
        
            
                
            
        

    
Exposed at the Office
A MFM Workplace Menage and Exhibition Humiliation Erotic Story


by Jessica Whitethread



I was standing in front of all my coworkers, my skirt barely long enough to cover my panties and my ***s so clear and visible through my blouse that I might as well have been naked. I stood frozen with chagrin.

Distantly, I heard the sound of a phone camera taking a picture ...

When Claire walks in on her coworkers kissing in the break room, she thinks she finally has the leg up she's been waiting for. But when she runs to their handsome, older boss, he sees things a very different way.

He hates a prude, and it's Claire who's going to be taught a lesson she won't soon forget ...

Soon Claire is being paraded in front of everyone she works with in the *most revealing outfit she's ever imagined.* Her embarrassment builds, but the greatest humiliation is the one she fights against the hardest.

As each new, intimate part of her gets exposed, she only gets more turned on.

It's too mortifying to admit ... but her body can only keep a secret for so long ...


Reader Advisory: This story is for mature audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, a dominant older man and submissive younger woman, public humiliation, forced exhibition, workplace nudity, and rough group sex. All characters are 18 or older.
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Reprimand Gone Wrong

As I reached the door to Mr. Bennett’s office, I took a moment to collect myself.

I forced myself to take a breath.

In a moment, the adrenaline would ebb and I could put on a mask of professionalism that would conceal the way this man affected me. I went through this every single time I was about to encounter my boss.

He had some sort of magnetism. It wasn't just that he was strikingly handsome - with his full, dark hair, strong jaw and brilliant eyes - or that he was the most important man in every room he set foot in. It was the way he spoke to me. It was the way he looked at me. Those eyes pierced through me and saw me to my core. He seemed to know me in a way I didn't even know myself.

Every time I stepped into his office, I wondered if he could tell how attracted I was to him. Could he tell that just a hint of his scent or the sound of his rich voice made me a little wet? Made my nipples harden in my bra? Did something in my face give it all away?

His approval was never easy to earn, but any taste of it was intoxicating and addictive. Over the last few weeks, I had become his right-hand woman in my role as office manager. He relied on me - that was the word he had used! - to be his eyes and ears on the office floor.

Well, today I'd *really* seen and heard something that he should know about.

I knocked and waited.

"Come in," came the rich, familiar voice from beyond the door.

I stepped inside.

"Claire, to what do I owe the pleasure?" He was seated at his desk and cocked his head with an easy smile as I entered.

I felt a flutter in my stomach as I met his steely blue eyes. My body responded to him in all those distracting, unhelpful but delicious ways.

"Mr. Bennett," I began. Mercifully, my voice emerged steady and cool, as I had practiced. "Something has to be done about Janet."

He motioned for me to sit.

"You've noticed how she's been dressing, haven't you?" I prodded. "And acting?"

He shook his head politely, waiting for me to go on. The reaction surprised me. Was it possible he didn't even realize what I was referring to? I thought it had been obvious.

"With her, everything is just an opportunity to flirt. It's unbelievably distracting. It's unprofessional. I didn't want to say anything, but I just walked in on her - her and Trevor. They were in the break room and she was all over him. They were kissing and groping at each other like school kids or something. It was … well, I had to bring it up. It's gone way too far."

"That must have been quite a shock to stumble into."

I warmed to my audience, relishing the lurid details. I had half-expected all of this to be old news, but no, apparently not.

"She dresses so… slutty." I hesitated at the ugly word for only an instant - but it was the only one that fit. "All those short skirts and low-cut tops. The other day she didn't even … there was no bra. She had no bra on. I almost couldn't believe my eyes. She walked past the air-conditioner and I swear, you could see the outline of her nipples."

"No!" my boss said arching his eyebrow at me.

"I don't think how on earth she thinks she can get away with it. My God, with a chest like she's got, half the men in the office would be staring at her tits anyways!" I mimed the prominence of her breasts. As I did so, I felt a pang of resentment. I was pretty well-endowed in that department as well, maybe even more than she, but of course I wore *professional* attire that didn't flatter in that way, so my coworkers would never know.

"And if that's not enough," I went on, "some days I could swear she’s not ever wearing… anything under those skirts. She’s such a distraction. Something has to be done, I mean, not to tell you. I'm just saying."

Mr. Bennett sat there for a while. He seemed to be studying me, waiting for just the right words. I just knew he was going to tell me to fire Janet, and I couldn’t wait to do it. Technically I didn't have the authority, but he would have me be the one to break the news and I could admit I was going to enjoy it. I'd kept my mouth shut about her for so long.

