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Rachel's four years in
college were supposed to prepare her for bigger and better things,
but working for a man like Peter Everette takes all the sting out
of being a secretary. He may already be one of the city's most powerful
men at the young age of 34, but
he's so approachable and friendly with his newest employee that she
can't help but sometimes think about more than a work
relationship. 



Trying to look good for her boss, she's bought
herself a beauty supplement that promises more than just good skin.
But when the supplement turns out
to have some "additional properties," new hormones kick Rachel's
fantasy of seduction into sudden overdrive. 



Before she's had time to think,
she's flaunting her new attitude
and assets through the office in
ways that Mr. Everette and the other partners accustomed to the
firm's stuffy work environment can't help but notice ... and act
on. It's not long before
the fertile but inexperienced young
woman is getting all the attention
she can handle, and more. 








Preview:

I shifted over to stand in
front of the reflective metallic panel that held the floor number
keypad and bent down to make sure I looked alright. It must have
been the slightly distorted shape of the panel, but the changes I
had observed earlier in the morning seemed, if anything, to have
increased.

Also, my nipples were
poking out very obviously through the thin cloth of my blouse. Good
lord, had I looked like that this whole time? My body clenched in
delicious embarrassment as I realized after the fact just why my
appearance had made such an impression on my new friend John. I had
never been dressed so inappropriately in public in my life, let
alone in the middle of the financial sector in the middle of a work
day. 

I rubbed at the offending
nipples. Oh God did that feel good, but it did the exact opposite
of the desired effect. Between the tightness of the fabric and the
prominence of my nipples I sort of looked like a girl in a wet
t-shirt contest. I giggled a little, remembering I had once thought
about entering one of those back in college but not being able to
muster the courage. 

For whatever reason, it
didn't seem to occur to me that looking like that in a nightclub
during spring break was a little different from showing up for work
as a secretary on the forty-fifth floor. Nothing could lessen my
good mood. 

I removed the key from my
purse that authorized the elevator to go beyond the public floors,
and in another thirty seconds I watched the doors open on the
familiar lobby that I presided over. 

I tiptoed out of the
elevator and peeked across at the blind-obscured windows of his
office. The light was on. I sighed, accepting my comparative
ineptitude with resignation. He could fly to Washington, speak at a
conference, fly home, and be back at work before I could snap a bra
on and drive seventeen blocks. Actually, I had only managed half of
those things. Who knew why he put up with me?
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"Good lord," Miranda muttered, sitting on my
desk and peering through the blinds into Mr. Everette's office. "I
still don't understand how you got this job right out of college.
Do you know how long I've been stuck on the thirty-ninth floor
hoping to get a transfer to this office? I mean - Rachel, honey -
the things I would let that man do to me."

I shrugged a little self-consciously. She
was five years older and a good bit more blunt-spoken when it came
to things like this than I was used to. "I don't know, I just
applied at the right time I guess."

"Did he interview you himself?"

"Yeah, but it was just a quick
conversation."

She turned and gave me a significant look.
"I think I would've melted into the floor. He seems to like you,
too. I've seen the way he talks to you." She bit her lip and fanned
herself slightly as she leaned towards the glass.

I stood up and peeked through beside her.
Mr. Everette was at his desk on a conference call with the
Philadelphia group. Despite the fact that he was leaning back with
his feet propped up on the wood, I could tell he was frustrated.
He'd loosened his tie and collar and his dark hair was swept back
off his handsome face in a rare display of slight muss.

"He's just friendly," I said
self-depracatingly.

"Don't be silly, I really think he likes
you."

I rolled my eyes at her in slight
embarrassment. "You should see the kinds of women he has with him
sometimes. I'm really not his type."

"What's his type, then?"

"Gorgeous, successful, well-bred." I made a
gesture in front of my own average-sized breasts. "... with a lot
more going on than I'll ever have."

"Really?" she asked, intrigued. "He's a
titty-chaser?"

I went back and sat down in my chair. "Well,
I mean, I wouldn't go that far. It's just hard not to feel
inadequate when they come by to see him and they all look like
models."

A slight beep from my phone marked the end
of Mr. Everson's call, and in another moment the door opened.

"Good night, Mr. Everette," I said, jumping
to my feet and going to get his coat as he emerged from his
office.

"Well thank you, Rachel, I think it will be
a good one," my boss agreed, tugging at a shirt cuff and leaning
idly against my desk as I retrieved his coat. "But I thought that
when there were no clients or partners to put on a formal face for
we agreed you were going to call me Peter."

"Oh, yes, sir, sorry," I said, returning
with his coat. Then, despite myself, I broke into a shy smile
looking at him. "I will."

"Good," he said, returning my smile. "Have
anything special planned for your morning off?"

"Morning off?" I asked, bewildered.

"Sure," he said. "If I'm in DC speaking at
the convention, I really don't see the need to make you come in to
sit outside an empty room."

"Oh, that's very nice of you, sir," I said
gratefully.

"Of course. The office will manage just fine
if neither of us shows up until I get back in the afternoon. You
know, sometimes I feel bad making a pretty young woman like you
work such long hours."

I blushed furiously and pressed to open the
elevator for him. It dinged and he entered it with a departing
wave, his mind already in another place.

Miranda gave me a significant look.

"What?" I asked.

"Nothing," she said, raising her eyebrows
innocently. "Nothing at all."

But it was obvious what was on her mind. I
tried to ignore her, but her words left a warm little glow in the
pit of my stomach that stayed with me for the rest of the
evening.

