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There was only ever one interesting part of my job. And it was Graham.

I never expected to end up direct underneath him, promotion wise. I'm not really sure how it happened to be honest. He was the CEO, the big boss. The founder of this company that was now traded on the New York Stock Exchange. And I ended up head of customer service, working directly with him on an almost daily basis. I didn't even have a university degree - I just was always eligible for promotions and people seemed to like me.

I'm not complaining, of course. I didn't make as much as Graham - I definitely wasn't a billionaire like him - but I made enough to pay rent on a pretty nice place. I liked the pay enough that I would have done almost anything to keep the job, even if I didn't really care about customer service.

Of course, there was one other big perk that my job had. And that was Graham himself. I don't want to sound creepy, but he was incredibly sexy. Just about thirty years old, and very good looking. He takes care of himself, going to the gym every day before work. And even though I only ever saw him wearing custom-tailored suits, I could still tell that he was ripped underneath. He kept his hair short, but not a buzz-cut.

And he just had this way about him. He was so... in control. He always got his way, but he didn't need to mean to make it happen. People just obeyed him. It was hard not to. He was so powerful. First of all he could fire you if he wanted to.

But it was more than that. He could also make your life wonderful. He could afford to give you a million dollars every week for the rest of your life. He never waved those facts in your face, but you knew they were true.

And that was part of why I always wondered why I ended up ranking so highly at that company. I was not that kind of person. Most people at my level in the company wore fancy, custom made business clothes all the time. The women all had their faces completely plastered with make-up. I never did. Hell, sometimes I even skipped doing my hair in the morning - it just wasn't important to me.

There's one more thing I should mention before we get to the story about him fucking me in front of everyone, while I'm more dolled-up than I'd been in my entire life. I always felt like there was a bit of an extra connection between the two of us. Maybe he flirted with every woman he talked to, but it really did feel like he liked me. He always smiled when he saw me. He would stop at my desk more often than he'd stop at other people's. And he always noticed things about me - haircuts, that kind of stuff. I could never prove it, but I always thought he held me just a bit above the rest. But maybe it was just because I was such a good employee.

So it was a day in May when the mistake was made. I'm not even sure why it happened. I guess I was tired that day. I'd stayed up too late the night before, probably watching Netflix or something stupid like that. So when I got to work, I was tired. And when I'm tired, I forget thing. Important things, sometimes. Things that I really shouldn't forget.

First thing in the morning, Graham is at my desk. "You'll have that report to my by the time you leave tonight, right?"

It took me a second to remember what report he was talking about. Then I remembered. He was presenting to the board of investors after dinner that night. He needed numbers from me on how well the customer service part of the company was doing. I'd assured him that they were good, and he'd written up his report, leaving spaces to plug in the graphs and numbers I gave him. "Sure thing," I said. "You will definitely have that report in your inbox."

"Great. I know I can trust you," he said. And with that he walked away. I stared at his ass as he left, because I knew he couldn't see me. Once he was gone, I immediately forgot about what he'd asked me to do.

Again, it must have been because I was tired. Normally I'm a good employee. The day ticks on. I take a lunch break, and he takes one at the same time. I swear that he looked me up and down when he walked into the break room. "How's the report coming?" he asked.

There was just a bit of hesitation before I spat out, "Great, almost done."

"Fantastic. Things are looking good this quarter?"

"All good on the customer service front," I said.

From there we talked about our regular stuff for a bit. You know the stuff. Weather. What our weekend plans were even though it was still Wednesday. That kind of stuff. The first time we talked like that it surprised me that billionaires had conversations like that, but in the end they're just regular people. Except for all the power.

Then by the time I was back at my desk, the report had disappeared from my mind once again. It really would only take half an hour to get done, an hour at most, but I just didn't do it. Didn't remember to do it.