"Listen, Claire," he said. "I want to thank you for your invaluable work as our office manager. You’ve been an amazing help to me."

I beamed. My face reddened embarrassingly, but I didn't care. "Thank you."

"But … I think you might be losing sight of the bigger picture."

"I - what? What do you mean?"

"When our employees are happy, they work harder. When they feel like we’re constantly berating them or watching them or telling on them what to wear and how to connect with one another, they become resentful and disgruntled. It’s a self-defeating fight."

"I… I thought you wanted me to…"

"Yes, you're finger on the pulse of this office is critical to me. But we have to be judicious about what we act on and what's not worth the trouble."

"But Janet she… she *is* troublesome," I protested.

He made a gesture in the air that felt absurdly dismissive, given everything I'd just told him. "What kind of trouble is she, Claire?" he asked. "Is she trouble for the company? Or just for you? Could it be that you are maybe a bit… jealous of her?"

"Jealous!" I laughed. "Of Janet? Absolutely not! Of course not. She’s…"

Mr. Bennett shook his head at me slowly, his smile lingering. "She’s an attractive woman, don't you think?"

"Well, yes, but that's half the problem -" I stopped myself.

He was looking at me again in that way of his - as if he knew me better than I knew myself. Maybe he did. I gritted my teeth.

"Maybe there's a bit of that," I acknowledged reluctantly. "But even so - even if it *is* that, there's plenty of other women in this office who probably feel exactly the same way."

"Then I hope we reach a point where they all feel as comfortable being themselves at the office as Janet does. Trying to appease the most jealous among us is not the path to a positive social environment, I promise."

"I… suppose not," I said reluctantly. I knew I was right, but he just had a way of sounding so reasonable. I didn't know how to argue with him. "But trying to appease the sluttiest among us can't be the path, either."

His eyes hardened slightly. "That's the second time you've called her that. I'm not sure it's helpful."

I jutted out my chin defiantly. "Helpful or not, the shoe fits."

He tented his fingers and regarded me. "I didn't know you could be so petty, Claire," he chided softly. "It's not a flattering look."

I shrugged as if his words didn't sting, feeling defensive. "Well, I guess not everything I do is to flatter my own image. Maybe you're right. Maybe I could get a lot farther if I just flounced around with my tits out and my legs spread open."

Mr. Bennett's eyes hardened. Instantly, I regretted my words. I had gone too far. Instead of addressing me and what I'd just said, he leaned forward and clicked a button on his phone.

"Yes, sir?" came the voice of Sarah, his secretary.

"Come in here for a second please."

Sarah entered and waited expectantly by the door. Her own attire was questionable, too, in my opinion, but apparently now wasn't the time to bring that up.

Mr. Bennett began to scribble on a notepad. "Sarah, can you please go out at lunch and purchase these things for me please?" He ripped off the note and handed it to her.

Sarah looked down at it and then back up at her boss with an inquisitive look. She then giggled and shrugged and took her leave. Mr. Bennett motioned me over and I did as he instructed and stood before him by his chair.

"Claire you are a beautiful woman and your work ethic is impeccable. You have my gratitude for everything you do around here."

Hot relief poured through my body. "Thank you, sir."

"But we owe it to each other as coworkers to challenge each other to be better than our first, short-sighted instincts, don't you think?"

A little thrill of nerves ran up my spine. "Of course …"

He looked at me with those piercing blue eyes and my knees got weak. He held out his hand to me and I took it. His touch was strong and confident, and I was suddenly aware of how wet and clammy my own hand was. I felt a bloom of warmth that began in my stomach and migrated south.

"I hate to see you so jealous of a woman who doesn't hold a candle to you. It seems like such a waste. You close yourself off from the world and then resent everything you deny yourself."

He stood up. He was tall, at least eight inches taller than me - with broad shoulders and the posture of easy authority. He looked at me for a moment, taking me in with a long glance, as though confirming a decision. "You trust me, Claire," he said. It wasn't quite a question.

"Y-yes, of course, I…"

"Good. I'm glad this came up. We'll resume this conversation when Sarah has run her little errands for me. I think it will be instructive. I don't want you to think of it as a punishment. I want you to think of it as an opportunity to get back in touch with the parts of you that you've denied."

He brought his hand up to brush a strand of hair from my cheek. The touch was electric and unexpected. I stared at him, too stupefied to move.

This was like a dream. In fact, I had had several dreams that began exactly like this - and ended in much more embarrassing fantasies. Memory of those dreams made my core clench and my face bloom with heat. My eyes closed as if I was making myself ready for what came next …

The chirp of his phone brought me back to reality. As I opened my eyes he was already sitting again and picking up the receiver. He made a motion that he needed to take the call and that I should go. Shakily I walked to the door.