As I got to the front door of my apartment
after a dinner with my sister and her fiancé, a box was waiting for
me on the stoop. It took me a moment to remember that I had ordered
it online a couple weeks ago. It had been a late-evening,
slightly-tipsy credit card purchase that hadn't crossed my mind in
the days since.

I took it inside and opened it on the
kitchen table. The contents of the box were wrapped in a plastic
sleeve that read 'Xiu Lang Total Beauty Regimen' in bright red
letters. It looked like the sort of cheap junk you'd find on the
back shelf at a dollar store.

Shaking my head at my own careless spending,
I tossed it onto a chair, poured myself a glass of wine, and
settled in to read for a little while before an early bed.

But as the minutes ticked away and the wine
began to fuzz the edges of my better judgment, I found my thoughts
drifting back to the day's events and particularly the conversation
with Miranda. Why did she have to stir up all those emotions? Did
she think I hadn't noticed Mr. Everette? Did she think I didn't
have an imagination? But he was out of reach for a girl like me,
and I'd only hurt myself if I let myself think otherwise.

But he did seem to like me. I mean, it
wasn't anything serious, but he was certainly friendly and
sometimes asked me about my life outside of work. Even though he
was a good ten years older, rich, successful, and influential and I
was just out of college, he never treated me as anything less than
an equal. Were mine just girlish fantasies or was Miranda right?
Was there something there that I was ignoring?

I went to the mirror and studied my face,
looking for things to love. I wasn't unattractive, but I didn't
really stand out either. On a whim I applied some rarely used red
lipstick from the back of my dresser drawer and made my best
imitation of a seductive face.

I didn't have great skin. That was part of
the problem. I remembered there being cream in the package I had
ordered. Maybe it was worth trying.

I went back and retrieved the small bag. It
opened with a slight hiss and the chemical smell of sealed plastic
assaulted my nostrils.

I studied the contents. These were some sort
of pills. This was a face cream. This looked like a body wash.

I took the small tub of face cream back to
my bedroom. The directions said to apply and leave on overnight.
Inside was a white cream. It was very light, more like whipped
cream than any kind of face product I'd ever tried before. What had
I heard about this thing again? It had gotten good reviews, but you
never know how much you can trust that.

It tingled slightly as I applied it to my
face. I accidentally brushed some across my lips and it stung there
for a moment. "If this gives me a breakout I'm boycotting Chinese
food," I threatened at my reflection. My reflection just stared
back at me, big-eyed and impatient.

I picked up my book and read a few more
pages, sometimes having to fight to keep Peter Everette's face from
popping up when the heroine looked at her love interest. All the
while my face tingled distractingly, and after only half an hour I
simply had to get up and look at myself. Even a truly miracle
product wouldn't have accomplished anything yet, I berated myself,
but I couldn't wait longer. I closed my eyes and stepped in front
of the reflective surface.

"Oh my God!" I exclaimed aloud. The change
was unmistakable. I turned side-to-side, admiring myself. My skin
was practically glowing. I ran my hand down my cheek and marveled
at the soft, fresh, healthy feeling. Even my lips seemed a little
fuller. I turned away and looked back. No, it wasn't a trick of the
light.

Delighted, I rushed back to the package. If
this is what the face cream had done in a few minutes, what might
the rest of it have in store?

The pills were a little mysterious. They
were just labeled "fast-acting vitamin supplement" and listed a lot
of long, scientific-sounding ingredients. Nothing in the package
seemed to explain exactly what they did, but the instructions said
to take one daily for best results. Riding the high of my
unexpected triumph, I popped one down without further thought.

That left only the body wash. I took it to
the bathroom and set it aside in the shower for the morning.

Now what I needed was a full night's rest.
In the midst of the excitement it had already gotten late. I began
to lay out clothes for the morning before remembering what Mr.
Everette had said about not coming in until after lunch. Happily I
turned off my alarm, undressed, and crawled into bed.

The bed and linen felt crisp, soft, and
welcoming against my skin. Despite my excitement at the promise of
the new package, I found it very easy to relax. The little worries
and stresses of my typical day seemed to have melted away at some
point in the evening, leaving me now with only a calm, contented
comfort. Soon I had drifted off into a deep sleep.

I slept soundly through the night and late
into the morning. Somewhere along the way I began to dream, and the
dreams were wonderful, vivid, and tremendously sensual. I dreamt I
inhabited a world where every man I met was handsome and sexy and
eager to fulfill my every pleasure and fantasy. Even other women
looked at me admiringly and introduced me to their brothers or male
friends. Sometimes I just fell into a pair of strong arms, felt the
comfort of his attentive security or the hot thrill of being
desired, and then shifted into a new place. But as the night wore
on, the sequences became more and more explicit.

When I woke to mid-morning light shining in
through my bedroom window, I was more than a little wet. I
stretched luxuriantly against the smooth fabric of the sheets,
enjoying the feeling of relaxed sexual arousal and wondering idly
what I wanted to do about it.

I opened my eyes. Everything was bright and
colorful and new. The world seemed like a wonderful place. I sat
up, feeling better rested and more refreshed than I could remember
feeling in years. My body tingled with a latent energy, a readiness
– eagerness, even – for the day.

I stood and went to the shower. Absently I
noticed that I had slept naked, which I never did. At another time
I might have found it peculiar, but right now everything felt right
and natural.

