader, you 
should know by now, they obviously did.)

As Clare tried to ignore their perilous, maddening 
closeness, Julia noticed a thin sheen of sweat glistening on 
Clare’s neck and longed to trace the line of it with her 
tongue. But she resisted. How ironic would it be to hit on 
Clare when she had just brought a harassment claim against 
the company! Though, even with the crowd pushing them 
closer together, Julia could feel Clare’s desire pulling her in 
like a celestial body in orbit. And it did not help matters 
that she had a perfect view down Clare’s shirt from where 



they stood. Julia struggled to not survey the swell of Clare’s 
breasts against the softly clinging fabric as they talked, but 
it was damn near impossible.

And then, as the tension coiled tight as a bow string, this 
happened. Clare set her empty drink down on the bar, 
unintentionally sweeping her hand against Julia’s breast, 
where she watched the nipple harden and rise to her touch. 
In this small, accidental gesture, something was unleashed 
inside Clare. The pleasure was so acute, in fact, that she 
couldn’t help but do it again, as she pulled her arm back, 
this time very intentionally brushing against Julia’s breast 
and watching Julia’s face register the sensation, the 
intimacy, the intentionality of the sweep. As she did so, 
Clare swore she could feel Julia’s pleasure in her own body, 
the soft sigh of it radiating along her spine, her hips, and 
down into her cunt, which pulsed intently and 
rhythmically, like the hammering of her own heart.

She looked once more into Julia’s face, a devious half-
smile disarming her. Julia had not moved away from her 
touch. Indeed, she had leaned into it. Surely this was a 
sign? Clare decided to be a little bolder, to press, as she had 
wanted to earlier, her thigh against Julia’s thigh. Again, Julia 
did not move away. Far from it, Julia’s leg pushed back 
against her own, the muscle and bone and skin pushing 
softly together now, nodding their perfect, wordless, 
animal approval.   

That’s two, Clare thought. If she gives me one more sign, 
I’ll kiss her.



As she thought this, Julia ran her hand through her hair. 
Clare noticed that Julia seemed fidgety, unaware of what to 
do with her body in so small a space. Was she nervous, too? 
Anticipating? Holding back?

The conversation continued, despite the wildfires 
tearing through each of their bodies. When Clare noticed 
that a strand of Julia’s hair had become mussed and 
tangled, she saw an opening for her third and final test.

“May I?” she said, reaching her hand out. “You have a 
rogue strand.” But before Julia even had a chance to 
respond, Clare’s fingers grazed Julia’s hair and ear with the 
tips of her fingers, smoothing and tucking the hair back into 
its proper place. Julia closed her eyes dreamily as Clare did 
this, keeping them closed as Clare’s fingers reached the arc 
of her lower earlobe, where they rested now against Julia’s 
neck and cheek, and still closed when Clare leaned in and 
kissed her long and full and hard on the mouth.

Momentarily stunned, Julia’s mouth twitched slightly, as 
if it had encountered flame, which indeed, it felt like it had. 
She let out a low moan before kissing Clare back, the force 
of her lips and tongue sending wild pulsations down the 
red length of Julia’s body, down to the tips of her toes and 
back. Her hands went to Clare’s breasts, almost 
unconsciously, cupping them firmly in her palms before 
she realized she was doing it, feeling the soft lull of Clare’s 
nipples against her thumbs.

The push of the crowd sent their bodies still closer 
together, every part of them touching that could—knees and 
thighs and hips, torsos and breasts and lips—each woman 



forgetting where they were or even who they were, 
responding only to this bestial hunger, the indelible ache of 
connection, of grasping, of a need so raw and pure and true 
it didn’t have or require a name.

And then, Clare remembered herself, her 
responsibilities, and pulled away. She had been too caught 
up, too beside herself, and now the authoritative part of 
her brain tugged at her. This woman came to you for help, 
not a quickie! 

“We shouldn’t,” she managed to whisper, turning her 
head away from Julia’s hotly probing mouth. But Julia then 
found her neck, kissing along the line of her jaw, her ear, 
the muscle leading to her shoulder. Clare’s hands trembled. 
She struggled to find the part of herself capable of saying 
no in this moment, in the face of this enormous, exquisite 
appetite. 

“Wait,” she said, gripping the sides of Julia’s face in her 
hands. “It’s not right.”

“Literally nothing feels wrong about this,” Julia said, 
finding Clare’s lower lip once more and gently nibbling on 
it. 