Once out of his office, I made a bee-line to the executive washroom. I desperately needed to collect myself.


A Heated Negotiation

Around four-thirty, Mr. Bennett summoned me back to his office.

As I passed Sarah’s desk, she flashed me a wide, mysterious smile. Maybe it was my imagination, but there seemed to be something just a little sinister lurking behind her expression. I'd never really liked her.

"Mr. Bennett," I greeted my boss as I entered his office.

Mr. Bennett sat on the edge of his desk examining a silver box with a big red bow on it. Upon my entrance, he held it out to me.

"What… what’s this?" I asked, taking it from him.

"It’s for you Claire, of course," he said.

"For me?" I was touched. I had been terrified to think he was still upset with me. But no, everything must be alright. Better than alright.

I sat down in the chair opposite his desk and opened the box.

Inside I found a handsome, red, button-less blazer. I picked it up to admire it, only to realize it was only one of several garments in the box.

Beneath the blazer was a small bit of black fabric. It took me a moment to process what it was. It was a skirt - a black skirt. It was … well, there wasn't enough of it. It was much, much, much too short. No respectable woman would wear a skirt like that. I didn't really know what to make of it being there.

In confusion I turned to the last garment: a cream-colored blouse. It was made with such a light, thin fabric that I could see the outline of my fingers through it as I held it up. It was practically transparent.

I stared at the clothes for a second and then up at my boss. He was giving these to me?

"A little exercise in professional attire," he explained in response to my confused expression.

Professional attire? This outfit mimicked "professional attire" the way a stripper might mimic a cop uniform. It was almost a joke. But he wasn't laughing. I searched his face for a hint.

Maybe this would … turn him on? Did he want me to dress up like this for him, a private little fashion show? The thought immediately had me blush. It was wildly inappropriate but … was I really going to object? Was he telling me this would turn him on?

Without meaning to, my eyes went straight to his crotch. It was right there in front of me and the dormant bulge of his manhood was more than noticeable. The mere thought of him desiring me was enough to get me a little turned on.

I looked back down at the clothes and my arousal immediately became wistful. If he thought I had the nerve to actually wear anything like this, even in private, he didn't like me for the woman I actually was. Maybe in a different world, maybe in my dreams, I could pull it off. Not in this world.

"What do you … want me to do with them?" I asked, my voice husky, almost hoarse.

"I want you to lighten up Claire," he said.

"I don't know what that means."

He gestured me closer and I responded like a marionette, obeying instinctively. He took the box and set it on the desk, then took my freed hands in his own. The butterflies in my stomach went crazy.

With shock I realized I was actually a little wet, just sitting here in his office staring up into the deep blue eyes of my boss - breathing in the clean, expensive scent of his body and clothes. It was probably the adrenaline. This was all very confusing.

"Mr. Bennett… I …"

"Acton," he said. "I think we've worked closely together for long enough. Call me Acton."

"Acton…" I tried it out. "I can't wear those clothes. They’re way too…"

"Sexy?" he offered. "That means they match you perfectly, Claire. You - yes, you - are sexy. Sexier than Janet. Sexier than any woman in this office, if you let the woman inside of you be herself."

The hair on the back of my neck stood up, the goosebumps rose. The heat between my legs began to grow.

"Well… degrading was the word I would use… sexy I guess, but … I -" My faltering words cut short as I felt his hand move to my knee. I stared down at it stupidly.

"There's nothing degrading about being beautiful, Claire. But it takes a lot of confidence and courage to show it off. Are you saying Janet is braver than you are?"

"Definitely not! She's …"

"But you're too afraid to let your hair down a little."

I scoffed at the wildly insufficient metaphor. "You're asking me a lot more more than just to let my hair down."

He considered me for a moment. "You're right, of course. We're starting off too fast. Let's just start with that, then."

"Start with what?"

"Untie your hair. You have beautiful hair, and you always tie it up so tightly. Let it down for me."

I opened my mouth and closed it again. I was completely confused, but at least this was a request I could accommodate. Maybe that would be enough for him. I reached up and loosened the band at the back of my head. My hair fell down over my shoulders and I shook my head slightly to loosen it.

"There. That wasn't so hard, was it?"

I shook my head, feeling the bounce of my locks against my neck. I put up a hand self-consciously.

"You look absolutely beautiful, Claire. You should wear it like that more often."

"I do? I mean - I - I should?"

"You don't believe me when I tell you I think you're beautiful?"

"No, I do - I mean, I think that - I - well, thank you." I was beyond flustered, but … well, I liked it when he called me beautiful. How could I not?