What I did find peculiar were my breasts. I
paused on the threshold of the bathroom, looking down at myself.
They were … bigger, right? Or was I still asleep? I cupped them in
my hands and considered them, still too relaxed to find any of this
concerning. They felt good to touch. In fact, all of myself felt
good to touch. Very good. Every part of me tingled, part gratifying
and part hungry. All of it seemed to be urging me in one specific
direction … I had a finger poised on my clit before the sudden
impulse lessoned for a moment.

I turned on the shower and hopped in. Hot
water cascaded over my skin and steam filled the air. This was a
better venue to work out a little sexual energy. The shower wand's
pulse setting felt better than it ever had before as I moved it
pleasurably down my body and brought it between my legs.

It took me less than a minute to bring
myself to orgasm. Every surge of water felt like a human caress on
my suddenly desperate body. I moaned aloud and then louder and soon
heard the echoes of my own noises of pleasure bouncing back off the
cramped walls of the bathroom.

I slumped against the side of the shower
stall, letting the water run down my shoulders and over my chest as
I caught my breath. Wow. Those dreams had really affected me.

Turning, my eyes caught sight of the body
wash. In my pre-occupied state I had completely forgotten about the
beauty regimen. I looked down at my breasts again. Definitely,
unmistakably bigger. What an interesting turn of events.

I squeezed a bit of the body wash out onto
my palm. The heady scent of lilacs filled the air of the shower and
mingled with the steam. I inhaled of the delightful smell and then
began to lather myself. Still in the afterglow of my unusually
powerful orgasm, the sliding, slippery tactile sensation thrilled
my receptive body. After a slightly intense minute, I stepped back
under the water and rinsed the suds away. The water ran over me
again, hot and relaxing.

With slight reluctance, I turned it off and
reached for my towel. That had been quite a shower. I shook my
head, wondering at my strange pre-occupation with every smallest
physical sensation. Maybe this was more than a dream putting me in
a certain mood.

Whatever was going on, though, I was
enjoying it a great deal.

I held the towel around my waist and stepped
in front of the fogged mirror. I reached out and wiped away the
condensation, and the woman that greeted me was so different from
who I expected that I physically started, dropping my towel and
letting my mouth fall open. Was that really me?

I turned to the side, admiring my altered
silhouette. It wasn't just a bigger chest, although that was
probably the most obvious change. I looked like I had lost five
pounds in all the right places. I pinched at my ass, admiring its
plump, round firmness. I had never looked this good in my life. I
turned back and studied myself from the front.

A healthy blush was spreading across my
cheeks. I got a little embarrassed just looking at myself,
everything about me just seemed to scream 'sex.' My lips were full
and red. My lashes looked longer. Even my hair, just toweled off
and still slightly damp, was lustrous and healthy as it cascaded to
my shoulders. The scent of the body wash continued to permeate the
air I breathed, and with each inhale it brought back all the
associations and sensations of that first moment in the afterglow
of orgasm.

With amazement, I realized I was already
horny again. Well, I thought, when everything felt this good time
spent not horny seemed like a bit of a waste anyways.

Without dressing, I spun and went out into
my bedroom to hunt for my vibrator. Where would it be? The thought
of neighbors looking in through my open windows didn't occur to me
as I strode about the light-filled apartment unclothed. Oh where
had I left it? It was – oh, shit. Was that the time!?

It was already 12:15! How on earth had it
gotten that late? How had I been so absent-minded?

With difficulty, I shifted priorities. I
needed to get to work immediately.

I went into the kitchen and gulped down a
glass of orange juice and a piece of toast. The bottle of pills
were out on the counter. I considered them a moment before shaking
out another small white capsule and swallowing it with the last of
the orange juice. They were probably the sort of thing you were
supposed to take at the same time every day, but if it was the pill
from last night that was what was making me feel this way, I wanted
more of it.

Alright, it was time to get moving. Did I
have everything? Bag? Phone? Keys? I paused, my hand on the
doorknob. No, actually, there was one thing I had forgotten.

I hadn't gotten dressed. I had been about to
walk out to my car fully naked. What an absolutely silly thing to
do.

I hurried back to the bedroom. Now it was
12:24, and I probably should have been at work by noon. I stared at
my closet of clothes unenthusiastically. For some reason, the idea
of getting dressed struck me as profoundly disappointing.

I started to put a bra on but after a couple
seconds of struggling with it, I looked down with dawning
comprehension. None of my bras were going to fit. I gave it one
final exasperated tug at the stubborn bands and then threw it down
onto my bed.

Nevermind that, a part of me seemed to say,
you didn't really want to put one on anyways. After all, what was
the point of this good body if I was going to strap everything down
and cover it all up? The wicked thought of me in Mr. Everette's
office, braless and jiggling everywhere, ran through my head with a
forbidden thrill that made me simultaneously horrified and very
excited. And yep, just like that I was wet again. What was with me
this morning?

I pulled on my best pair of panties - black
lace - and slid them on. Today felt like a good day to look my
best. I turned back to the closet and considered my options,
twisting a lock of hair in indecision.

What to wear? None of my typical work
outfits seemed very appealing. I just never wore anything to
accentuate my features; maybe that was what I was so unenthused
about. But I wasn't going to be so boring today. Today was a good
day to look good.

I burrowed to the back of the closet and dug
out a short black skirt, pulled it on, and went to consider myself
in the mirror. Yes, that really was my ass under there. I gave a
little wiggled of exuberance. This was definitely the one; who
cared that it barely came down to mid-thigh?

The top was easier; a smart white blouse
would do just fine: something well-fitted but not too tight. I
tried one on and again blew out an exasperated breath. These
breasts really were going to make everything fit wrong. I threw the
first attempt down on the bed after the bra and pulled out a
second. This one was even less accommodating than the first, but in
irritation I decided to struggle on anyways. With difficulty I
closed it over my expanded bust and turned to look at myself in the
mirror.

