
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Cost of Getting Caught
A BDSM Humiliation and Menage Erotic Story


by Jessica Whitethread



Olivia knows it's wrong to be sleeping with her boss.

As long as no one finds out, it can just be their dirty little secret.

Jack Benson is a rich, handsome and powerful. He knows exactly what he wants, and Olivia has learned it feels amazing to give it to him.

Anywhere. Anytime. He demands. She obeys.

But when a coworker stumbles across some of her private notes, he threatens to expose Olivia's most intimate and embarrassing secrets in public for all too see.

She has to keep him quiet, keep her boss from finding out she put him at risk, and do it all while she discovers one final secret she needs to keep hidden:

The more control these men have over her, the more she likes it.


Reader Advisory: This story is for mature audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, a dominant older man and submissive younger woman, BDSM themes, public humiliation, forced exhibition, workplace nudity, orgasm denial, and rough group sex. All characters are 18 or older.
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It's Been Too Long

"You had a good weekend, then?" Jack asks. He's distracted by an email that's just popped on his computer screen.

My boss runs a lazy hand across his jaw. The barely audible scratch of stubble is uncharacteristic for him. He's a crisp, expensive dresser who believes his appearance is a reflection of his company, but this morning he's here at work straight off a red-eye from Beijing. I'd be lying if I said it wasn't hot to see him just a little bit disheveled.

I shrug non-committally. I spent most of it thinking about him. "It was quiet."

His eyes flick to me. "Don't know what to do with yourself while I'm away?" he teases.

"I barely know what to do with myself while you're around."

He laughs. "That's what makes you so much fun."

He probably hasn't showered since yesterday. A hint of the scent of his body comes through beneath the light cologne and expensive smell of his clothes. It's heady and masculine and sexual in a way I'd never experienced before I met him. I try to ignore it.

"Did you touch yourself thinking about me?" he asks.

Did I give myself away? Or does he just instinctively know what to say to make me flustered.

I squirm a little but I try to play off the question. "You think that's all I do when you're gone?"

He laughs at me with his eyes. "Mostly."

I blush. "Well ... maybe I did, just a little."

"Any toys?"

"I thought you told me not to use them."

He nods in acknowledgment. "Right answer."

I shiver a little at the authority in his tone. Everywhere I go, his rules follow me. I never would have guessed how hot that could be.

"It does leave a bit to be desired, to be honest ..." I murmur. "When you're away, I mean. It's all well and good that you like to keep me ... primed and ready. But when you're away and I'm just sitting at home ..."

The teasing smile on his lips broadens. "Olivia, are you telling me I keep you too horny?"

"Well, I mean, I'm just staying that ..."

He waits for me to finish but I don't have it in me to keep going. I shouldn't even have said this much. The words just started coming out - I hadn't meant to admit any of this. A blush blooms in my cheeks.

Now that I've admitted that I'm almost too horny to function, I can see him filling in the blanks easily enough. His gaze wanders over me, enjoying the sight.

It's like he can see my every secret like I'm wearing it taped to the front of my blouse. He can tell I've been aroused almost constantly for the past three days. He can tell that not being allowed to make myself come just turns me on more. He can tell my clit feels permanently swollen and sensitive and that my nipples are tender and keep stiffening up at the slightest brush of fabric and that my pussy has been so wet I keep having to change my underwear.

He can tell that even right now, embarrassed at the intimate admission, I'm turned on just by him knowing he affects me like this, and it only makes everything worse.

"Two months ago," he recalls, "you'd have dropped dead before you could bring yourself to admit you liked sex."

Slight exaggeration. I hadn't been *that* uptight. "Yes, sir."

"And now you're here demanding I let you come. Before even a 'good morning.'"

"I certainly did wish you a good morning."

He laughs, but there's a glint in his eye that tells me I haven't heard the last of this. Me and my big mouth. "How's my calendar?" he asks.

"You've got back-to-back meetings starting at 10 and then a late lunch with two of the new investors at the Biltmore."

He sighs. "Business, business, business."

Ever the gentleman, even when he's surely concocting some agonizing reprimand, he stands from his desk and comes around to open the door for me. I'm dismissed.

"We'll continue this particular conversation this evening. My penthouse, eight o'clock."

I shiver in anticipation. "Yes, sir."

Walking past him brings me perilously close to him. My nose fills with that heady scent. I try to breathe shallowly. Every gulp of air when he's this close inflames the fire where my legs meet.

But he isn't quite done with me. His mere presence holds my body captive as he reaches out and touches me ever-so-lightly at the collar. His touch traces the placket of my blouse, dipping in to brush the back of his fingers against my heated skin. It's not a low-cut top, really, but it's loose enough to allow his hand to move beneath the fabric with the kind of easy possessiveness I'd never thought could be so tortuously arousing.

Nestled in my bra, he finds my stiff, eager nipple. He brushes over it just once. Twice. He listens to me pant, his gaze holding my own in a locked vice. My God, I could come just from this.

"Don't be late." His voice is soft, barely above a whisper, but I don't doubt it could move continents. *I* will move continents, if that's what it takes to be at his penthouse at eight o'clock and zero seconds.

I nod my head, not trusting that I can speak without also releasing the moan I'm holding back so fiercely.

He releases me.

I try to catch my breath as he opens the door and ushers me out. I'm deposited back into a world of filing cabinets and desks and phones and sterile, abstract corporate art.

And now I'm supposed to get back to work?



I'm sure there's a bit more red in my cheeks than normal as I send in Jack's ten o'clock, but I think my fluster passes unnoticed. I sink into my desk, grateful that I can afford a couple minutes to myself before I need to face the next tasks of the day.

I pull up my email and draft a new message to my own inbox. This is how I recenter myself when I need to clear my head. *God I Love Mondays*, I put in the the subject line. Surely I'm the only one, but very little about my life feels particularly normal these days.

I don't need anyone to tell me it's a bad idea to screw around with my boss - which is why I haven't told anyone I'm doing it. I'm bursting with keeping it hidden, but any other option is unthinkable.

All I have is this little trail of messages - a record of the dirtiest, most exquisite secret of an otherwise normal life.

*It's wrong.* I write. *Is that why it feels so good?*

*Even the most innocuous touch from him is like an electric current channeling straight to my pussy. And no, there is no such thing as an innocuous touch where Jack Benson is concerned. Everything he does is deliberately meant to drive me crazy. He's turning me into a nymphomaniac. Like a game. Like a toy.*

*How did a nice girl from Montana end up like this? Or maybe this is all because I'm a nice girl who never realized being bad could feel so good?*

*Every day that goes by I become a hornier, sluttier version of myself for him. This feeling reminds me of the day he had me wear a loop of rope around each breast, under my work clothes. Every time I moved, I could feel the tightness and pressure around my tits. It was just a little uncomfortable and a little painful. It was so degrading and erotic and I fucking loved it. That's how I feel all the time now, regardless of what I'm wearing or even what I'm doing. Just being around him - feeling him looking at me or imagining him thinking about me - is enough.*

"Olivia?"

I jump six inches in the air. I've been so engrossed in the email I'm writing myself that I was completely oblivious of the brown-haired girl from IT waiting politely for me to notice her. Susan or Mary or something. I slam the laptop in front of me closed. She's been on the other side of the desk. She hasn't seen anything. Do I have a weird expression on my face?

"Sorry, didn't realize you - " I stammer. "What can I do for you?"

She indicates a laptop in her arms and points at the closed one on the desk in front of me. "I'm here to swap you back."

"Swap me back?"

"You noticed that's not your normal computer, right? We've been doing sitewide updates. That one's the loaner we put here while we did the installations. Sorry, I thought Seth talked to you when he did the initial swap."

"Oh. I'm - sorry, my mind's been elsewhere. I guess that's why I had to log back into everything. I didn't even realize. I'm not much of a computer person."

She smiles brightly. "No worries. Everything's on the cloud anyways these days, right? You barely notice. But we've got you all set up now." She sets the laptop she's been holding on the edge of my desk and looks at me expectantly.