"Every time we have a meeting, I think to myself, she's such a beautiful woman. It's such a shame she hides herself away like she does."

"You do?"

"I really do."

He gestured me close again. "You know it, don't you? You know how beautiful you really are. You hate having to hide it, but you think you have to."

"I'm just trying to be … what's appropriate for work is …"

"You hide behind the work."

I considered the truth of that statement. This was a confusing moment for self-reflection. He was right, though. Of course he was right. He was right about everything.

"I hide behind my work," I agreed.

"It doesn't need to be that way. The world won't end. You won't get arrested."

"It's not that easy," I insisted. My breath was starting to get a bit tight.

"But it is, Claire. It's so natural and so easy, you almost wouldn't believe it. You just have to let go."

He held up a hand to me. He let my eyes follow as he slowly and deliberately lowered it to my knee. As his fingers made contact with my skin, a shiver of arousal and nerves ran through my body as though it were empty.

"Look at that," he whispered. "HR would have a lot to say to me if they saw this. But we don't have to be afraid of them, do we?"

I shook my head, not trusting myself to speak. I was still staring down at his hand. His fingers wandered teasingly to the hem of my skirt and then disappeared beneath it. I felt them move up the inside of my thigh, inch by inch.

"I'll stop anytime you tell me to, Claire. You just have to tell me that you aren't turned on by the idea of breaking a few rules, and I'll stop. That would be the end."

I was in shock. I *should* be objecting. I should slap him away, even. But I was getting wetter by the second and if I pushed him away, then this would be over. Maybe if I could pause time and take an hour or two to mull over what seemed to be happening, I could figure out what I was supposed to do. But right now everything was happening much too fast to process.

All I had was my first gut reaction: this felt good.

"Claire, I can tell you’re hiding an incredible sensual person away. It’s such a shame, really it is. You are so, so very up-*tight*. You know who you hurt most by being that way?"

I shook my head, unable to utter a response.

"Yourself."

I nodded as if I understood. I couldn't think what else to do. My hands were hanging stupidly at my sides.

"Do you think I won't respect you? There's nothing I respect more than a woman confident enough to honor all parts of herself. A woman who can be … open."

When he said the word 'open' his hand pushed against my inner thigh and spread my legs. I gulped and mustered the nerve to meet his gaze for an instant. His expression was unreadable, but again there was that unmistakable impression that he could see through me. He could see everything I was feeling and thinking and wanting. And I could see one thing, at least. Desire.

"I… should we… um…" I stuttered.

Mr. Bennett let go of my hands. With familiar ease, he removed my glasses and ran a light hand through my loose hair.

"There she is," he said softly. "There’s a glimpse of that woman I know you are. Sexy Claire. I love a woman with long blonde hair. You should never hide such an intoxicating attribute."

I nodded shakily but I barely heard him. A week ago, a compliment like that would have made my day, but right now it felt like the fifth most important thing happening. I could feel the heat of his hand deep under my skirt. He was mere inches from my panties, and I wanted so badly to feel his touch.

But I couldn’t do it. I needed to remain professional even if he wasn’t. I was so needy for his touch, but I knew it would be wrong for me to give in. I needed to resist no matter what. I cleared my throat and sat up straighter in the chair.

It was meant to seem like a protest, but in the end all it seemed to express was eagerness.

"So, Claire," he continued. He rubbed one hand against my cheek and one against my inner thigh. "Do you think you can try this… try being a little more relaxed… a little more open?"

Before I could answer the tips of his fingers touched the crotch of my panties and pressed directly against my clit as if he had a homing beacon right to my pleasure spot. A helpless moan escaped my mouth before I could stop it and I involuntarily squeezed his arm between my thighs. Can’t, I thought. Just cannot do it.

"You're wet, Claire," he observed softly, as though I wasn't excruciatingly aware of how wet I really was.

"I…" I murmured in a dream state. "Um…"

His hand rubbed and probed then found its way inside my panties. He leaned forward and kissed me softly as the tips of his fingers slid across my wet lips. It had been so long since a man had touched me in that way. I could tell I was giving up; that I was giving in.

Suddenly I didn’t care.

All that I wanted or needed was contained in that tantalizing touch - decorum be damned.

I hunched against his hand, hugging him, smelling his perspiration and rich, heady cologne. The world seemed to swirl around me. I began breathing heavily and pushed myself hard against his invading hand. One of his fingers slid slowly inside me, and then a second. His thumb began to circle my swollen clit as he fingered my drenched pussy.

"So, Claire," he whispered in my ear. His breath was hot, his voice raspy and yet somehow strong.