Even alone in the privacy of my apartment I
found myself blushing a deep crimson. The buttons stretched to just
barely hold the blouse closed, and the white cotton was thin enough
that in the right light you could definitely tell just by looking
that I wasn't wearing a bra – not that it wasn't already pretty
obvious from the general shape of things down there and the way
everything moved about whenever I shifted or turned. I started to
take it off, unbuttoning from the top, but as I did so I caught
another breath of my body wash's lilac scent.

The self-consciousness melted out of me in
an instant. The blouse looked good. It made it very obvious what I
had going on, but what was wrong with that? Isn't it fun when
people notice your body? that little voice whispered in my ear
again. With a delicious little clench somewhere in my lower abdomen
I turned my back on the mirror, slipped on some shoes, and went out
the door. On a last-minute whim I popped back inside and threw the
bottle of pills into my purse.

It was a brisk day, particularly considering
that I hadn't thought to grab a coat, so I hurried to the car and
shivered as I drove until the engine had warmed up enough to get
the heater running. But it wasn't a long commute and the car was
still on the chilly side when I pulled into the parking garage
below the Craft-Oltmann Building on Amber Street.

I hurried to the elevator and called out to
a man in a grey suit to hold the doors. I saw his eyes go wide for
a moment as I rushed towards him on big, bouncing steps.
Momentarily astonished, he only just managed to stick out a hand to
catch the door. I squeezed inside with a word of gratitude.

Still breathing slightly harder from the
trot to catch the elevator, I cast a shy glance in his direction
and thought I caught the man reflecting my curiosity with interest
of his own. I gave him a friendly smile. He was a good-looking man
in his early forties with dark hair and a lean build. He, like
everyone who worked in one of the offices of the Craft-Oltmann
Building, was dressed impeccably. After first turning away, my eyes
kept wandering back over to his section of the little compartment
and I didn't seem to be getting my breath so easily. It was a
sudden reality check to have spent the morning off in my own little
world of lazy sexual feeling and then plunge myself into close
quarters with an attractive stranger.

"Isn't it funny?" I said aloud to distract
myself from the sudden conflict threatening to overpower me. "This
building is so big that you can work here for months and still
share the elevator with someone you've never even laid eyes
on."

"You can fit a lot of people in a 40-story
office building," he agreed.

"I'm Rachel," I said, offering him my hand.
"I think you're one of those people I've never seen before."

"I can confirm that with absolute
certainty," he agreed. "If I had ever been in the same room with
you before in my life, I would never forget it."

I giggled. "That's a very nice thing for you
to say," I told him. "Do you always say such nice things?" He had a
very handsome chin. It was strong and masculine.

"Not to just anyone," he assured me with a
smile, his eyes running almost involuntarily in an appreciative
sweep of my form. "Tell me, which office is lucky enough to have
someone like you working for them?"

"Mr. Everette," I reported proudly, "at
Everette and Demkins. It's up on the -"

"Please – " he said, waving a hand. "I know
exactly who Peter Everette is. I guess it shouldn't surprise me.
Men like him get all the luck."

"Oh come on," I said a little playfully. "I
bet you get lucky sometimes, don't you?" The last bit just sort of
slipped out. He was standing very close, after all, and I seemed to
be having difficulty keeping my thoughts straight. I could just
reach out and touch him. He could just reach out and touch me.

The bell dinged the thirtieth floor. "Well,"
he said, "as this is my level, I would say that I seem to have good
luck but for only very short periods of time."

"That's too bad," I said as he started to
exit, "but it's always nice to have a new friend. Maybe I'll see
you around the building."

"I'd like that very much, Rachel," he
agreed. "I'm John."

And with reluctance and a final glance, he
turned and passed out of sight into the hallway beyond.

I let out my breath and a wave of hot
adrenaline seemed to flush through my veins. I fanned myself with a
hand. My palms felt slick with perspiration. I had wanted something
to happen very badly, but I suppose it was probably better that it
hadn't. I wasn't quite myself, and anyways I was supposed to be
upstairs.

I shifted over to stand in front of the
reflective metallic panel that held the floor number keypad and
bent down to make sure I looked alright. It must have been the
slightly distorted shape of the panel, but the changes I had
observed earlier in the morning seemed, if anything, to have
increased.

Also , my nipples were poking out very
obviously through the thin cloth of my blouse. Good lord, had I
looked like that this whole time? My body clenched in delicious
embarrassment as I realized after the fact just why my appearance
had made such an impression on my new friend John. I had never been
dressed so inappropriately in public in my life, let alone in the
middle of the financial sector in the middle of a work day.

I rubbed at the offending nipples. Oh God
did that feel good, but it did the exact opposite of the desired
effect. Between the tightness of the fabric and the prominence of
my nipples I sort of looked like a girl in a wet t-shirt contest. I
giggled a little, remembering I had once thought about entering one
of those back in college but not being able to muster the
courage.

For whatever reason, it didn't seem to occur
to me that looking like that in a nightclub during spring break was
a little different from showing up for work as a secretary on the
forty-fifth floor. Nothing could lessen my good mood.

I removed the key from my purse that
authorized the elevator to go beyond the public floors, and in
another thirty seconds I watched the doors open on the familiar
lobby that I presided over.