Clare groaned again. She has a point, the lustful side of 
her said. Think of your job. Your duty. Your integrity, the 
responsible side countered. You’re playing with fire, Clare. 
Yes, but I’m also taking a keen interest in the welfare of my 
employees! She warred thusly with herself, until finally, 
achingly, responsibility won out. She grabbed Julia’s wrists 
and held them away from her body. And then, when even 



that gesture of restraint felt unbearably hot to her, she let 
go of Julia entirely and moved herself as far away as she 
could.  

“I’m sorry,” Clare said. “I have to go.”

“Wait!”

But she didn’t. And before Julia could grab her things 
from beneath the bar, Clare had vanished into the crowd, 
and into the uncertainty of the night itself. 

The following day at work, both women were hopelessly 
distracted. Clare largely spent the day trying to avoid Julia’s 
gaze and her questions—which she knew she would not be 
able to answer, at least not in any satisfying way. And Julia, 
for her part, kept trying to get Clare alone, and failing. 
Though Clare never closed her office door, Julia noticed 
that today it was shut, and spent an inordinate amount of 
time staring into it, willing it to open.

Then finally, slightly before 3pm, it was. Without 
thinking, Julia strode purposefully into Clare’s office, 
shutting the door behind her. A startled Clare greeted her 
by leaping up and out of her chair.

“I think I at least deserve an explanation,” Julia said, 
continuing to step closer, walking around Clare’s desk until 
their bodies were, once more, mere inches from each 
other. The familiar heat knocked against Clare’s ribs. Her 
heart pounded; she felt as if at any moment, her limbs 



would detach and float away from her body. What do you do 
to me? She wondered, almost accusatory. 

“I’m sorry,” Clare said.

“I don’t want your apologies.” Julia stepped closer still. 
She saw Clare’s searching, changeful eyes and felt her 
breath, which came out in short, staggered bursts. Julia 
tried to retain her sense of conviction when faced with the 
wall of desire that barreled down upon her in Clare’s 
presence. She knew she would ultimately fail, but pressed 
on anyway. “Don’t tell me I imagined it, this feeling, not last 
night—not right now.” Julia lay her hand gently against 
Clare’s cheek, feeling it flush hotly in her palm.

“You didn’t.” Clare closed her eyes against the soft of 
Julia’s hand, moving her face into the comforting curve of 
it. When Julia’s fingers lightly brushed her lip, she opened 
her mouth, and kissed the tips of Julia’s fingers, tasting the 
skin and wanting more salt and more heat and more more. 
“Last night, I behaved … inappropriately,” Clare tried. “I 
shouldn’t have—”

“I want you inappropriate!” Julia’s voice came out high 
and strange. She almost didn’t recognize it. “You did 
nothing wrong. I wanted everything that happened to 
happen. I want you. If you’ll have me.” 

Julia placed her hands on Clare’s hips and pulled her 
closer. Their faces were a whisper away from each other’s—
all either had to do was tilt her chin slightly…



And just then, a knock. As loud and as unwelcome as a 
fart in an elevator.

“Fuck,” Clare said. “My 3 o’clock. You can’t be in here.”

They both looked around the small office, quickly 
assessing that there was nowhere for Julia to hide. Except. 

Clare pointed downward. Under the desk. “Are you 
serious?” Julia asked.

“I wish I was kidding. Now go, and don’t make a peep if 
you want me to not get fired.”

The face Julia made while contorting herself under 
Clare’s desk was, unmistakably, irritation, but underneath 
that, a rebelliousness. Clare wondered what such a look 
portended, but she shoved the thought from her mind as 
she positioned her legs around Julia’s lithe and supple 
body, the skirt she wore hiking up dangerously to 
accommodate the tight arrangement. 

Another knock. Louder. “One second, Benjamin.” The 
warmth of Julia’s face so close to her thighs left Clare 
slightly dizzy. She needed a moment to catch her breath. 
“Okay, come in!” She said, a little too chipper, as she felt 
Julia’s hands move to her bare knees, the skirt fabric riding 
a tiny bit higher up her thighs. 

Clare gritted her teeth. 

“I have those files on workers comp you asked for,” 
Benjamin said.



“Thank you. Have a seat. Do these include the 
addendum on claims administration standards?”

“They do,” he said. “Along with the most recent 
regulations from the EIA.” 

“Great.” 