"Y-yes…"

"You'll wear these clothes tomorrow. You can do that for me, can't you?"

Not tonight? He'd make me work all day tomorrow tortured with anticipation?

"When?" I managed to breathe. Would I come to his office after hours? Would it be before work? Would we go somewhere more private?

"All day."

My eyes flew open. "At work? I mean - in … in the office?"

He hushed my anxiety - stroked the tenseness out of my body from my very center. "It's not as scary as you think," he murmured.

"I…" I said and rocked now over Mr. Bennett’s hand. I wanted more. Wanted all of him inside me. "Mr. Bennett… I…"

"Acton," he corrected me.

"Acton… I don’t…"

I felt something rising inside of me. An orgasm. But instead of rushing me to the finishing line, I felt him slow down as he sensed it. He moved with tortuous, deliberate slowness.

"Should I stop?" he asked. "Is this unfair of me?"

I couldn't manage to speak, but more than I had ever needed anything, I needed him to keep going. I shook my head.

"Say you'll do it," he instructed softly. "Be our little office slut tomorrow."

"I …" I wasn't thinking straight. Right now, yes, all I wanted was to be his little office slut. But back in reality …

Even through the haze I knew how terrified I should be to agree to this.

"Say it," he insisted.

His fingers began to withdraw, circling me as if in tantalizing farewell. He was covered in my juices. God was I wet. My entire thighs were slick with my arousal.

"No, don't stop! I'll - I'll do it."

His touch returned. I was on the brink. Please, just a moment more!

"You'll do what?" he asked.

"I'll be your little office slut!"

Those were the magic words. They released me. Like a dam breaking, I came. Explosively, overpoweringly, earth-shatteringly, pathetically clinging to his arm as my world broke into a million little pieces. I felt my pussy convulse around the fingers inside me.

I tried in vain not to scream out. Mercifully, Acton put his hand to my mouth, offering to muffle my yell, and I stopped holding back.

I didn’t know that I had the strength of that sort of orgasm inside me.

When it had passed, was slumped in stunned amazement. I tried to pull myself together. I breathed deeply and massaged the heat in my cheeks that seemed to never want to go away. The blush of orgasm had been replaced with embarrassment. But the tiny, quivering aftershocks between my legs wouldn’t let me quickly forget what had just occurred.

"Well, good," Acton said as he stood up and toweled off his hand with his handkerchief. There was something lustful and coarse just below the surface of his voice. "I'm glad we were able to find middle ground on this."

I was in such a daze that it took me a second to remember what we'd been talking about only moments ago. "The outfit? Tomorrow? In front of everybody?"

"Everybody. It won't do you any good if nobody sees you, will it?"

The shadow of lust in his voice was gone. He was already calm and collected, as though he hadn't just given a woman the most intense orgasm of her life. It was as though nothing had happened. And then there was me, still a flushed mess trying to pick up the pieces.

"OK," I said. "I’ll… try, but…"

"That’s all I ask Claire. I can’t wait to see what you have in store for us tomorrow."

I nodded, still unsure if I could go through with it. After a few more seconds I gingerly tried to stand and found that I could. On shaky legs, I could even walk. My panties were stuck to me and sopping wet. I clumsily put up my hair and adjusted my glasses.

On my way out, Sarah gave me another wicked smile and I could only fake a smile back, wondering how much she had overheard.


Professional Attire

"I don't think I can do this."

I felt silly talking to myself, but I needed to admit it to somebody. The woman looking back at me in my bathroom mirror was flushed, anxious, and already more than a little turned on.

I had tossed and turned all night, several times waking up from embarrassingly explicit dreams with my skin flushed and my thighs slick with arousal.

And now here I was, trying to contemplate the unthinkable.

This skirt didn't even make it halfway down my thigh, and no matter how tightly I closed the blazer, the top of my bra peeked out and made it obvious from a million miles away that my blouse was completely see-through. How the hell was I going to wear this to work?

I tried to console myself that the clothes themselves were of exquisite quality. The fabric felt incredible against my skin. I couldn't stop running it between my fingers.

Mr. Bennett had obviously spent enough money on them to make me blush all over again. As much as I wanted to throw these clothes on the floor and go to work as if he'd never asked me to wear them, I couldn't stop imagining the disappointed look I would find in his eyes as I walked through the door in one of my usual ensembles.

He'd think he'd been wrong about me. He'd think I really was just another boring, timid office drone and he never should have taken an interest in me. I didn't want to face that. I'd do anything not to see that look in his eyes.

He'd set this up as a challenge - one he knew would be hard for me - and I refused to fail.