I tiptoed out of the elevator and peeked
across at the blind-obscured windows of his office. The light was
on. I sighed, accepting my status of comparative incompetence with
resignation. He could fly to Washington, speak at a conference, fly
home, and be back at work before I could snap a bra on and drive
seventeen blocks. Actually, I had only managed half of those
things. Who knew why he put up with me?

"So sorry I'm late, Mr. Everette – ah,
Peter," I apologized through the intercom.

After a moment his voice came back to me.
"Well let's not make a habit of it, alright? But come in here for a
moment. I have someone here I'd like you to talk to."

I flinched, realizing that he meant he was
with someone. I shouldn't have interrupted. But curiosity drowned
out my embarrassment. Who was it that he would want me to talk to
them?

Tentatively, I prodded the door open and
looked inside. Mr. Everette was at his desk looking over a series
of data sheets. Across from him sat a man with his back to me,
though he looked perhaps several years older than Mr. Everette,
with dark hair and a sort of rigid posture.

"Come in, Rachel," Mr. Everette said without
looking up. "We were discussing social attitudes between staff and
management. I thought you might have a perspective on the
issue."

"Ah – issue?" I stammered, words becoming a
little difficult as they always did in his presence even in the
best of circumstances.

"Well, Mr. Matthews is policy director for
our corporate HR departments. I've been trying to explain to him
that a more positive, open work environment is a higher priority
for HR than minimizing lawsuits from inappropriate behavior. He's a
bit old-fashioned. Aren't you, Jake?"

I bobbled unsteadily, blushing furiously
under the scrutiny of the two men as both of them turned to look at
me. I saw Mr. Everette's face take on a momentarily puzzled
expression at my altered appearance and for a lingering instant our
eyes locked. "Ah – well, sir –" I started breathlessly, trying to
remember the question " - that is, Mr. Matthews, sir, a positive
work environment is a good thing to have, I think."

"Come on, Rachel," Mr. Everette prodded,
quickly banishing any indication from his face that I looked
anything other than normal, "now's no time to be shy. I just want
Mr. Matthews here to appreciate the human element in what we're
talking about. How would you characterize our relationship, for
example?"

"Well, sir," I said, trying not to look at
him so I could form my words better. "I think it's a good
relationship. I mean, I like working for you very much. You're very
kind to me, and when I make a mistake you make me aware of it
without making me miserable, sir, which you could do, you know. I
mean I value what you say so much that if you were ever harsh to me
I'd just fall apart, only you're never harsh at all. You're good.
And obviously you're always so important and busy that I'm sure it
would be easy to say a thoughtless thing, only you never –" my
flood of words faltered as I realized, even in my somewhat loose
state, that maybe I was saying more than I had been asked "– never
do."

I looked up uncertainly to see Mr. Matthews
watching me with a slightly surprised expression on his face. "Are
you always this – forward – with your superiors?" he asked after a
moment of silence.

"No," I answered honestly, "I hope I’m not
being inappropriate. It's just that I'd do anything to sleep with
him, sir – oh, I didn't mean to say that out loud. I mean, it was
just a mistaken – I have only workplace appropriate thoughts for my
professional superiors, sir. I meant I'd do anything to please
him." I stared down at the floor, trying to get my head straight.
My breasts were much more in the way of looking at the floor than I
was used to them being, though, and so instead I found myself
staring down my cleavage. "None of my bras fit anymore," I
explained.

"What?" the man said, his mouth falling
farther and farther open.

"Rachel, are you feeling alright?" Mr.
Everette asked, sounding concerned but maybe a little intrigued,
too.

 

"Actually, sir," I'm feeling sort of
uninhibited, now that you ask. I took a pill last night and again
this morning." I produced the bottle from the purse I had left
slung over my shoulder. I shook out a small capsule and held it up
before demonstrating how it was swallowed. It felt small and dry
going down my throat. "And it's having all sorts of unexpected
effects." I gave a slight tug at the front of my blouse to indicate
my larger breasts.

But the tug, it seemed, was the final straw
for a blouse that was holding in more than I had ever bought it to
hold in. With a slight snap, the three top buttons broke
simultaneously. The blouse flew open to my navel and my generous
breasts popped into view. "Oh!" I exclaimed, clapping my hands over
my nipples.

"I'm sorry," I apologized. "They're harder
to manage all of a sudden. They were a lot smaller yesterday,
weren't they Mr. Everette? Now I hardly know what to do with them."
I looked up at my boss, half-supporting and half-covering my
suddenly bared chest. "Do you like them?"

Mr. Matthews was staring at me with huge
eyes. "This woman is having a mental breakdown. She needs a
psychiatrist. Or at the very least she'll need an employment
counselor," he stammered.

"She doesn't need any of that," Mr. Everette
said, eyeing me with open, discernible interest that made my pussy
clench. "She needs a good fucking, obviously."

"But – I mean –" the other man objected.

"And maybe so do you, Jake," Mr. Everette
told him. "Are you saying you don't find her attractive? This is
exactly what I'm talking about."

"It is?" Mr. Matthews said, his large eyes
never leaving me.

"Yes. What we want is a workplace where
employees feel free to communicate their needs to their superiors."
He turned to me. "Show me those pills, Rachel."

Happy now that everything that I had been
struggling to conceal was out in the open, I dropped my hands and
approached him, holding out the bottle. His eyes followed me
appreciatively and he took the bottle when I offered it to him.

"Yes, I suppose that would explain it," he
said, examining the back label. "This is quite an ingredients
list." He shook it and listened to the contents. After a moment,
his eyes returned to me.

I pinkened slightly under his scrutiny and
held my breath. Cool air played across my bare skin. I was hoping
for a follow-up to his tantalizing observation that I needed a good
fucking. He'd never been more right in his life.