She lay the documents in front of her on the desk as 
Julia’s hands began to sweep higher and higher along her 
thighs, pushing her knees outward, as wide as they would 
go under the desk, creating goosebumps along the path in 
which they traveled. Clare inhaled sharply, yet she kept her 
face as impassive as she could. Her eyes blurred as she 
scanned the words, her mind surprising itself as she said, 
nonplussed, “I’ll need you to check on the CDI’s 
reimbursement of expenditures. Make sure it complies with 
what’s listed in Section 3700.A.”

“Yes, ma’am.” 

Tension gripped Clare. Her knuckles whitened, though 
her face revealed nothing but stoic calm. I’m doing it! She 
thought. I’m pulling this off. 

And then Julia pressed a single finger against her crotch, 
which Clare knew was wet already, and only became wetter 
when Julia increased the pressure there, slowly pushing the 
fabric aside, and drawing a circle along Clare’s opening, her 
outer and inner lips, in a slow, agonizing movement. 



Clare’s hips bucked forward involuntarily when she felt 
Julia’s hot breath on her inner thighs, and she bit her lip to 
keep from crying out when Julia’s tongue made a slow, wet 
arc from the base of her cunt up to her clit and back down. 

Sweat pooled in her lower back as Benjamin asked her 
questions about the documents. Clare’s jaw clenched so 
hard it popped, as Julia’s tongue continued to make its 
agonizing ascent around her sex. The muscles in her thighs 
tensed and released as her body roared toward orgasm. 
Clare begged silently for Benjamin to please go away now—
for this meeting to be over with! And yet, he droned on. 
Thankfully, he seemed not to be able to tell at all that Clare 
was drowning Julia’s face and lips and cheeks, soaking her 
chair as her own mouth remained curiously placid, 
authoritative, pleasant even. 

And then Julia briefly ceased her movements with her 
tongue, affording Clare a small measure of relief, only to 
then slip one—no, two—fingers inside of her. At this, Clare 
did cry out, unable to stop herself.

Upon seeing Benjamin’s raised eyebrow, however, she 
regained some semblance of composure, “Ohhh,” she 
stammered, “that reminds me, you’ll need to make sure 
this includes supplemental workers and their dependents.”

“Right, roger that.” 

As Julia worked her tongue and fingers slowly in and out 
of Clare, pleasure flaring all through her body, her skin and 
nerves and particles and synapses, she knew she would not 
be able to last much longer. Her insides clenched, her face 



began to redden. The pleasure was quite literally 
dismantling her and only mounting higher. 

Then, finally, blessedly, Benjamin appeared to be 
stacking up the papers, getting up from his chair, and yes—
yes!—heading to the door. But the crazed smile from Clare 
that greeted him as he placed his hand upon the door knob 
gave him pause. She froze in panic, wondering if he could 
see Julia’s feet under the desk, or the subtle, agonizing, 
rocking movement of Clare’s lower body under the desk. 
She waited, breathlessly, until he said, “You know, I’ve 
never seen anyone so excited to talk compliance before. 
You really get off on this stuff, huh?”

“UH HUH,” Clare chirped, teetering on the knife-edge of 
this fiery, all-consuming need. “Would you mind closing the 
door behind you? I have a UHHN FUCK...ing client that 
needs my attention.”

“You got it, boss. And will get these edits back to you by 
EOD.”

He closed the door behind him and Clare lost her 
composure entirely. Feral with need, she gripped Julia’s 
head under the desk, pressing Julia’s face hard against the 
molten heat of her desire, hips tremoring, biting down on 
her own hand to stifle the frenzied groan that came 
tumbling out of her as she came. Melting into a soft sigh of 
expletives, she dropped her forearm and head onto the 
desk, as wave after wave of convulsions rippled through 
her. Spent, sweaty, hand clenched in a fist of Julia’s hair, 
which Clare did not let go of, until finally she did, softly, 
slowly, releasing Julia from her grip. Clare rested her head 



against her desk as the final riptides of pleasure carried her 
out to sea, until the only part of her capable of movement 
was her own wildly beating heart.

It took Julia a solid minute for the feeling to come back 
into her legs and hands, which tingled both from being 
cramped under the desk and from the delicious trespass 
they’d just gotten away with it. Clare lifted her head from 
the desk when Julia emerged, a smirk as wide as the Grand 
Canyon on her face, blood surging to her cheeks and 
forehead.

“You beautiful motherfucker,” Clare said. “I can’t… I 
can’t…”

“...believe how hot that was?” Julia offered, kissing the 
corner of Clare’s smile, half laying on the desk to reach her. 
“How much you enjoyed that?”