But I needed to do something about my bra showing. A light-colored undergarment was obviously better than a dark one, but still far from ideal. I tried every bra I owned, but as a big-chested woman all the bras I owned had thick front bands and huge, full-wire cups that insisted on peeking out from under the jacket. The cut of the coat seemed almost scientifically designed to prevent me from finding a solution.

Ironically, the color of the blouse fabric was close enough to my skin tone that it gave the illusion of opaqueness where it sat on bare skin. It was just being able to see the damn bra completely undermined the illusion.

In a fit of frustration, I tried no bra at all and re-assembled the outfit.

To my dismay, I immediately saw this was the only answer. I turned this way and that. As long as I kept the jacket tightly closed, everything was covered except for the tiniest hint of cleavage. The triangle of bare blouse showing below my throat looked like any other flesh-toned garment. Of course, keeping the jacket closed was more easily said than done because the damn thing didn't have any buttons, but … I was working with what I had here.

By now, I was in danger of being late to work, so I turned to go without even a moment of reflection. But then reality caught up with me and I paused. Was I really going to do this? Show up to work in this outfit, without even a bra on? I would just need to be really, really careful to keep the jacket closed tight. Really, really, *really* careful. I didn't even want to think about the alternative.

In tribute to Mr. Bennett's other request, I left my hair down and put in contacts. I took a final look at myself and had to admit, the effect was flattering as hell.

I looked … sexy.

Was that really me?

Half an hour after leaving my house, I was stepping out of the elevator and onto the office floor. The lobby had been mercifully empty as I arrived, but my luck was never going to last.

I nearly bumped into Trevor as he was coming out of the copy room. It took him a second to realize who I was. His eyes got huge and he couldn't stop himself from taking me in, head to toe. I blushed brightly but pretended I didn't even notice his reaction as I kept right on walking.

I could feel his eyes on my ass as I walked away. I forced myself into a confident, business-like stride, only occasionally sparing a hand to try to pull down the hem of the skirt. It kept trying to ride up. Any higher and it was little more than a belt.

I got a few more looks and plenty of stares as I walked through the office, but thankfully no one said anything. They’re afraid to, I realized. I really had separated myself from them. Well, today of all days, I didn't really mind.

I could almost handle this - people keeping their distance, telling myself the looks were of innocent admiration and nothing else. I definitely wasn't being called a slut under Margaret's breath. Jack from compliance definitely wasn't taking a mental image of me to masturbate to later. If I didn't know about it, it didn't happen.

It was a coping strategy, but I didn't care.

A few feet from my desk, I had to stop and cinch my skirt down again. As I did so, I felt my jacket open just a fraction of an inch. The gasp I heard to my right told me I'd just given someone a complete show, but I didn't dare to look to see who it was.

Face flaming, I broke into what was almost a jog to reach my desk. Suddenly all kinds of things were bouncing and jiggling and I stopped, clamping my bag to my chest and forced myself to walk the final feet at a controlled pace.

Finally, *finally* I was in my chair, legs tucked under the desk, computer monitor in front of me. I blocked off the outside world and waited for my pounding heart to slow.

How was it only 8:05!? I had nine more hours of this? I felt so *dirty*. So exposed.

But that wasn't the worst of it.

The worst of it was that it was turning me on.

Who the hell would be aroused by this kind of humiliation? Was I some kind of pervert, and had just never realized?

I couldn't deny there was something perversely erotic about feeling every head turn as I had passed. The feeling of being on display was arousing in a way I would never have expected.

And now that I was safely at my desk, I could at least *try* to focus on work. I answered a couple emails. I reviewed a report I was drafting that was due on Tuesday.

I pulled up my calendar to see if I could clear some time this afternoon for a long lunch somewhere private and out of the public eye. But no, there was … a big block at 1pm. It took a moment to remember what it was, but once it did, I felt all the heat drain from my blushing face.

This afternoon I was scheduled to lead a meeting for the entire department.

It was supposed to be about office etiquette. It had been planned weeks ago.

Well, there was no way I could lead that meeting now. I couldn't. It wasn't possible.

I had to speak to Mr. Bennett. He would understand. I glanced towards his office, but I could see he was in a meeting with a client.

Not having the courage for another walk across the office, I used the phone on my desk to call Stephanie. "I need five minutes with Mr. Bennett whenever he has them," I told her.

"I'll see where I can fit you in," she replied brightly, waving at me from across the floor.

Once Mr. Bennett realized we had that meeting scheduled, surely he'd let me change. I had a more appropriate dress in the trunk of my car. Maybe if I made it through the morning, he'd consider my promise fulfilled.