Graham had an office at the corner of our floor. Everyone needs to walk past it to get to the elevator. And I remember, that evening, when I left without sending him the report, he stared at me. Looked me up and down. At the time I just assumed he was checking me out. I didn't think for a moment that he was glaring at me for what I'd forgotten to do. And I'm still not entirely sure if he was mad or glad that I'd forgotten.

Luckily, I guess, I didn't remember the second I got home. Or even while I fell asleep. Or the next morning. I didn't have to spend any time torturing myself about it. I didn't remember until he walked up to my desk the next morning and said, "Can I see you in my office?"

The second those words reached my ears, I remembered. Suddenly my heart stopped. My throat sunk into my stomach. And my mind raced. How much trouble was I going to be in. I'd fucked up so badly. Would I lose my job? Would I lose my position?

I panicked for the entire walk to his office. I was sweating. I was blushing. What was I going to say.

He sat down in the big chair behind his desk, and I sat on the other side of it. It was early still, so people dozens of people were walking past the window, arriving at work. They all saw me. They all knew I was in trouble.

"So," he said. "Judging by how nervous you look, I'm going to assume that you know why you're here."

"Yes," I said. "I know why I'm here." I was talking faster than normal. "And I understand if I'm in a lot of trouble. I understand if you want to fire me. But if you don't I promise that I will never ever ever let anything like this happen again. I promise."

He stared at me. His face wasn't mad, exactly. "Okay, first of all, calm down. I am not going to fire you. I managed to still impress the board. You're going to keep your position. But you will need to make up for it."

I was relieved. "Sure," I said. "Yes. Absolutely. Anything. I can work late. You can cut my wages. Anything."

"Great," he said. He reached under his desk and pulled out some clothes wrapped in plastic from the dry cleaners. He slid it across the desk tomorrow. "This is what you'll be wearing when you show up tomorrow. And only this - nothing else."

I grabbed it. I couldn't really tell what it was, but anything would be better than losing this job. "Sure," I said, "I can do that."

"You also need to dye your hair blond," he said. "and I need you to be made up. Understand?"

I tilted my head. "I think so," I said.

"Foundation. Lipstick. Mascara. The whole deal."

"Sure," I said. "So you want me to-"

"Wear that. Dye your hair. And do your make-up. More make-up than you think is reasonable."

Honestly, I still thought I was getting off easy. "Anything else?" I asked.

"Be here fifteen minutes early," he said. "Just before everyone else starts showing up."

"Sure thing," I said. I hadn't really thought about what exactly he was planning on doing to me.

"Great," he said, standing up at his desk. "I'll see you tomorrow then."

I said "Thank you," and walked out. I had no idea what I'd just gotten myself into.

On my way home I picked up some blond hair dye and make-up from a department store. I justified it pretty simply: I need to do whatever he wanted in order to keep my job. I tried not to think about what exactly he was making me do. Or why. Or what the clothes in the bag were like. I decided not to look at them until the next morning, so that I wouldn't have any time to panic about being seen in them.

I got home and followed the instructions for the hair dye. I looked ridiculous for most of the process. When I got out of the final shower, I looked in the mirror. And I looked so different. I'd never dyed my hair before. It had always been the same chestnut brown. And now I stood there, naked and dripping wet, and my hair was blond. Like never before. When I saw myself, I adjusted to some better posture. Stuck my boobs out a bit. Sucked in my little tummy. Now that my hair was blond, I felt like I needed to act like it. I needed to act like a bimbo.

It was hard, but I actually managed to not look in the bag until the next morning, after a rough night's sleep. And then I did, I was shocked.

First of all, there was basically nothing there. There was a very short plaid skirt, and a white top. Not a shirt, exactly. It had very short sleeve, and would leave my whole midsection exposed. It only covered the boobs, and barely provided any support. On top of that, it was white and thin. And there was a pair of red high heels.

I pulled on the skirt. It didn't even reach the bottom of my butt. The little curves of my cheeks poked out at the bottom. If I leaned, even the slightest amount, my pussy would be totally visible from behind.