"Strip for us, Rachel, would you please," he
instructed.

With only a moment's hesitation I opened the
remaining three buttons of my blouse and let the garment fall to
the floor. A zipper at my hip opened my skirt's waist enough to
slide it down my legs and step out of it. I could feel the dampness
in my panties as they were exposed openly to the dry air of the
office. I straightened and looked back up at Mr. Everette with
questioning eyes, inquiring whether he wanted me to continue.

"Go sit on Mr. Matthew's lap," he suggested,
amusement clear in his eyes. "I'd like him to appreciate the value
of a situation like this." Mr. Everette knew what I wanted – him -
and he was going to toy with me for a while before he gave it to
me. But he would, eventually, he seemed to be saying. A flush of
hot excitement ran through me and I hurried obediently to Mr.
Matthews and fell into his lap. I rubbed my bare skin against the
cloth of his suit, feeling the heat of his body against my own
nakedness.

"He's hard, isn't he, Rachel?" Mr. Everette
asked.

I slid my hand along the man's thigh, eager
but still too shy to look him in the face as I did it. Slowly my
fingers inched towards his groin until I felt the hard, thick shape
that confirmed Mr. Everette's suspicions. "Yes, sir," I
reported.

"Well for God's sake, offer to let her suck
on it, Jake," Mr. Everette said.

"I hardly think –" the man holding me
started to say in a strained voice, but he couldn't finish his
sentence. I could tell by the tenseness in his body that I excited
him.

"Oh come on, Jake," Mr. Everette prodded.
"There's no harm in it. She's a needy little slut who wants to do
it. Tell him what a needy little slut you are, Rachel."

"I'm a needy little slut, Mr. Matthews," I
agreed, my voice coming out in a throaty, eager whisper.

"And you're desperate for his cock, aren't
you?"

"I'm desperate for your cock, sir," I
repeated dutifully, squirming slightly on his lap to rub the side
of my breast against his chest.

"And she is sexy as hell, isn't she,
Jake?"

Hearing Mr. Everette call me sexy sent a hot
thrill burrowing deep into me. I looked down between my slightly
parted legs. "Oh, I'm sorry Mr. Matthews. I'm getting your pant leg
wet."

He looked down in surprise. "So you are," he
said in slight wonder. He put out a hand and cupped one of my
breasts, and a quiver of pleasure ran through me. God it felt good
when he touched me. "I suppose there's no real harm in it," he
concluded. "The girl is going more or less crazy for it."

"No harm at all," Mr. Everette agreed.

Mr. Matthews reached down and unbuckled his
belt. He cupped my ass in a hand and shooed me off his lap and onto
my knees.

I helped him slide his pants down and ran a
finger along the shape concealed in his briefs. He pulled it out,
throbbing and thick, and shoved it into my mouth.

The sudden smell of sex seemed to
short-circuit my brain. I licked and sucked eagerly, forgetting
that I had never really given a blowjob before. It all seemed like
such a simple, natural reaction to my desperate hunger for his
cock.

I tasted something faint and salty in the
back of my throat and for a moment I wondered if he had come, but
he reached a hand down to the back of my head and encouraged my
mouth even closer to his groin until it was all I could do not to
gag at the large shape pushing into the upper part of my throat. I
could feel and hear his breathing becoming ragged, and I increased
my attentions.

"Don't let her take you too far just yet,
Jake," I heard Mr. Everette rebuke my current partner. "Come over
here, Rachel. You might be a little more than he can handle just
now."

I experienced a momentary surge of
disappointment at being stopped so close to bringing a man to
orgasm in my mouth, but it quickly gave way to excitement at what
was next to come.

I circled the desk to Mr. Everette. He stood
up from his chair and ran his hand in an appreciative caress up my
side, just brushing against my breast and sending a thrill through
me. "You enjoyed that, didn't you?" he asked me.

"Yes, sir."

"You're not finished, are you?"

"No, sir."

"Good." He took my hand and guided it down
to his belt. I obeyed the implicit command and freed his cock, more
intimidating and yet more inviting even than Mr. Matthews's. I
began to sink to the floor in front of him, but he put his hands to
my hips and lifted me onto his desk. I rolled over onto my hands
and knees and bent down as he stood in front of me. His fingers
hooked into the waistband of my panties and drew them down my
thighs. I lifted my knees to let him pull the garment away and
discard it, and then I resumed sucking, licking, and lapping. I
ringed the head and shaft of his cock with my tongue, and his
slight groans and infrequent adjustments told me I was learning
quickly.

"I can tell you're enjoying the view, Jake,"
Mr. Everette said over me. I realized he was talking about my ass
and spread legs pointed directly at the man across the desk. "I'd
like to let you have that wet little pussy, but I'm afraid I can't
do that. It's mine. Tell him your pussy belongs to me, Rachel."

I pulled back from his cock long enough to
dutifully confirm Mr. Everette's assertion. "My pussy belongs to
Mr. Everette, sir."

"But I tell you what I'll do," he went on
while pulling my head back onto his cock. "I'm going to let you
have that nice, tight ass. That's not such a selfish thing for me
to do, is it?"

Mr. Matthews must have said something, but I
couldn't make out what it was.

"I bet it's a virgin ass, isn't it, Rachel?"
Mr. Everette asked.

Again I pulled back to answer. "Yes, sir," I
gasped.