Clare nodded, reaching her hand up to stroke Julia’s 
face. Upon seeing Julia bent so perfectly over the desk, so 
sweetly, Clare was flooded once more with desire. “Don’t 
move,” she said.

And so she didn’t. 

Not when Clare rose from her chair and stood before 
Julia, not when she began kissing her way down Julia’s 
shoulders, her spine, the soft valley of her lower back, and 
she certainly did not move when she made her way down 
the even softer sloping of Julia’s heart-shaped ass. Her 



hands were like beautiful thieves, moving and discovering 
and capsizing every ounce of flesh. She didn’t falter or 
fumble—her hands knew precisely where to exact the most 
pleasure, the most teasing, expansive pressure.

With that same deliberateness and dexterity, Clare lifted 
Julia’s hips up to undo the top button on her pants, pulling 
down the zipper, and then further still as the fabric slid 
down Julia’s thighs and around her ankles. Julia’s hips 
arched off the desk, feeling the cold rush of air on her bare 
skin mingling with the fever of her ardor, but Clare 
appeared to be taking her time, relishing her, delicately 
trailing her fingers down the backs of Julia’s thighs, 
stopping just below the wet, swollen folds that begged for 
attention.

Pressing her face close to the fire, she could feel Julia 
shudder at her breath so close to her dripping, pulsing sex. 
Deftly, Clare backed away again, removing her shirt and 
bra, and allowing her breasts and nipples to paint their way 
up Julia’s thighs. When a nipple grazed the slick wet silk of 
her sex, Julia groaned. This leisurely teasing had Julia on 
the brink of hysteria.

Bringing her face close once again, Clare traced a circle 
around the edges of Julia’s opening with her tongue at the 
same time as she slowly drove her fingers inside it. 
Alternating these movements, tongue and fingers entering 
and yielding and sucking and soothing, Julia felt her nerves 
fraying, a ferocity surging through her. She shut her eyes 
tightly, trying to grasp every sensation, knowing she 
wouldn’t be able to hold on much longer, before galloping 
over the furious edge of orgasm. 



But then, just as Julia was poised on the threshold of 
glorious collapse, Clare rose once more from the desk and 
stood slightly behind Julia. Julia heard a faint swish of fabric 
falling—Clare’s skirt?—and a startled moan escaped her 
when Clare pressed her cunt against the hot iron of her 
own. Julia lifted her hips higher off the desk to greet her, to 
touch as completely, as firmly, the blooming, wilding spiral 
of her sex as was physically possible. The muscles in Julia’s 
thighs contracted violently as they slid back and forth 
together, with Clare’s low groans becoming louder and 
more savage. 

There was an unbearable urgency to their movements 
now, each thrusting of their hips became an offering, a 
seamless, wordless unity, as tender as it was frantic, as 
reverent as it was animal. When Julia came moments later, 
Clare held onto her hips, to keep as much of them touching 
as possible as she rocked and moaned and coiled into a fuse 
of luminous electricity, and holding on further still as the 
convulsions radiated out of Julia’s skin and into her own, in 
an ecstatic procession of tumbling, tenuous, neverending 
light.

Stillness now as the storms between the two women 
became a rumble, then a whisper, then a faint premonition. 
Julia peeled herself from the desk, legs wobbling, as she 
attempted to stand. Clare helped steady Julia—and herself—
though her legs were also shaking so much she almost 
couldn’t.

“That was…” Julia tried, but found she could not speak. 



“Yes,” Clare agreed, smoothing the sweat-sheened hair 
near Julia’s forehead. “It certainly was.”

Julia pulled Clare tighter to her, pressing her lips against 
the firm line of Clare’s jaw. “What happens now?”

“Now?” Julia kissed her way along Clare’s jaw and up to 
the perfect bow of Clare’s lower lip, where she lightly 
sucked at the flesh there. “Now, we put our clothes back 
on, and you walk out of here, head high, gaze steady and 
neutral, as if nothing untoward has happened. And once 
you are safely in your car, you may collapse in a heap, as I 
intend to do.”

“And then what?” Julia pressed on, taking Clare’s hand 
and kissing each fingertip, fearful suddenly that this would 
be the last time, the only time, she’d have the chance to do 
so, to touch Clare in the way she desperately wanted to. 

Julia knew that they were breaking so many rules 
already. She didn’t know how they could possibly sustain 
this—she only knew that she must.

“And then,” Clare said, “we collapse in a glorious heap 
together again and again and again as soon as humanly 
possible.”

To be continued...
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