The I put on the shirt. It barely fit my boobs. I could see my nipples clear as day. And if I pulled it up to hide a bit of the cleavage, my boobs would stick out the bottom. That's how short it was.

I looked at myself in the mirror. Blond hair. Short skirt. Almost no shirt. And I stood taller than normal in a pair of red heels that just killed my feet.

He must've made a mistake, I thought. When he told me to wear only the things in the bag, he must've meant only things in the bag as a top layer. I could still wear panties and a bra, right? That's the only way any of this made sense. I was still trying to avoid thinking about what exactly Graham was making me do this for, or what he planned on having me do once I got to work.

I quickly stripped down, put on a bra and panties, and then put the little costume back on. Then I caked my face in every type of makeup imaginable, and left my apartment.

Everything felt weird. I didn't even look like the same person. I felt like I wasn't myself anymore. All of these things that I think I am - smart, organized, empowered - I looked the opposite of. I looked like a bimbo, which is something I'd never even dreamed of. It was weird walking through my building, and it was weird driving to work.

And when I stepped out of my car, a few minutes before everyone else was going to arrive, it started sinking in. My co-workers - these people I saw every day - were going to see me like this. How would that change their opinion of me? I felt incredibly exposed while I took the elevator up to the top floor, and then walked into Graham's office.

I thought he was going to smile when he saw me. Like he always did. And now he'd see how well I'd obeyed him. How much I'd made it up to him that I hadn't sent him that report. But he didn't smile. A look of concern came over his face as I walked towards a chair in his office, wobbling on the heels.

"You didn't do as I asked," he said before I could sit down.

I knew what he meant. But I looked at him like I didn't understand - a look that I'm sure my appearance helped seem genuine.

"I asked you to only wear what was in the bag. I can see that you're wearing other things."

"But if I don-"

"Do you want to keep your job?" he asked. He was wielding that power. More than I'd ever seen him do that before. He wanted me to do what he was asking. He didn't want me to ask questions.

And I obeyed. I reached up my skirt and slid my panties off, stepping out of them in those red heels. Then I reached back and unclipped my bra. When I took it off, my breasts were exposed for a second, and he stared at them. No shame. I was his to stare at. I flipped the shirt back up over them.

I felt so naked. I wasn't actually naked, and if I stood just right I was totally covered, but I felt naked. I was standing there in front of a man who I'd only ever had a business relationship with. He was my employer. The billionaire who ran the business I worked for. And now I was standing in front of him wearing exactly four things, and two of them were shoes. That's if you don't count all the makeup.

"Is that better?" I asked in a voice I'd apparently acquired with the new color of hair.

"Much better," he said. "Come around to this side of the desk."

As I walked over, he took a step back. He gestured for me to stand where his chair normally was. I did as he wanted.

"Lie down," he said.

I knew that the second I did, my pussy would be out in the open. Feet away from his cock. And he could do whatever he wanted with it. And I hesitated. I didn't know if I wanted to go that far yet. But then I remembered why I was there. Why I was dressed like that, and why my hair was now platinum blond. None of this was optional. I had to obey, or I had to lose my job. So I lay back on his desk.

The next thing I knew he was on his knees. He paused for a second, his warm breath on my exposed lips, and then he went for it.

Gentle at first. It felt incredible. His wet tongue rubbing up and down against me. Other men had done this to me before, but somehow this felt way hotter. Something about him having so much power over me. How helpless I was. He pressed harder with his tongue, spreading me open and getting to my most sensitive parts. I no time my eyes were rolling around in my head, and I was breathing heavily.

Then I noticed something. The blinds weren't closed or anything. I looked back awkwardly, still lying on my back. The employees were starting to arrive. They could see clearly into his office. They could see where he head was, and what he was doing to me.

I looked down and saw just how much cleavage this shirt gave me. My boobs were practically all the way out. I tried to adjust it, make it more modest, which admittedly was a pretty stupid goal considering what was happening.