Haltingly, I start to hand over the laptop I've just been typing on. She starts to reach for it, only for me to pull it back in momentary panic. "Um, let me just make sure I saved the document I was working on."

She nods. "Of course. Take your time."

I open the laptop back up and carefully close all the open browser windows. Done. Safe. "Okay, looks good. Sorry I wasn't more on the ball."

She bobs. "No worries whatsoever." She takes the laptop and heads back towards the elevator.

"Have a good one," I call after her.

"You, too."

A shiver runs up my spine. That was much too close. I'm getting careless. When this all started, I was so incredibly careful. I can't, *can't* let something like that happen again. It could all end in the blink of an eye. HR. Dismissal with cause. Even Jack wouldn't be able to control it if word got out ...


Not Long Enough

As I step up onto the curb in front of the luxury high-rise on Essex Street, I close my coat a little tighter around me. I give the doorman what I hope comes off as a friendly wave, but definitely not one that invites a conversation. I'm a familiar face by now and he sends me through without calling up.

Even though my coat is closed at my neck and runs to below my knees, it's impossible not to feel a little under-dressed on the street, given what I'm wearing. It's a little red dress, wispy and light. No bra. Satin thong - already damp enough that the slight wind that kicks up under my coat is cool and uncomfortable as it flows over my groin.

It's 7:57. I anticipated having to wait for the elevator, but it dings open as soon as I press the button. The other end will open directly into Jack's private suite, so I can't go up early and wait by his door. I pretend I need to fix my shoe, bending down and letting the elevator time out, close, and reopen twice before I stop stalling and get on. It glides up twenty-seven floors with barely a sound.

The penthouse the elevator opens into is expansive and open-planned. In the daytime it's filled with sun and a view out across the city that makes you hold your breath. Right now, it's bathed in the warm lighting of a series of chic, faux-industrial embrasures. Four steps lead down from the entrance hall into the main foyer and living room. I find him there, reclining, a glass of wine in his hand. An empty glass sits waiting on the table for me to join him.

"Olivia," he greets me.

"Good evening, sir."

I call him 'sir' here. I call him 'sir' at the office, too, of course, and probably manage to make it sound professional. Right now, though, the sound of the word is anything but professional. It echoes in the air and vibrates through my body, like a tuning fork pushed into every intimate crevice I possess.

He pours me a glass of wine as I hang my coat on a hook by the wall. He regards me as I turn to him. Another slight shiver runs down my spine and into my center in response to the unhurried path his gaze traces along my body.

I know the dress makes an impression - I've been imagining this moment for hours. I can feel every square inch of cloth - and the many, many more square inches where cloth would normally be. The bottom hem brushes the tops of my thighs. Thin fabric clings to stiff, eager nipples.

"You look nice tonight," he compliments me.

"Thank you, sir."

He doesn't say more. Understatement is one of his many arts, but his eyes tell the rest of the story. He's savoring what he's done to me. I was a sweet, innocent little thing when he got his hands on me. Now look at me.

And there's lust there, too, in those eyes. Hunger for me. Hunger for my body. Hunger for my total submission and powerlessness before him.

He holds out the glass of wine to me and I take it, sinking into a seat beside him. I'm almost touching him but not quite. I don't initiate. That's not how this works.

I take a long drink. It helps with the nerves, giddy and titillating as they might be.

He raises his own glass in a toast to me. "To evenings together after evenings apart."

I mirror his gesture and drink again. I manage to taste the wine this time. To no surprise, it's exquisite.

He pushes a strand of hair from my face before letting his hand fall to my leg. He traces an idle circle on my bare skin.

"I did miss you, you know," he tells me. "Even just three days away felt too long."

A smile comes to my lips. "Really?"

He nods. "Maybe you're not the only one who's been changed a little bit by all this."

Whether it's true or just a sweet little exaggeration, it feels good. Almost as good as the fingers still tracing idle letters across the oh-so-sensitive skin of my leg. They start to walk up my thigh. They cross my waist and wander up my abdomen. In a moment, he's cupped my breast.

Between his thumb and forefinger, he catches my nipple. He pinches it. He rolls it between his fingers. The fabric is so thin it does nothing to absorb the pressure. There's just the slightest hint of pain.

"But I haven't changed all *that* much, Olivia."

The intentional edge in his voice jerks me out of the aroused stupor. Instantly I tense. Of course. How stupid am I? I transgressed this morning - telling me he'd been unfair to me. He's not going to ... oh ...

The pressure in that ultra-sensitive place builds painfully builds for a moment and then subsides just a little. He tugs, forcing me to turn to fully face him using his grip on my breast. I'm so incredibly vulnerable ... and he's so incredibly, deliciously dangerous ...

"What is the relationship we have?" he asks me with deceptive mildness. "How would you describe it?"

My breath is shallow. I search his face for the right answer. "Sir?"

"I'd like to hear what you think this relationship is. How it works."

I don't mind a test. I like tests. I'm good at them. But right now, every answer needs to be perfect. "That's for you to decide, sir."

"It's for us to decide. Nobody is being forced to do anything here."

"Of course not, sir."

"So then tell me."

"Umm." It's really hard to think in this particular position. Surely he knows that. And it's such an open-ended question. It would be hard to answer in the light of day, fully clothed, without my nipple captive or my soaking pussy practically shoved in his lap.

I start simple. "I ... do what you want me to do, sir."

"Good," he breathes. "I do like when you do that."

"I like when I do that, too, sir. I like doing what you tell me. It feels really, really good to do what you tell me to do."

He frowns, as though trying to remember something. "But ... that's not what happened this morning, is it?"

I shiver. It's the tiniest little shiver, but it's impossible he doesn't feel it run through me.

"What happened this morning?" he asks.

"I spoke without thinking."

"You implied I owe you orgasms. Isn't that what happened this morning?"

An objection stalls on my lips. I hadn't really gone *that* far, but I guess ... that had been my clumsy implication, hadn't it? Stupid. Foolish. Thinking with my clit. "I shouldn't have done that, sir."

"No," he agrees. "No, you shouldn't have done that."

He releases me.

I don't move an inch. I hold the posture he pulled me into: back straight, chest thrust out. I'm inches from him. My body is open to his.

"I don't bring it up because it hurts my feelings, Olivia. I'm concerned that it means we want different things. I worry it means this isn't what I think it is."

Want different things? Is this how it ends? Is this how he cuts me off from this feeling I once had no idea existed, and now can't live without?

"Please don't think that, sir. I was just being stupid."

"So you apologize?"

"Of course!"

"Of course, sir," he corrects.

"Of course, sir," I repeat dutifully.

He considers me again. He lets the agonizing silence linger. He studies my contrition. I hold my breath.

"It's so hard to stay mad at you," he says finally. "I have to make myself, or this little disobedient streak in you would go much, much too far."

I nod. "Yes, sir."

"And I see you brought me a gift. An apology gift."

"What?"

He gestures at my front. At the dress. "Show me what you brought me. Stand up. Unwrap my gift for me."

He means me. I'm the apology gift. My body. Perhaps my regret and guilt, too, but mostly ... me. A flush of heat creeps up my neck. Why does being deliberately, sadistically objectified feel so fucking hot? "Yes, sir."

I stand. I take a step towards the center of the room. I turn my back to the twenty foot floor to ceiling windows looking out over the city. I face only him.

He gestures for me to spin and I obey. I turn slowly on the spot, feeling his eyes on every inch of me. The dress shifts and clings.

He points to one of the low, glass coffee tables. "Set the dress there. Fold it nicely. It's a lovely garment, and I'd like to see it again."

I nod and undress for him. I lift the hem up from my legs, past my waist, belly. It catches for just a second on my breasts before they're freed. It pulls loosely over my head and then I'm nearly naked. All that remains is my thong - a soft, wet scrap of cloth - and the pair of understated red, three-inch heels he bought for me in Milan.

I fold the dress over one arm and walk it to the table. I lay it neatly and tug at a corner to pull out a wrinkle. I walk back to stand before him.

His hungry, patient eyes never leave me.

"Good." he says. "Yes, I accept your apology."