I worked for another couple of hours, refusing to get up from my desk for anything. The building could have burned down around me and I would have stayed right here. My ears were hyper-focused on any sound that could be my phone ringing with a chance to see Mr. Bennett. My nerves were steadily getting tighter and tighter.

Finally, at almost *noon*, my phone rang with Stephanie's extension.

"Mr. Bennett is ready to… see you," she said. Her tone was teasing, mocking, maybe even a little cruel? No doubt she was an enthusiastic participant in all the gossip that must be swirling around about my attire by this point. I could have been blind and deaf and I'd still be seeing the amount of whispering going on.

I couldn’t get across the floor and into Mr. Bennett's office fast enough, though it was far from safe haven. Memories of what had happened in that office only eighteen short hours ago had been running through my mind … and other parts of me … all morning. It was bad enough that the skirt was so short, but combine that with panties that now felt perpetually soaking, and it was hard to not to feel like a complete slut.

I walked into Mr. Bennett’s office and he smiled that incredible, smooth smile of welcome to me. "Claire!" he invited me in. "You look fantastic. Let me take a look at you." He motioned me into the center of the room and I made sure to close the door behind me before I complied.

"Mr. Bennett… I…"

"Claire, it’s Acton remember."

"Right … um, Acton… I have to give the monthly speech this afternoon and…"

He silenced me for a moment, taking in every inch of me and the scandalous appearance that he had created. "You're even sexier than I imagined you would be," he said in approval.

"Imagined?" I repeated. The word invited so many interpretations … all of them doing nothing to cool the flames of self-conflicted arousal raging in my mind and body.

"Although," he mused, "I think the jacket was a mistake. The red clashes with that exquisite blush in your cheeks."

I reddened a little more at the mention of my obvious embarrassment. "Well, it's …"

"Yes," he concluded, not waiting for my input. "We've got to get get rid of it. Give it to me."

"Wait - what!?" I yelped in dismay. "But … that's not - I can't."

"Claire, I have given you a piece of clothing I should not have. I would like to have it back, please." He held out a hand expectantly.

I bit my lip, defying him for only another second. This was going from bad to worse, but once I reminded him about the meeting I'd come to bring up, surely this would all be moot, anyways. Reluctantly, I opened the blazer and slipped it from my shoulders.

His eyes widened in appreciation, surprise registering on his face for the first time. Wordlessly, he took the blazer as I helplessly held it out.

This blouse seemed to get more see-through under each new light. I started to cross my arms across my chest and then let them fall again to my side, trying to hide my obvious embarrassment. My full, soft breasts might as well have been completely bare. His gaze roamed them, feeling like a physical sensation. My nipples stiffened under his scrutiny, poking out more and more noticeably through the sheer fabric with each passing moment.

"Claire …" he murmured.

"I didn't have a … none of my bras were …" My face was aflame. All I could do was stand there, posture straight, letting his eyes feast on every private inch of my tits, completely exposed and on display.

"You have surpassed my wildest expectations," he complimented quietly. "I had thought you'd be more reserved, but you've warmed to the assignment exquisitely."

"But I have to lead the office etiquette meeting at 1," I said, trying not to be too distracted by the lust I saw in his eyes. I forced myself to remember why I'd come here.

"Oh, yes, I'd almost forgotten. Office etiquette is such an appropriate topic. You'll do spectacularly, as you always do."

"Like this!?"

He laughed. "I think you'll find it easy to hold the attention of the room."

"But …"

"You object?" He cocked his head at me. "My my, aren't you an enigma, Claire. You go out of your way to make this little outfit a bit more scandalous, and then pretend you're unhappy about it?"

"That's not what I was trying to …"

With a step, he closed the distance between us. My skirt was so short that he didn't even need to push it out of the way for his fingers to brush the lips of my pussy through my soaked panties. His eyes gleamed as he felt how absolutely drenched I was.

"No, maybe not such an enigma after all," he murmured, smiling knowingly.

Behind him, his phone began to ring. He moved around his desk and picked it up. "Peter?"

A voice on the other end of the line answered. He held up an apologetic hand to me and covered the receiver for only a second. "I have to take this. Good luck with the meeting. I'll try to pop in if I can find a minute."

And with that dismissal, we were done. I cast a last helpless glance at the blazer folded haphazardly out of reach on the corner of his desk.

I'd wanted to say more. Surely the conversion didn't end there? I'd come here for his help, but instead my situation was suddenly a thousand times worse. This hadn't been the agreement. This hadn't …

I folded my arms over my chest, managing to cover my nipples but knowing the soft curves of my breasts were still utterly visible as I strode back out into the open office and its dozens of shocked eyes.