He noticed what I was doing. Graham noticed that I was distracted from the pleasure, and he was not going to stand for that. Two of his fingers slid up my thighs. They pressed against me, and then they slid in all at once. My back arched as he began to curl his fingers inside, and then straighten them with every long, sopping wet lick that went all the way from the top to the bottom.

I couldn't think anymore. I couldn't worry. I couldn't be modest. The pleasure was too much - any other thought was drowned out by it. I just lay there and enjoyed what he was doing to me. Let it happen. Occasionally I'd look back, and I'd see one of my co-workers. We'd even make eye contact sometimes. But I didn't care. I couldn't care. Sure, Graham was using me. He was using my body for himself, and I'm sure he was only doing this so that he could watch me writhe.  Watch my body convulse with the pleasure. But I didn't care. All I could feel were his fingers and tongue. All I could smell was that smell of sex. All I wanted was for him to stop what he was doing and just fuck me already. I had never wanted anyone this badly in my life. And only yesterday I hadn't even really thought of Graham in this way.

But he stopped before I finished - though I was well on my way. He lifted his face. I propped myself up on my elbows, and I could see how wet his face was. Dripping.

He looked at me for a moment, just staring. Enjoying this new angle. Enjoying how different I was. Possibly enjoying how many people could see what was happening between us. Then he sat back in his chair, and unzipped his pants.

I knew what he wanted. Normally I would have waiting for him to ask, but now I was in the mood. I wanted to now. Something about the way I was dressed. The way I was acting. I felt different. I knew he was going to ask, so why wait?

I got down on my knees between his legs. He was already pretty hard, but I made him so much harder. Stroking the shaft with one hand, working the balls with the other, and staring up at his face the whole time with my wide, made-up eyes.

He rolled his head around. His leg muscles would tense up all at once, and then relax.

Then I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock, maintaining eye contact. Then, slowly, I started to bob up and down. I tried to keep it so slow that he would go insane. I wanted to tease him. I wanted him to know how good it felt, and I wanted him to imagine how good it would feel if I went faster. But I didn't. Not yet. I stared at him. I bobbed up and down. And I waited for him to make the move.

Eventually his hand landed on the back of my head like I knew it would. His grip tightened into my newly blond hair, and he pressed my head down. His cock went deeper than before, but I didn't gag. Then he pulled up, so that it almost fell out, then all the way back in. Faster than I had been going. Faster than I was capable of going. He was using my head as a sex toy, using my mouth as something to fuck. And he wanted to fuck hard, and fast.

I focused on not gagging, and I managed to not throw up. It didn't feel good - not nearly as good as when he was going down on me - but there was still something incredibly hot about it. Something hot about how everything was expressly for his pleasure. My clothes. My hair color. The open blinds. All of it was just to make him feel good. He was using my body for his pleasure, and it felt good. He wanted my body. He found me attractive. So attractive that he hadn't seen me messing up that report as a bad thing. He'd seen it as an opportunity to get into my pants. Or into my incredibly short plaid skirt. That he'd forced me to wear. With no panties. For his pleasure.

I could feel his cock starting to throb deep in my throat, and then he pulled me all of the way off with a 'pop' noise.

"Onto the desk," he said.

I was excited at this point. I was finally going to have his cock inside of me. I lay on the desk on my  back again.

"Nope," he said. "Go on your stomach. Feet on the ground."

"Okay," I said. I rolled over and scootched back. My heels just barely brushed the ground.

But now I was facing the window. I was facing the office. It was fully operational now. There were people getting photocopies, people at the water cooler. People were everywhere. And I could see them all. And they could all see me. And my shirt was doing a terrible job of covering me up.

But then I felt his cock pressed against my lips. A second later, it slid deep into me. I hadn't been fucked in too long. It felt incredible. Like he was reaching a part of me that had been itchy for years, and he was finally scratching it. He was stretching me open, and it felt incredible. Indescribable.