I don't know if I feared he wouldn't, or if I'm just so wound up that everything he says sounds important, but a rush of gratification pours through me.

I move my hand to the thin band of my thong. I'm ready to be his gift in every way.

"No," he says.

I freeze.

"You can leave those on. Your insistent little pussy won't be participating in tonight's activities."

No sex. At least not for me. I bite my lip. I nod. I've earned this, I guess. My aching pussy throbs. Yes, it's fucking insistent. You think *he* finds it too demanding?

I just wish that being denied sex didn't make it feel so much more necessary. Three days he's been away, and now ...

"Play with your tits," he orders.

I obey. I gather the twin handfuls of my breasts. I circle my nipples which are already primed and rigid with need. The soreness of his vice-like grip is already forgotten. It blends in with the persistent, aroused ache. I display myself for him.

"On your knees."

I approach him and sink onto my knees in front of him.

"I could really use an orgasm myself," he says lazily to me. "Would you like to help me with that?"

I let him mock me without protest. "Yes, sir."

He gestures at himself. "Then go ahead."

I'm gratified to find he's already hard for me. I can feel the huge, rigid shape through the cloth of his pants as I unlatch his belt. Just brushing my hand over his throbbing rod triggers an echoing throb in my own pussy. I've felt him inside me and can imagine it now so distinctly and vividly that it's almost like it's happening.

I nearly cry out, but I don't. I force myself to ignore the need in my own body. This is a punishment. It's meant to feel this way.

I open his fly with tentative fingers and he lifts himself an inch from the sofa to let me pull his pants loose. His manhood frees and stands out from him, huge and thick.

I wet my lips and lower them around his shaft. He's hot and engorged in my mouth. There's a salty taste of pre-cum. His pulse throbs against my tongue as I run it along the underside of his shaft.

Slowly I start to pleasure him. I take as much of him into my mouth as I can, and then go a little further. It's not easy. It's never been easy to fit him, but I manage it. A slight exhalation of pleasure sounds above me and I redouble my efforts.

His taste is so fucking erotic and familiar. At the back of my head, I wonder if a woman can come from giving head. Until this moment, it never occurred to me, but right now it feels eminently possible.

If it happened, would he be upset with me? He would, I think. I can't risk it. I focus only on his pleasure, not on mine. My need - yes, I can't block that out entirely, but -

I stiffen sharply. A new touch. His foot. His foot is between my legs. It brushes once, twice against my soaking thong. It's not accidental.

I almost want to laugh. This is too much, even for him. If he knew what this felt like ... he wouldn't be doing it, would he?

All I can do is focus on his cock. I focus on the pleasure I'm giving him. I focus on the job before me. Get him to come before I do, or ...

With his foot, he rubs against my clit. Incredibly slowly, never quite hard enough to force me over the edge. Just enough to torture me. My whole body screams at me to lean into the pressure: banish any last shred of dignity and grind against the top of his foot like a dog. But I know better. I hold still and let him tantalize and torment me without any complaint.

In fact, I suck him harder, as if I'm grateful. And maybe I am. I don't want him to stop, even as the sensation torments me.

I curl my lips around his cock. I rove my tongue over him. I trace every contour of his manhood, the head, the veins, the thick rope underneath. I let him fuck my throat like this was what it was made for.

And finally, after an excruciating eternity, I feel him tensing. He's close. I surge onward, pushing him over the edge. He grips my head and pours hot, thick gushes of cum down my throat with a guttural growl that I know I'll be hearing in my fantasies for weeks. Fuck.

I swallow every drop. I press a soft, parting kiss to the head of his cock. I sit back.

He nods in satisfaction, his eyes closed. "Good." His toe rubs my clit for emphasis. It's like a little head-pat of approval, but delivered directly to my center. It's demeaning. It's degrading. I like it. Dirty slut that I am, I fucking love it.

He reaches out and bids me up onto the couch beside him. I go. I lay my head on his chest as his breathing calms. I accept the raging need inside me. My own pulse slows. For tonight, I will make do with this.

And not make this morning's mistake again.


Getting Caught

I barely sleep that night. I toss and turn, restless and heated with need. I relive the past twelve hours like it's a fantasy. Even in my dreams I don't get to fucking come.

By the time my bedside clock reads six, I've given up on sleep entirely. I hop on my computer to write myself another email. I just need to clear my thoughts.

*I wore that slutty dress so that he'd have no choice except to fuck me,* I recount to myself. *And instead, he just effortlessly co-opts it to serve his own purposes. Somehow it became an admission of wrong-doing. And standing there, throwing myself at him, I realize it's just salt in the wound. It's highlighting everything I want and making the fact that he's not going to give it to me that much more excruciating. He's just so much better at these games than I am. My sexuality is like a leash he can lead me around by. His sexuality is ... the opposite.*

I sit back, trying to find words for these feelings. I'm obsessed with trying to apply logic to why I'm so into this whole dominant-submissive thing, but so frequently I come up short. I can't explain it, even to myself.

All I know is that -

I freeze.

The compose email popup has just timed out and saved what I was writing to the drafts folder. My screen has bounced back to my inbox. Sitting at the top of my secret folder is ... a new message. From myself. Or rather, from my own account.

But it isn't one I wrote.

My stomach is already doing a somersault as I open it.

*Olivia,* it reads, *aren't you just full of secrets! We've had a lot of fun going through all of this, but I'm not sure it's something you'd want other eyes on. We should talk. It might be in your best interest to show up to work a little early today. It'd give us a chance to chat by the supply closet on the third floor.*

There's no signature.

My first thought is that it's Jack. How humiliating would that be? I have thousands of words stretching back two months, delving into excruciating detail about how obsessed with him I am and the intensity of the feelings he's awoken in me. It was never meant for his consumption.

But then an even worse thought pops into my head. What if it *isn't* Jack?

And the more I think about it, the more the second, far worse option makes sense. If it was Jack, he'd just ask to see him in his office. He'd just tell me about it in person. It really wouldn't be like him to snoop like this at all, actually. He takes such pleasure getting me to give him everything he ever wants from me willingly, it'd almost ruin it if he took something by subterfuge. If he knew these emails existed and wanted to read them, he'd ask for them directly and dare me to tell him no.

This was someone else. Someone else had found ... but how? When?

The time on the email was last night, around nine o'clock. I close my eyes and breathe a sick, shallow breath. It was definitely not Jack, then. I was with him when this email was written. I was ... stripped, on my knees, his cock in my mouth ... like I've been so many times before. Like I've described in these emails ...

Fuck. Me.

In a panic, I delete everything in the folder. I slam the computer shut. My heart is pounding. I'm hyperventilating. I force myself to breathe.

It's six forty-two. I'm usually at work by eight. If whoever wrote this email knows my schedule, then "getting to work early" means soon. Now.

I dress in a rush. I can't bring myself to eat breakfast. I'm out the door barely twenty minutes after first seeing the email.



By the time I get to the office, a plan of action is starting to form in my head: deny deny deny. Play dumb. Get offended if I have to. I'll surely have *no idea* where they even came up with the perverted things they're going to accuse me of.

And as a backup plan ... if they were smart enough to grab some proof before I deleted the emails ... maybe call it fan-fiction? Fantasies? Sure, it's not ideal, but can anyone get fired for having an imagination and using it in their own private, personal time? And what were they doing in my email anyways? That's the more important question, after all. What the hell were they doing in my email?

Except for the security guard in the lobby, the building seems empty as I arrive. I make my way up to the third floor, meeting no one.

For a stupid, hopeful moment I think maybe no one will show up. Maybe whoever got into my email will realize realize this is all none of their business and chicken out? Maybe I'll never hear from them again.

But no, there they are. Two figures, chatting oh-so-innocently in the hallway by the supply closet. I draw closer and recognize them. Avery Cole and Michael Artini. They work a floor below me, in marketing.

We've had several run-ins over the couple years I've worked here. There was a nasty incident when Avery wanted a meeting with Jack after an issue with one of the VPs that Avery works under. Jack had no interest in getting involved and had refused the meeting. I had been blamed for denying an appointment, but I was just the messenger. Avery had told me I was on a power trip and that there was nothing lower than a secretary who took herself too seriously.