"Good," he said. "I hate feeling selfish.
But keep that ass up in the air, Rachel. I want him to watch what
I'm going to let him have and what I'm not going to let him have."
He reached over my back and around between my legs from behind to
hook a finger in my pussy and demonstrate how high he wanted me to
keep my hips as I sucked on him. I moaned around his cock, drawing
perilously close to orgasm.

He noticed and fingered me again. Again I
seized up in a tense moan, on the brink. He held me there, all the
while making sure that I kept up my enthusiastic sucking. I
whimpered around his cock, desperate to come. A moment passed and
the feeling receded slightly, but he stroked me again and brought
me right back to the precipice. "Oh, God," I moaned into his groin,
my eyes closed and my whole body humming with pent up desperate
energy.

Finally, he gave me a merciful final
fingering. My pussy clenched around his finger and I orgasmed
powerfully, loudly, and wetly on his desk. I almost didn't notice
him pulling his cock from my mouth as I collapsed into the
wreathing crimson bliss that poured through me from deep in my
groin.

I was brought back to my senses by the
abrupt and startling sensation of Mr. Matthews probing at my tight
asshole. I gasped as his saliva slickened cock pushed in. It was
slow at first and then once past the initial resistance he plunged
to full depth. I let out a gasp of amazement as I began to accept
the foreign sensation. I could feel each throb in his cock as it
filled that intensely sensitive cavity. He started to pump into my
ass, conservatively at first and increasing in pace as I got used
to it. It was different but intensely pleasurable in a completely
unexpected way, and my moans grew louder and higher pitched as he
pushed into me to my very limits.

After a minute, I felt him lift me off the
desk without pulling his cock from my ass. He sat back in his chair
to let Mr. Everette approach me from the front. I looked up at my
boss, all my peripheral senses dulled by the intense urge and
desire I felt for the two men and the one standing in front of me
in particular. I panted slightly as I watched him.

He removed his shirt and undershirt to
reveal a lithely muscular physique. I inhaled of his richly
masculine scent as he leaned over me, taking my breasts in his
hands and running his tongue over my left nipple. I moaned in
pleasure and arched forward to press into him. He ringed the nipple
with his tongue, bringing it back to full and pleasurable
stiffness. "Oh, God," I breathed weakly.

He raised his face from my breast and kissed
me, holding my head still by my chin as the rest of my body bounced
on Mr. Matthew's renewed pounding into my ass. My mouth opened
against his in a silent moan as the anal sensations intensified,
and he possessed my mouth with his tongue, briefly but
forcefully.

He reached down with strong hands and held
both my legs and Mr. Matthews' legs apart to allow him access to
the pussy he had claimed only minutes ago but which had truly been
his for months.

His fingers revisited the site of their
former conquest, but only for a moment, ghosting this time against
my red, swollen clit. My breath caught high in my chest and then
higher still as he placed his cock between my legs. He brushed the
tip across my folds several times, sending rivers of need through
my shaking body, and then he pushed into me.

The intense tightness from the two cocks was
initially painful, even in my ultra-aroused state and drenched by
my wetness. But in a moment I had expanded to accommodate him and
the combined effect was all-consuming. By his fourth or fifth
thrust I reached a second orgasm, far more intense than the first.
But now they were not waiting for me. When the hot pleasure had run
its course through my body I returned to the powerful rhythm of the
two men fucking me from both sides.

My toes curled to grip at the carpet and my
hands reached out to squeeze at the sides of the chair, but my
strength didn't compare with the two men and I immediately lost
purchase on anything I tried to hold onto. "Oh fuck!" I moaned out
into the office. "Fuck!"

I orgasmed again as I felt Mr. Matthews come
in my ass. His hot liquid pumped deep into me and I spasmed
deliciously around the two cocks.

Without slowing, Mr. Everette wrapped my
thighs around his hips and lifted me off the other man's lap. Freed
of the slightly awkward position, he jack-hammered up into me with
renewed intensity, bouncing me violently until my world seemed to
be running into and colliding with itself. "Oh Mr. Everette!" I
yelled out. "Fuck me, sir, fuck me!"

My fourth and fifth orgasms came in quick
succession, culminating in the all-encompassing ecstasy of feeling
his sudden tensing and the throb of his cock that foretold his
finish. He thrust deeply and released a powerful spurt of his come
into my pussy. My body rippled around his cock, clutching at him.
He slowed, holding still deep within me, injecting several more
long, forceful spurts into my hole.

At last he lowered me onto the desk. I
slumped back, utterly spent and dripping come from both pussy and
ass. My eyes were closed.

"That may have been counter-productive," I
heard Mr. Everette muse, still breathing a bit hard from the
exertion. "I don't see how we'll get a good day's work out of her
now."

"No, but I've certainly come around to your
point of view," Mr. Matthew's replied.

"You know, I've sort of forgotten what that
was," Mr. Everette laughed. "Seeing her walk in the door looking
like that … well, I certainly wasn't going to let her leave without
fucking her brains out." I felt his hand on my arm. "Rachel, I'm
going to send down to see if any of the women in the office
downstairs might have a top you can borrow."

"Thank you, sir," I said weakly, trying to
sit up. I was sore in a lot of different places I wouldn't have
expected to be sore.

"And let's try not to make this too regular
of a thing," he said. "I would recommend an outfit a little more
conservative for tomorrow."

"Yes, sir."

"And that goes for the pills, too. Better to
set them aside for special occasions."

"Special occasions?"

"We'll think of some later."