And then he started to thrust. A couple of slow ones to start with, but then the pace got faster. Soon he was going at full speed. Each thrust pulling him almost all the way out, and then absolutely all the way back in. Filling me up to the brim.

My boobs swung in the loose shirt for everyone in the office to see. People would look over, see what was happening, and then quickly look away as if they hadn't seen anything.

But I couldn't concentrate on that. I couldn't concentrate on anything. His cock felt so good inside of me. My boss was fucking me on his desk. I could feel his exact shape as it moved back and forth inside of me.

Then I felt it starting to build up again, like it had been while he ate me out. That feeling. Not just an orgasm on the way, but a powerful one. Like an earthquake building up over a decade, that ends up leveling an entire city. My eyes rolled back in my head, and my vagina squeezed involuntarily.

The next thing I knew, I could tell that he was getting close as well. His cock was growing, amazingly. It was as hard as diamonds, and he was shoving it into me like he didn't care if it hurt. His pace was fast, but it was starting to falter. The pleasure was overpowering him. Messing him up. His muscles weren't entirely under his control anymore - the pleasure was too much for that.

My legs bent up off the floor. I couldn't stand it. It was going to happen. I had no way of stopping it. I was going to go over the edge, and it was going to feel incredible. He was going to as well.

My toes curled. His cock started to throb again, and this time he kept going. My pussy started to squeeze, and then it happened, both at once. His cock started to pump me full of his hot cum. That feeling - of his dick ejaculating into me - was too much. I moaned. I let out a loud moan that was probably heard throughout the whole office.

A wave of relaxation spread through my body. Every muscle contracted when the wave hit it, and then relaxed once it had passed. He kept going for a couple more slow, deep thrusts, but he was finished. He had finished into me. I'd made up for my mistake.

He pulled out and wiped up with a kleenex that he threw into his garbage bin. I just lay there. My legs weren't going to work yet - especially in heels. I lay there, boobs exposed to the office, labia pointed at my boss. My skirt had been totally lifted up, so my ass was there to look at as well. I had never been so exposed in such a public setting. And all of these people who knew me had now seen my have sex.

And my boss. The man who ran the company. He'd used me for sex. He'd fucked me silly in front of all his other employees, just to get back at me. He'd used the fact that he could fire me as a way to get into my pants. But I loved what he'd done once he got there, so I wasn't even mad.

Eventually I stood up and wiped off as well.

"You can take the rest of the day off," he said. "Go home. Dye your hair brown again. Come to work in normal clothing tomorrow. Can you do that?"

"Sure," I said. My knees were weak. "Absolutely. I'll be here tomorrow, looking like I did yesterday."

"Perfect," he said. "You've definitely earned your place."

"Thank you," I said. And with that I walked out of Graham's office. I didn't look at anyone on my walk to the elevator. During the drive home, I could feel Graham's cum leaking out of me onto the skirt he'd forced me to wear.

When I got to work the next day, I was very nervous. I was embarrassed. What would people think of me now that they'd seen me having sex? Seen my boobs, ass, and vagina? All of my co-workers had seen me at my most intimate. Would they make jokes? Would they try to have sex with me too?

But that's when the weirdest thing happened. Nothing. Nothing changed at all. No one made any comments about it. Everyone acted like they hadn't seen anything. I thought maybe they hadn't recognized me with blond hair. Or in those clothes.

But you'd still think they'd talk about it - the boss having sex with someone in full view like that. So they must have been avoiding talking about it in front of me, so they did know I had been that woman. But no one wanted to bring it up. Everyone just wanted to carry on like it had never happened before.

Not me though. Now I knew what Graham like, and I knew how to give it to him. I haven't used that information yet, but I do plan on it. When I want to go on a paid vacation, or I want a raise. I think I'll have a pretty easy time convincing him.
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