Great.

"Well, well, well," Avery greets me. He already seems much too pleased with himself.

"What are you two doing here so early?" I ask.

"Cut the bullshit, Olivia. You know exactly why we're all here."

"You're going to help me restock the printers in the executive suite?"

Michael laughed, but it wasn't a very warm sound. Avery didn't even do that much. "Making the easy parts of this hard is just going to make the hard parts of this that much harder, Olivia. Like I said, cut the bullshit, unless you want this conversation to still be dragging on when the rest of the office starts to arrive."

"I still don't know what you're talking about, but if you have something to tell me, why don't you go ahead and say it?" I suggest primly.

"She deleted the emails this morning," Michael points out to Avery. "She thinks we don't have anything. Just show her how fucked she is and we can get to the good part."

Avery smirks at him. "Sure." He reaches into his pocket and pulls out his phone. "'I feel my pussy clench up every time I walk into his office.'" he reads from the screen.

My stomach drops.

"'I can't stop looking at his crotch. Now that I know just how fucking huge he is, I look for his dick in his pants every time he shifts position, if I have an angle to see his groin. He caught me doing it the other day. That was what set off the 'executive meeting' blowjob I wrote about on Thursday. He said I shouldn't let my eyes get bigger than my stomach. He says I have to be more discrete or he'll give me incentive. I don't know what that means, but the thought of him punishing me is ... a lot hotter than I can explain.'"

He stops reading and looks at me. "Who knew you were such a slut under that uptight exterior? You're the office cock-hound and your precious boss was the only one lucky enough to find out. Well, until now, right?"

I'm shaking slightly but I manage to keep my voice even. "So what have you got? A bit of text in a file? What does that prove?"

"I have a pdf of every email in your inbox. I've got them saved on my phone. I've got them on a hard drive in my safe deposit box. I've got them backed up to two different online storage services. For all you know, I've got them printed out in a stack and tucked under some potpourri at my granny's house. You're not going to make this go away by playing dumb and pretending like I don't know what I know or have what I have."

I close my mouth. I look at him and then at Michael. "What do you want?"

Avery holds out his hands with deliberate nonchalance. "Oh, I don't know. Just a little appreciation for our willingness to keep your secret. It's going to weigh on our consciences, you know. There's some really disgusting, perverted stuff in there."

I grimace. "Spell it out for me, Avery. I'm a simple girl."

"You're going to do what we say. You're going to give us what we want when we ask for it. You're going to be a friend to us. And you're not going to tell your precious boss about our little arrangement. And in exchange, we're not going to plaster this filth across every wall and desk in the office."

"That's pretty vague."

"We have the right to be vague. You have the right to shut up and live with it. We didn't put you in this position. Your ..." he turns down to consult his phone again "... 'insatiable, soaking whore-pussy' put you in this position. One of many positions you've been in, I'd imagine."

I grind my teeth. "Fine. Can I go do my job now?"

"Very nearly."

"What else, then?"

Avery runs his eyes lewdly down my front. He lingers long enough on my tits to make sure I see him looking. "I think we'd like a little token of goodwill. Something for us to hold onto to remind us that you're being cooperative."

"Like what?"

Avery turns to Michael as though at a loss. "Something that represents the intimate nature of our arrangement, wouldn't you say?"

"Something personal," Michael agrees.

"How about her panties?" Avery suggests, as though just coming up with the idea.

My stomach does a somersault. In retrospect, I liked this all much better when it was vague.

Avery turns to me. "You *are* wearing some, aren't you, Olivia? Women like you, I know it can really depend on the day."

"Are you being serious?" I ask. My heart is hammering in my throat.

"Deadly serious. Hand them over. Unless you'd like to stall a bit longer and have someone walk in on you taking them off? It's quarter to eight already."

I check the clock on the wall and see he's right. I chance a look into Avery's face and confirm there's no trace of hesitation or doubt there. I spare a glance towards Michael, but he, too, seems resolute.

"Fine. But don't call *me* the pervert."

"No deal. We'll call you what you are."

I hate myself for blushing. Humiliation blooms across my face, but I do as I'm told.

I turn away from them slightly, hunch over to reach up under my skirt, and slide my underwear down my legs. I'm mortified to find them damp. I had an explicit dream in the night, in the five minutes I'd managed to sleep. I must have made them so wet that they stayed ... but no, I realize. I'm wet right now.

Why did this have to happen today, of all days, the day I'm being punished for being too horny by keeping me that way?

I straighten and hand them over, my face flaming. I pray Avery won't notice.

But of course he does. It's impossible not to. He ruffles the cloth in his fingers. He looks up at me, his face an unreadable mask. "You're one of a kind, Olivia. I'll give you that."

He passes them to Michael, who I likewise get the pleasure of watching make that intimate, humiliating discovery.

"Can I go now?" I ask, just the hint of pleading coming unbidden into my voice.

Avery smiles at me. "Of course. We wouldn't want to make you late for work."


Paying the Price

Back at my desk, I try to come to terms with everything that just happened. This isn't good. What the hell am I going to do? I need to think of a way out of this.

It doesn't help that my brain keeps getting distracted by the most inconsequential bits of all of this. I hate the idea that Avery might have thought I was wet for him. I wasn't. It was because of - it wasn't because of him.

Was it?

I'm in a position of total powerlessness. I'm being treated like a possession. It's erotic. It ... is definitely turning me on. All these new sexual experiences have really fucked with my head. Being wound tighter than a clock on New Year's isn't helping, either.

But the fact remains ... thinking of Avery and Michael putting their heads together, reading about my most personal, explicit sexual experiences is ... kind of hot. I wondered if they had touched themselves to the memories I had so dutifully recorded.

Was part of their maliciousness ... jealousy? When men call a woman a slut, I always assume at least three-quarters of it is jealousy of the men she's actually sleeping with. Maybe ... maybe they kind of *liked* reading what I wrote. Maybe they wish they'd get to play a part in something like that.

Maybe that's their goal with me.

I mean, they aren't ... bad looking. What if this all ends in me becoming their sexual plaything. What if I wind up getting swapped back and forth, powerless to stop it? What if I just don't have a choice but to submit to their every smallest desire ...

I stop myself with a sharp pinch to my thigh. Focus! I berate myself. This has real consequences. This isn't role-play. This is your career. This is your reputation.

They're assholes. They don't get to win.

But it sure seems like they're winning.

They're off somewhere laughing to themselves. I'm sitting at my desk sans panties, now soaking in earnest at the unbidden thoughts this predicament has awoken in me. I can feel the slickness seeping directly into my skirt as I sit in place. Can't blame *that* on a dream last night. It's happening right now.

"Olivia, I need the minutes from the last board meeting." Jack arrives with business-like briskness. He disappears into his office, leaving me scrambling to pull up the right file.

"Close the door," he says as I follow him inside a moment later.

I do as he tells me. He doesn't look up immediately. He's typing something on his phone. "The breakfast with Mayberry raised a couple roadblocks. I just had the most hellish realization that -" He pauses as soon as he looks up. "What's wrong?"

"What? What do you mean?"

"You look frazzled."

I do? I try to straighten my clothes. Maybe my hair is a bit of a mess. I usually take the time to brush it before work, but today, obviously, a couple things got skipped. "I overslept," I lie. "Sorry. It's unlike me."

He spares me only another moment of consideration, but then mercifully lets it drop. I bring him the minutes he asked for.

As he looks through them, I try to straighten myself in my reflection in the blinds-obscured glass of the door. I do look a bit mussed. I let my hair down and retie it. A bit of emergency make-up will fix the rest when I have a moment. I'll duck into the bathroom as soon as Jack's done with me.

"That's why the stakeholders are going to want to be kept in the loop," Jack is saying behind me. You'll need to get ready to send out a memo. Use the LLC letterhead. Technically this isn't a holding company asset."

I realize I missed the first half of what he's been telling me. I'd thought he was just thinking aloud to himself. "Sorry, umm, which stakeholders?"