I giggled and nodded, but wasn't entirely
sure I would obey. There were a lot of other men in the office,
after all, and the pills hadn't really been that expensive.
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The hall was dimly lit. Recessed fixtures
cast only a patchwork glow from overhead. The footprint of the
space was large enough that the ceiling, even twenty feet above my
head, felt low and oppressive. It, like everything else here, was
watching me.

I fidgeted nervously with the strap of my
dress. The fabric was green nylon, thin and stretched tight over
the few contours of my body it covered at all. I had wanted to
protest when Robert picked it out for me, but looking into his eyes
had told me louder than words that today of all days was not a time
to be on bad behavior.

The men seated in a semi-circle around me
seemed perfectly aware of how intimidating I found them. No doubt
they were used to it. Each of them went through life assuming
absolute power in any room he entered. They were well-dressed,
well-financed, well-serviced, and well-respected, and had been for
so long that they had forgotten there were other ways people
lived.

Their women lounged among them in various
states of repose and undress: some on the floor at their master's
feet, some of them perched smugly in a prized lap. Each of them had
that air of pampered obedience. Each of them was fully the creature
of her dominant, living and dying by his praises, rebukes, favors
and demands.

I could no longer tell whether the heat in
my cheeks was a blush or the flush of arousal. The wetness between
my legs was less ambiguous. I was under scrutiny, here, and my body
was responding. It knew that a great deal was about to happen.

"She's got nice little tits," one of the men
remarked. "A bit on the small side, but quite perky."

My blush deepened and my eyes lowered to the
floor. My nipples, as though sensing that they in particular had
just become the subject of general conversation, stood up
obligingly through the thin fabric of my dress.

"Can't you see how young she is, John?" A
second responded to the first. "Every girl her size has perky tits
when she's twenty."

For some reason it seemed important that
they know my age was actually twenty-two, but I knew better than to
speak without being invited to.

"Even so," the first said. "If her nipples
weren't popping out of her dress, would you have guessed she is not
wearing a bra? It's a good trait at any age."

My nipples stiffened further. Out of the
corner of my eye I saw the man who had spoken lay a hand under the
chin of a woman seated at his feet. "You would know what to do with
a nice little rack like that, wouldn't you, Renee?" he asked
her.

"Yes, sir," she agreed obediently, casting
an eye over me and the breasts in question.

"Youth is wasted on the young, isn't
it?"

"Yes, sir," she agreed. The look she shot me
was resentful. She did not like the implication that her tits were
not as nice as mine, particularly made here in front of the full
Tremboix Society, and it was clear she blamed me for it. My master
is free to criticize me, her look said, but how dare you come in
here and make me look bad in front of him?

I tried to ignore her, but I couldn't help
but be bothered by just how few friends I had in this room.

"I don't mind the small tits," a third man
noted. "It's her ass that's nice enough to make up for any of
that."

"I'll want a couple handfuls of it before I
make judgment," a fourth mused. "An ass is only as good as it feels
during a spanking."

Murmurs of agreement met this remark, and my
blush deepened. The image of any of these men bending me over and
spanking me sent a shiver, both welcome and unwelcome, through my
hypersensitive body.

"Well, we should begin, then," another, more
authoritative voice said. And then he addressed me. "You are
Jennifer Everette?"

I turned towards the man who had spoken. He
sat at the end, in a position of apparent authority. His dark eyes
glittered as he watched me, and I stood up a little straighter.

"Yes, sir," I answered.

"You are here under consideration on behalf
of your dominant, Robert Daniels. Is that correct?"

Robert. The name put warmth back in my chest
and reminded me that the wetness between my legs was natural and
acceptable. I was here for him, submitting to his demands and
trying to make him proud. Being aroused by doing that was the most
natural thing, and nothing to be ashamed of. It had nothing to do
with these men looking at me, evaluating me, and discussing
spanking me in such casual tones. As long as I was linked to
Robert, nothing truly bad could happen.

"Yes, sir," I said. A little pride came into
my voice and I stood taller.
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Bimbo Side Effects

Between a tough job and
tougher grad school classes, Vanessa Worthing is being
stretched to the limit. What she really
needs is something to help her let go and
unwind, and her doctor has just the stress
relief medication. Its only drawback is a certain rare side effect
in individuals with a lot of latent sexual
tension, though Vanessa is quick to deny
to her
handsome young doctor that this could be a concern
for her. 


But when he issues her the drug and
keeps her in his exam room for monitoring, the truth is bound to be
unleashed before long. 
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The Public Sex Dare

Emily Marion has had a tough
week rushing Kappa Kappa Delta: following instructions that range
from unpleasant to outright humiliating, but she's made it this far
and wouldn't dream of giving up now. That is, until she hears what
her final assignment is going to be. Apparently she's managed to
piss off the chapter president, and in return her final afternoon
of rush week is going to be an intense one. But does it have to be
with two
fraternity brothers she's never met, and in public? And do the sisters have to
give her apharmaceutical-grade
aphrodisiac to be sure she'll go through with it? It all sounds a bit
excessive, but deep down she probably can't deny she finds the
prospect a little thrilling, too. 
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His to Expose: The See-Through Outfit






Her submission is personal,
but her humiliation will be public … 


Since coming to live with her
dominant Robert, neglect and boredom have become things of Jen's
past. When she finishes her to do list and goes to him for a little
excitement and attention, little does she know that he has in mind
will bring her as much excitement and attention as she will be able
to handle. Although Robert begins their outing by bribing Jen with
a gift from a sex shop, he is well aware that she secretly enjoys
his hobby of putting her in compromising and often humiliating
public situations. Her secret's safe with him, of course, but as
for the rest of what she might try to keep covered up … it's all
fair game.
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