His attention refocuses on me. I wince. "You're alright?" he demands again.

"Yeah, I'm fine. I just must've slept poorly." At least that one's not a lie.

It's only at this moment that I realize just how much lying *is* going to be involved going forward. Avery and Michael were crystal clear that they didn't want me telling Jack what was going on. Of course, I don't need their help to reach that conclusion. Much worse than anything they could do to me is what Jack will think if he discovers how careless I've been. I've put us both in jeopardy. I have fucked up in the most colossal of ways.

"You're frowning," he points out.

"I'm not. I mean - I am. I'm mad at myself for making you repeat what you were saying."

He nods skeptically. "Well, you'd hear better if you'd stop futzing around over there by the door. Come sit down. I'm going to give you some dictation."

I obey immediately: prim, upright, front and center, knees together. He almost laughs. "God, Olivia, you're so delectable when you're feeling guilty."

I blush. He takes two steps towards me and bends down, letting his lips brush my ear. "I forgive you. Really. Now relax."

He places a hand on my leg. I can't tell whether it's meant to be reassuring or something a little more sexual, just to make sure I'm paying attention to him and only him.

Before he removes it, the hand runs up my leg in the sort of habitual, subconscious possessiveness that always drives me so crazy. It's probably just ingrained muscle memory for him by now. But when he reaches the curve of my ass, he pauses. His fingers retrace their route.

"Olivia," he murmurs, "are you wearing underwear?"

"What? Yes, of course."

He searches for them through the cloth of my skirt. I hold my breath.

"You're not."

"They're no-shows. They're really good."

He sits back, his arms crossing and his face a picture of skepticism. "I don't believe you."

"Why wouldn't I be wearing underwear?"

"You're cross with me for the way I treated you last night. You're trying to tempt me. Who knows, maybe it's even working."

For a split-second, I want to tell him he's exactly right. But what if it's a test? It's bad enough that I get punished for things I actually do. I don't think I'd have the nerve to attempt what he's accusing me of.

"I'm wearing underwear," I insist.

"Show me."

"Right now?"

"Yes. The memo can wait."

I flush. "I'm not sure that's appropriate, sir. What if someone walks in."

"Lock the door. Then show me."

I cast about for another excuse. He watches me patiently. "Olivia," he repeats for what I can tell will be the last time. "Lock the door and lift up your skirt."

I let out a breath, stand, and lock the door.

He points at my skirt. "Up."

"Fine, I'm not wearing underwear."

He laughs. He takes a step towards me. "Well now I don't know what to believe. You'd better show me anyways. That way there's no misunderstandings."

I've been caught in a lie and instead of being angry, Jack's having a sense of humor about it. Take the little wins. I'd really, really like him to fuck me again before the decade ends.

I do as he says.

He admires my naked pussy and takes the hem of my skirt from me, raising it higher until he's pressing the upturned hem to my sternum.

He slips two fingers between my legs. Not inside me, just between my thighs, exploring the outer contours of my lips. "So wet," he murmurs. "No wonder you couldn't focus."

"Yeah," I manage to say with a tight voice. Arousal throbs through my center.

"Is this the only secret you're hiding?" he asks mildly.

"Yes."

"And you'd probably be able to focus on your work a little better if I let you come. Is that it?"

"Yes."

He lets out a long, slow breath. "I think you've suffered enough," he concludes.

I gasp as his fingers slide into me. They glide through my soaking hole as my body yields to him. His thumb comes to rest on my clit. He circles it with broad, deliberate strokes.

"Tell me you'd like to come for me, Olivia," he instructs.

"I'd like to come for you, sir."

"Right now?"

"Right now."

The anticipation of relief is almost an orgasm in itself. My eyes close. I put out a hand and find the back of the chair I was just sitting in. His fingers explore me. They caress coyly at every inner secret of my body.

The movements start to link together. Every touch is like a wave, and every crest lifts me a little higher.

"You shouldn't have lied to me," he says softly.

"I know, sir. I really, really shouldn't have."

"You're not going to do that again, are you?"

"No, sir."

"I think I've been hard on you. Everyone makes mistakes. You're not perfect."

"I'm not perfect, sir," I agree.

"But you learn from your mistakes, don't you?"

I gulp and try to nod. The pleasure isn't like waves anymore. It's like pressure. It needs to be let out. Now.

"So you wouldn't lie to me again?"

I flinch slightly. I don't do it consciously, but that must be what I've done. That's all it takes to give me away. He stills.

"Olivia?"

"Yes, sir?"

"You wouldn't lie to me again, would you?"

"No, sir."

"Is there anything you aren't telling me?"

I shake my head.

"Have you been with another man? You can tell me."

I shake my head fiercely. I was NOT with another man. At least not like that. But I hate that my denial is so tangled up with other falsehoods.

"Why aren't you wearing panties today? Was that really for my benefit?"

Conflict is now raging within me. Part of me wants to lie. A growing part of me now wants to to tell the truth. The rest of me just wants to fucking come. Please, God, let me come!

"Tell me the truth," he insists. "It will feel so, so good. And then I will make you feel even better."

I grit my teeth. My eyes are still closed. I can't fucking think. "Okay! Okay. I gave my panties to Avery Cole in marketing. I didn't want to. He made me. He knows about us."

There's a pause.

Dirty, filthy guilt surges inside me.

"I forgive you," Jack says softly. "Now come for me, and we'll make everything alright."

His permission is what my body has been waiting for so desperately. He brings me to the precipice with one more touch and then I'm collapsing. He holds me up. He muffles my involuntary scream of pleasure. I shake on his hand. My pussy clenches at his fingers. My body quakes. Shudders. Completes.

I'm limp. He straightens my skirt and lowers me into the chair. Dimly I see him wipe his hand on a handkerchief as he circles back to the other side of his desk. He lays out another one where I can reach it. He's thoughtful and distant. I try to catch my breath. I try to wipe the giddy, relieved smile off my face.

"Tell me everything," Jack says at last.

So I do.



As soon as I get confirmation, I pick up the phone and press the intercom button. "They're on their way," I inform Jack.

"Good. Bring them in when they get here."

"Yes, sir"

I close the connection. This is such a strange mixture of two incompatible realities. I've arranged a thousand meetings, and often enough even been asked to sit in on them. Doing the same with Avery and Michael has all the trappings of the mundane, except ...

Well, none of those other meetings were about a book's worth of my own most explicit sexual experiences and fantasies.

Avery and Michael don't take long to arrive. I stand as I see them getting off the elevator. Avery greets me with a warning look. "I hope you don't think getting us fired is going to make any of this any easier for you," he warns me under your breath. "It's going to do the opposite."

"I'm not trying to get you anything. He just found out what's going on, that's all."

He gives me a long steady look. "I thought we were pretty clear that we didn't want him to know."

I flush. "You overestimate my ability to keep a secret."

"Then maybe you've overestimated ours to do the same."

I don't have anything to say to that. At this point, it's out of my hands.

I gesture towards Jack's office. "He's waiting."

"Yeah, yeah."

Avery brushes past me, with Michael close behind. I follow them inside and close the door behind us. Jack is at his desk. He doesn't rise in greeting. "Sit," he orders.

Avery and Michael take the seats across the desk, and I'm left to take the chair by the wall where I often take notes.

"So," Jack addresses the two men. "What do you have?"

"A lot of things she and you wished we didn't," Avery answers with cool defiance.

"We're talking ... what? Notes? Dates and times?"

"It might be faster to show you," Michael suggests.

This is what I've been dreading. As bad as thinking of Avery and Michael going through these emails, far worse is Jack seeing them himself.

"Is that really necessary?" I pipe up. "Jack, I'll vouch for the fact that these are things you don't want publicly known. I certainly don't."

There's the slightest hint of amusement in Jack's face as he looks at me. "For the moment, Olivia, this is a discussion between the three people in this room who didn't lose their underwear on the way to work this morning."

Hot humiliation blooms on my face. I close my mouth.

"*September 7th,*" Michael reads. "*Yesterday was the first time I gave Jack a blowjob after he'd been fucking my pussy. He told me there'd come a time when I'd love tasting myself on him. He doesn't know it's happening already. I was practically a virgin when I met him and now all I can think about having his cock inside me. I fantasize about being his possession. I'm his sex accessory. I'm his fuckslave. He's never called me that, but if he did, I think I'd like it. God, how mortifying would it be if he knew that? But it's true.*"

Jack's eyes flick to mine. I'm crimson, dying in silence.

"*September 22nd,*" Michael goes on. "*I've been trying to get him to look at my tits all morning. He's so focused on the merger that he's barely his normal self. I didn't realize how addicted I am to his attention until it got pulled away from me. Suddenly this feels like a job again. Isn't that pathetic? Just a passing glance of appreciation would keep me going. I'm going to take my bra off at lunch and see if he notices. The last time I did that he fucked me over his desk, but that time it was because he asked me not to wear one. That's what makes him so good for me. He tells me to do things for him and I do them. It gives me permission to be a total slut and pretend it's not entirely my idea. I don't have the courage to do any of this on my own. I'm only finally admitting to myself now that this is who I really am, and not just who he's made me.*

"*If I'm still this fucking horny tonight I'm going to sit down and write down every detail I can remember about the time he fucked me in the ass in the conference room. I haven't been able to look at the table in the same way since.*"

"Enough." Mercifully, *finally*, Jack stops him. "You two squirrels have found yourself quite a nut, it seems," he compliments them. "How exactly did you manage it?"

Avery ignores Jack's tone. "We didn't need to do anything," he says. "Michael was given a loaner laptop from IT while they were updating our systems. Her email was already logged in. These are all messages she's written to herself over the past two months."

"Ah."

I curse myself silently. How fucking stupid am I? Of course closing one browser window wouldn't have magically logged everything out. I really am dumb.

Jack regards them for a minute. I can see Avery and Michael start to shift a little uncomfortably. The more tense a situation is, the more patient Jack becomes. I've seen the power of silence time and again. It's gratifying to see it working so well on someone who isn't me.

"And you hope this little accident achieves you ... what, exactly?" Jack asks.

"That's for us to decide."

"Well hopefully it won't take you too long. Decisiveness is a virtue. I don't know how it is down on the third floor, but up here we keep ourselves pretty busy."

"Believe it or not, you're not the one calling the shots here, Jack. I know it'll be an adjustment, but try to keep up."

Again silence descends, this time much harder and much shorter.

Jack stands abruptly. He walks around the desk and motions in my direction. "You have an impressionable young woman here. You've discovered an incredibly juicy secret about her, and she's desperate to keep it hidden. You think you have all the leverage. You can demand anything from her that you want, and she'll give it to you. What do you ask for?"

Avery glances at Michael. Michael gives a confused shake of his head.

Jack nods at me. "Stand up, Olivia."

Caught by surprise, I scramble to my feet. He waves a hand invitingly across my front. "You're attracted to her," he tells Avery and Michael. "You want to fuck her."

"You've probably spent most of your time admiring her tits," he guesses. "You're not blind. She's got a hell of a pair." He gestures, but I'm not sure it's necessary. Their eyes have had no trouble finding what he's talking about. "C cup, aren't you, Olivia?" he asks.

I swallow, adjusting to the sudden sensation of being on display. "Yes."

"Her ass is worth the attention, as well, as I'm sure you've noticed. Give them a half turn, Olivia."

Michael and Avery's eyes are glued to me with a sort of conflicted relish that sends a slight thrill through my abdomen. I'm humiliated. I'm desired. I might be powerless, but I am ten times over the center of all attention. I should be hating this, but it's becoming a bit of a turn-on.

"You want to fuck her," Jack explains. "Most people would have seen her account was logged in, logged it out, gone on with your business, and never thought of it again. You did the opposite. You must have snooped through it from start to finish, didn't you? You're obsessed. You want to fuck her. You've probably wanted to fuck her for a long time."

"Even if that were true, that's really not what this is about right now," Avery objects.

"Oh," Jack says with exaggerated apology. "That's my mistake. I was misinformed, then. I heard you have her fucking panties in the drawer of your desk." He looks from one to the other. "You want to fuck her. You want to fuck her."

Perhaps subconsciously, multiple pairs of eyes move to my groin, as though the naked pussy beneath my skirt were suddenly in plain sight.

"Is that what you're offering us?" Avery demanded finally. "Are you saying that's the ... that that's on the table?"

"Nothing's off the table until we actually get somewhere. And I think we'll get there a lot more faster if we just all stated what we want. You want to fuck her."

Every time he says 'fuck her' - which is happening with increasing frequency - I flinch a little. There's a trickle of saliva in my mouth that I swallow.

'Fuck' is such a visceral, intriguing, aggressive word. It brings to mind really satisfying amounts of cock pounding into me. I'd have to take it. Maybe even both at the same time. I'd have no choice, of course. They'd have all the power over me. They could make me do anything they wanted. There would be nothing holding them back from taking everything that their bodies demanded of mine.

They'd probably call me a slut as it happened. Well, why wouldn't they? It would be true. It would be a free-for-all, and I would be the main course. It would -

"Olivia."

I turn abruptly to Jack. He's focused on me. I thought he was ... how long ago did he stop talking? He's watching me with surprise.

"Y-yes?"

His eyes hold mine. He reads me like a book.

"Can I speak to you outside for a moment?" he suggests mildly.

"Of course."

I follow him out of the room. As the door clicks shut, he rounds on me. "So what do you make of the situation?"

"What - me? You know how I am, I'm not really a good negotiator. It's definitely good that you're -"

"Your nipples are going to poke holes in your bra, by the way."

I look down in unsurprised chagrin. I try to rub them flat with my palms.

"You don't seem opposed to being the bargaining chip that buys their silence, it seems."

I look up from my nipples to defend myself. "What? I - what do you mean? You're the one who -"

"It was a bluff, of course. Or rather, I thought I was calling theirs. But you're into it."

"I didn't say I was -"

"You think I've explored every inch of your body and ready every corner of your mind and can't tell when you're attracted to someone?"

I open my mouth to protest again, but it feels useless. He's right. He knows I know he's right.

"I mean ... maybe some intrusive thoughts that ... " I flounder. "It's not like I came up with the idea, did I?"

"I don't know. I haven't had the chance to read your little memoirs in there. Apparently there's quite a few ideas you've come up with that I don't know about."

I blush from head to toe. I open my mouth and close it again. "Are you mad at me?" is all I can think to ask.

He tilts his head. "Well, no, actually. I think you're even more perfect than I ever realized."

My eyes jump from the floor to his face in astonishment. His face is sincere.

"You're bad, Olivia," he compliments me. "I never realized until today that ... well, you're a very bad girl."

And without waiting for me to reply, he reaches past me and opens the door back into his office. "Thank God no one ever quite spanked it out of you. After you."

I close my mouth. I let my hands fall from my tits. I proceed in front of him back into the office.

Butterflies are exploding in my stomach at what just happened.

And what it means might happen next ...

"Alright, gentlemen, where were we?"

"It sounded like you were working your way up to a proposition." Avery's tone is deliberately blasé but the hunger in his voice is poorly concealed.

"Oh, that's right." Jack steps back around his desk. "Olivia, take your clothes off and come sit on the edge of the desk here, would you please?"

I freeze on my way back to my chair in the corner. I turn and stare at him in disbelief. I misheard him, didn't I?

Jack addresses the two men, rather than me. "I always find it helps to have the stakes of the deal on the table when they're being discussed, don't you?"

"My clothes off?" I repeat.

"If you please." He points at the spot in front of his desk. He motions Avery and Michael to push their chairs back a foot.

I should say no, of course. ... shouldn't I? I mean if one thing had lead to another that would be one thing, but ...

Talk about being treated like an object. A body in a storefront window.

I stall. I look around me for some excuse or objection. The blinds are closed. It's passing five o'clock. The reception area of the executive suite beyond us is empty. I turn back into the room. I don't have the nerves for this. Strip naked in front of three fully clothed coworkers? Give a girl some foreplay or something ...

"She's shy," Jack explains a bit patiently. "It's a good quality, really. Certainly a great deal of fun. You just have to give her a moment sometimes."

"Okay, okay!" I exclaim. This is happening, it seems. This is happening and it's definitely not going to get easier if Jack starts narrating the conflicted, aroused thoughts roiling inside me.

On slightly shaking legs, I step forward to the spot by the desk Jack indicated. Avery and Michael push a little further back to give me space. It has the effect of putting me on a makeshift stage, as if a huge, million watt spotlight is about to appear on me.

I undo the buttons of my blouse as three men watch me. I open the garment and cool air flutters against the bare skin of my stomach. I shrug it off my shoulders and set it on the desk. I'm perspiring just enough that the air of the room greets each new area of my body coming naked with a cool kiss.

My bra - as I'm sure they've all noticed - doesn't have padded cups. Already it's leaving very little to the imagination.

But it, too, has to go.

I reach up behind me and unhook it in the back. My breasts breathe out into the room, settling firm and sensitive in the line of sight of all. My nipples, hard enough already, stiffen even more as eyes seek them out. It's an intensely pleasurable feeling to be this aroused - to feel the sensitive points of my nipples tighten to their absolute limits.

"You've already made her job a little easier, I know," Jack jokes. "Just the skirt now, Olivia."

I cast him a reproachful look. He's enjoying watching me squirm. He can get away with it because it's obvious to everyone how turned on I am by what's happening to me, but surely he could have made this a *little* less degrading, couldn't he? Or has that been the point from the start?

With a click, the waist of my skit unclasps. I take a breath - it's like ripping off a band-aid - and let it fall to the floor at my feet. It flutters and crumples down into a little, inconspicuous ring of cloth on the floor. I'm naked, fully and totally, as though I never had clothes on at all.

I feel goosebumps on my skin as three male gazes explore my nakedness.

"Sit here, please," Jack invites me, patting the polished wood of his desk. "We have a bit more to discuss."

I lower myself onto the cool, hard surface. My legs stay together self-consciously. I resist the urge to cross my arms over my chest, but my arms sort of drift that way out of instinct and I keep catching myself pushing my tits together into more prominent peaks with my elbows.

"As we were saying," Jack resumes. "I think you were denying that you wanted ..."

"No, we're not denying." Avery's voice is rough with desire as he looks at me. All pretense is gone.

"Oh, good. That saves us some time. The terms, then? You fuck her and we call this matter settled. You dispose of the evidence and we forget any of this happened."

Avery shakes his head. "We fuck her and stay quiet about all this for the time being. We keep the evidence. Destroying our leverage isn't on the table."

Jack regards him for a long minute. "So be it." He looks at me. "Olivia, you agree?"

I'm conflicted. Good Lord am I conflicted. Why do they get to win? They get rewarded for all their underhanded, intrusive, jealous snooping? But on the other hand ... the injustice of it just makes it that much hotter. That much worse. That much more demeaning ...

Jack sees the conflict in me. "Say yes, Olivia," he instructs.

"Okay, okay. Yes."

I feel a trickle of wetness beading down my thigh. I press my hand surreptitiously into my lap, trying to placate my throbbing clit.

"Only one of you," Jack clarifies. "The other gets to watch."

Avery and Michael turn to each other. "I'll do it," Avery says. Michael looks like he wants to object, but he doesn't.

"Good, that was easy. Avery, should we get started?"

Avery steps forward, an expression of deep, hungry appreciation in his face.

"Familiarize yourself with her," Jack invites him. "You've earned this. You wouldn't want any part of your prize to go unappreciated."

I watch him. He can't settle on just one part of me to look at. He settles on my eyes for just a moment.

"Heft her tits," Jack suggests. "She loves having her breasts handled."

Avery reaches out and takes me in his hands. The skin of his palms and fingertips are rough against my smooth, ultrasensitive skin. He hefts the soft weight. He kneads lightly at me. It feels so fucking good to be touched. All this talk ... God am I primed.

His fingers explore the peaks of my nipples. A gasp escapes from my lips before I can stop it. I clamp my mouth shut, humiliated by my intense, eager reaction. I have to close my eyes and focus all my will-power on not making another sound. He feels the way I tremble as he circles his thumb around my areolas, and so he does it again. And again.

I clench one hand into a fist. I'm so fucking turned on by this. With my eyes closed, I can only imagine the other two men watching me. I can only imagine how I look: panting, flushed, hyper-responsive to every touch that I pretended I wasn't desperate for.

"You'll make her come, doing that," Jack muses.

Avery laughs a harsh, tight sound. "If she's such a slut that she comes just from me feeling her tits ... then let her."

Goddamn it, it was hard enough to ignore the possibility when it was unspoken. Now it feels inevitable. It's humiliating to have so little control over my own body. I can't stop feeling this way. I can't stop how much I want this.

"Fuck!" I gasp. Avery's tongue just brushed my nipple! My eyes snap open and then immediately clamp closed again.

He captures my peak in his mouth and circles me with his tongue. My GOD. The growing need was hard to resist a moment ago, but now it's impossible. He's going to make me come. I'm going to come and there's nothing I can do about it.

I'm going to come. I'm going to come. I'm ... coming.

With a helpless moan, I feel it unleash inside me. I can't stop myself from crying out. I clamp a hand over my mouth, but I'm gasping and every breath in or out escapes as an embarrassing, high-pitched sound of need.

Somewhere, I hear Michael snicker. I can only imagine what he thinks of me.

"It's such a unique and powerful feeling to make a woman come on command, isn't it?" Jack says thoughtfully. "I wonder if you can do it again."

Avery settles back and laughs. "I wouldn't bet against it. This is almost too easy."

He puts out a hand to my belly and nudges me backwards. I sink back onto the desk obediently. In a moment, I feel his breath, hot and quick, on my groin.

My body tenses in anticipation. All my defenses have been knocked out. I can only open myself and accept what's coming.

He traces the outline of my lips with his tongue before settling on my clit like a bullseye. He discovers my ultra-sensitive secret. "Ah!" I gasp. My swollen clit has been begging for attention and now it finally has it. I'm being led back into the abyss by my clit, and not going slowly. "Fuck. Fuck! *Fuck!*"

After barely a minute of this, I'm about to come again. I try to fight it but I can't. I try to hide it but I can't.

"Ahh!" I yell. My fists clench painfully. My legs lock around the man doing this to me. My back arches an inch off the desk. My entire body is one flexed muscle, with my clit at its very center.

This climax goes on and on. It feels like an eternity. I can't imagine how long it seems to the men watching me. It leaves me limp and gasping. I sink back onto the desk. My legs flop downwards. I open my eyes and look down at myself. A sheen of perspiration glints on my naked skin. I put my hands on my tits, pressing the fleeting sensations deeper into my own flesh.

"She can be quite vocal," Jack says.

Avery laughs softly.

"I'm sure you could do this all day, but perhaps you've played with her enough. Let's get down to the main attraction. Michael, do you think you'll feel like touching yourself to what's about to happen?"

"What? I - um," Michael sounds caught be surprise, but the guilt in his voice suggests the urge had already occurred to him.

"Let's save some time. Olivia, let's have you get these two gentlemen ready."

I manage to sit up. At Jack's urging, Michael steps up alongside Avery. I take my cue and greet them with tentative, inquisitive hands. In turn, I undo their belts, loosen their zippers, and push aside their underwear.

They're both so hard for me that the skin of their cocks looks almost painfully taught. I smile in perverse satisfaction. They might call me a whore, but their bodies tell a different story.

I stroke them, one in each hand. The cocks throb at my touch. I feel hot, angry blood surging. I look from one to the other, my mouth wet and my pussy even wetter. I can't touch them without imagining them inside me. I warm to my task.

"That's probably enough, Olivia."

I stop. I'm getting carried away. The two men already look close to coming. I let my hands fall away from them, more than a little satisfied with myself.

"Avery, you seem ready. Would you proceed?"

Angry at himself for letting me take a moment of initiative, Avery shoves me down onto my back. "My pleasure," he grunts.

He grips himself and maneuvers the head of his manhood to my opening. He runs his cock once down the length of my lips, covering himself in my juices. He returns to my entrance, body intent.

His cock presses into me, pushing at my opening, and then ... he's slipped inside. He slides into me. Inch by inch. Deeper. Deeper. Stretching me.

"Oh my God!" I gasp. I'm so wet that my body gives almost no resistance, but my pussy clenches around him in welcome.

Slowly he pulls back and then shoves inside again. He finds a slow, steady tempo and watches me rebound against him. His eyes glitter as he watches my tits bouncing to his rhythm.

"She's used to a little more girth," Jack says. "But I'm sure you use what you're working with as best you can."

Avery's eyes glint with anger. Jack's needling is definitely getting under the skin. But without recourse to fire back at Jack, Avery takes the anger out on me. He plunges into my body with new aggression. He fucks me harder, and then harder still, just to prove he can.

I can tell from the focus on his face that he already wants to come, but his pride won't let him. He's taking out his conflicted urges on my body.

It's working.

He's fucking me well. Hard. Relentlessly. The fact that I've orgasmed twice in the past few minutes is doing absolutely nothing to save me from a third. I'm going to come as he feels me do it around him. I'm a plaything - a bargaining chip. A whore, to be passed around. God, it's an erotic thing to be. I'm so fucking close. And Avery knows it.

"Come on me, you little whore," he grates.

And I do. I come. I catch just a glimpse of Avery's face as he sees me going over the edge. His expression is triumphant and vindictive and satisfied and a little relieved. His cock slows inside of me. He luxuriates in my helplessness as my body floods with loud, grateful release. My body pulses and throbs around him, as he watches.

"Well done," Jack compliments him. "I had a moment I wasn't sure we'd get there." I look up to see him stepping forward. "Pull back a moment, Avery."

Avery looks around at him in confusion. "What?"

"I think that's enough for you. She needs something a little more than you can give her."

"Just what do you think you're -"

"Avery, you're going to go over by your friend against the wall, and the two of you are going to watch me fuck Olivia."

"And why the hell would I do that?"

"Because I now have footage of the two of you getting a handjob from my secretary. And fucking her, of course, in your case, Avery. As for Michael, I don't know whether your coworkers seeing you masturbating in the corner like a pervert is better or worse."

Stunned silence greets his words.

"Now take a seat against the wall and stay out of my way. You're going to watch as I show you what a real man does with a real woman. Take notes, maybe, because after today you're never going to see this again."

I stare at him in amazement. Through the clouded orgasmic fog of my thoughts, it seems insane to me that anyone could be clear-headed right now. But Jack is ... always in control. Always in power. He's majestic. He's harsh and unyielding.

But when I look at him, I see that this isn't just some cool-headed maneuver. He's flushed with aggression. He doesn't like watching me get fucked by someone else. I read it all on his face. He thought he would enjoy the spectacle - that it would be about seeing me explore my sluttiest, most depraved depths - but it wasn't about that. It ended up being about a man who isn't him fucking me, and he hated it.

It's never, ever going to happen again.

And right now, that sounds good to me, too. Fuck me, Jack, my eyes tell him. Show them who really owns me. Do it.

He braces me against the table, facing away, and his cock pushes into me from behind. God, did I manage to forget how big he is in just a few days? I yield to him. His body stretches mine, demanding everything from me and I give it to him.

"Come for me, Olivia," he demands. And he drives into me with purpose and possessiveness and I can't possible withhold what he's asking from me, even if I wanted to.

I come explosively. My heart is beating out of my chest and my eyes are screwed shut as my body roils. I crack an eye open to see Avery and Michael pumping at their cocks to the spectacle. It's a sight that burns into my brain - potent and mesmerizing.

I come three more times before Jack finally reaches his climax, seizes my hips in powerful hands and blasts ropes of hot cum deep, deep into me.

I lay still for a long minute. I press hot, clammy hands to my face. I lever myself up off the desk just an inch or two, my sensitive tits stick to the smooth hard surface for an instant longer than the rest of me. By the time I turn and sit up, Jack has arranged himself.

He watches the two men do the same.

"We keep each other's secrets," Jack advised them. "What happened here stays here. Understood?"

The two men nod.

"Good. Then that's the end of it. The only loose thread is the panties I'm sure are poorly hidden somewhere in Avery's desk. Olivia, should we let them keep them as a memento?"

I flush. "Umm -" The idea is a little bit hot, I have to admit.

"That's a yes," Jack informs them. "But if you ever try to show them to anyone, I have footage to make you both regret it a thousand times over. Understood?"

They nod again.

"Good. Olivia, I've worked up an appetite. Should we find some dinner?"

I stand and try to find my clothes.

Sheepishly, with an air of embarrassment, Avery and Michael file out.

The door closes behind them, leaving Jack and I alone in silence. I shiver slightly as everything that's just happened starts to become real.

Jack draws me close. I look at him with wide, uncertain eyes.

"I'm never letting another man touch you."

His tone is harsh, but none of his anger is directed at me. A warm sense of ... belonging ... floods through me.

"I sort of thought you might feel that way," I admit.

"Good. Then there's no misunderstandings." His hand cups my ass. "But my God, you're a beautiful, fucked up woman," he compliments me. "I've never been so attracted to you."

A stupid, embarrassed grin starts to spread over my face. "Umm, thanks, I guess."

"Sir," he corrects me.

"Sir."

He ushers me out the door of the office.

I'm still red in the face. There's a slight tremor somewhere in my lower belly that keeps me from walking completely straight. I'm ready for a quiet dinner to process everything that just happened.

At least I have my clothes on again.

Well, most of them.
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Submissive's Audition

An Erotic Story of BDSM, Domination, MMF, and Public Sex

"Any woman can give in to a little rough sex," he went on. "A firm hand or even a couple tight knots and most women think they've learned what it is to give in and submit."

His hand brushed upwards from my hip, caressing the side of my breast almost imperceptibly, and then ran back down and out over my sensitive stomach. He felt me trembling in his hands - felt each little, automatic response to every contact he made with me. The hand rose again and cupped my right breast, teasing at the nipple ever so lightly. I felt myself thrusting my chest into his hand, begging for more substantial stimulation, but his hand withdrew in just far enough to maintain its infuriating lightness.

All the while, the other hand worked its delicate touch up my thigh, claiming my body as his one inch at a time.

As he continued to speak, his tone became quieter and more seductive, almost hypnotic. "But me, I can tell when a woman is truly, utterly powerless. It doesn't have anything at all to do with ropes." The tips of his fingers brushed the lace of my panties.

"Do you know what I mean, Jennifer?"

"Yes," I gasped. I felt paralyzed by need, not just his touch but his orchestration. He was playing my body, and every note seemed to match a perfect harmony I had never listened for before. All the while it seemed that the air I breathed was of nothing but his scent, issuing me deeper into his world of physical bliss.

"Yes, sir," I repeated slightly less breathlessly in an attempt to hide my state from the onlookers. Jack, of course, knew precisely what he was doing to me. There was no concealing this experience from him. I would be safe in his arms, his touch told me. I could let myself go.

The hand between my legs rubbed over my panties and I let out an explosive breath as the friction tugged lightly at my swollen lips and clit.

"I could take anything you possess right now, couldn't I?" he asked softly. "Anything that is yours is being surrendered up to me. I can feel it in every breath you take."

"Yes," I breathed. "Yes."

His fingers felt at the edge of my panties and then nudged them aside. The thought that I was somewhere where I was uncomfortable with my pussy being exposed seemed to flit back and forth somewhere in the distant recesses of my mind.

"I could manipulate you and use you and you would not even think to object."

"Yes," I repeated. Each word he spoke seemed infused with the pleasure his fingers were imparting to me. I held my breath as I felt them spread my lips and run along my sensitive folds. I had not opened my eyes in the past five minutes. Nothing else existed but the part of me that he was touching.

"When I put my fingers into you, you are going to be mine utterly."

"Yes," I agreed before I understood what he was saying. Then when I did, I repeated, "yes."
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