"Wow," Sarah murmured as I passed her. "You look … very pretty." She didn't even bother to sound mean about it, I think my humiliation was obvious enough.

"Thank you," was all I could bring myself to say.


Getting It All Out in the Open

It was amazing how the remaining forty-five minutes until the meeting could pass in the blink of an eye, and yet still feel like an agonizing eternity as they went.

Again I hunched at my desk, this time with much fewer options for a posture that wasn't broadcasting every detail of my tits to anyone who happened to "accidentally" glance in my direction. Bryan the intern seemed particularly unable to keep his eyes on his work.

And I was so fucking turned on by all of it!

I got so desperate, I even snuck to the bathroom and tried to relieve some of my intense horniness that was making it impossible to focus on anything else. Once in the stall, I orgasmed almost instantly, biting the knuckle of my left hand and shaking with the effort of not crying out.

I sat in the stall, waiting for my heart rate to go back to normal. I waited for clarity to return, but it wouldn't. Paradoxically, this had only made it worse. I masturbated again, came again, and was somehow just hornier still.

It was already 12:55. Outside the bathroom, people were getting back from lunch and starting to make their way towards the conference room. I sat and listened to the commotion as if it were a judge's gavel. I had agreed to this.

At 1pm I knew I had run out of escape options. At 1:01 I got as far as putting my hand on the lock of the bathroom stall, but another woman came in and I lost my nerve. By the time she had left it was 1:04. At 1:05 my heart was still hammering. I had to do it. I had to bite the bullet and do this.

As I emerged, the office was empty. Everyone - *everyone* - was in the conference room. Usually attendance for these things was abysmal, but today everyone had dropped what they were doing to be there.

I passed my desk and grabbed my binder of office conduct policies and clasped it across my front like a shield.

As I stepped into the conference room, even though I was braced for it, I was dismayed at the crowd.

The room was *packed*.

Every chair was occupied. Sofas had been dragged in from the break room to provide more seating. People who hadn't found a seat at all stood talking by the windows. Trevor and Janet were among those standing, and there was a bit of a vindictive gleam in Janet's eye that made me wonder how much she knew about why I was dressed the way I was.

As I stepped into the room, silence fell. Dead silence. Stares. Fallen jaws. Word of mouth had clearly brought people here from other departments, many of them now seeing me for the first time - and even some of those who had seen me this morning hadn't yet glimpsed my new, blazer-less state of undress.

A low whistle came from somewhere in the back. I ignored it. There was a rustle of whispers. I ignored them, too.

My face was flaming, my pulse was racing, I felt dirty and humiliated and turned on and completely helpless to change any of it.

All I could do was … well, pretend like it wasn't happening.

With the binder still clamped across my chest, I made my way back to the computer by the projector and managed to pull up the power point presentation that had been sent to me from HR sometime last week.

In an audibly shaky voice, I started trying to muddle my way through the first slide.

"After all," I read from the bottom bullet point, "we spend forty … hours a week together, so whatever we can do … to … make it pleasant and collegial, we should … umm … do it."

I reached to click to the next slide. As I did so, the door opened and Mr. Bennett stepped inside.

"Sorry I'm late," he apologized. A woman in the front row stood up to offer him her seat and he took it with a nod of thanks. "Don't mind me," he insisted.

"We were just … umm, about to talk about punctuality," I told him.

"Oof," he joked, "I should have been even later, then. I thought I would have missed that slide. What a boring topic."

"Well, it's … umm, important for …"

"Have you discussed your attire, yet?" he asked.

Fifty pairs of eyes turned from him to me.

"What?" I stammered. "No! Of course not."

"Oh, well, I'm glad I didn't miss it, then. I would've thought it would be the first thing on everyone's mind. Your outfit *is* more than a little distracting, Claire." He said it as if I might not have realized … and as if he weren't responsible.

I drew deep, deep within myself, searching for any shred of dignity. "What was it you thought appropriate to discuss about … " I faltered and took a dry swallow " … my attire?"

"Well, I thought it might kick off a conversation about open-mindedness and sexual positivity. Like you were saying when I arrived, we're all spending a lot of time together. I would hope the atmosphere here promotes healthy attitudes about sex."

"Sex?" I repeated weakly.

"By the way, what are you doing all the way at the back next to the projector?" he asked, peering through the dim lighting at me. "Come up here, if you're the one leading the meeting. Up where everyone can see you."

"But I need to operate the power point," I protested.

"Let's close the power point for the time being. We can come back to all that."

He stood up and flicked the lights on, gesturing for me to join him at the front.

Reluctantly, I obeyed.

"I'll take that," he offered, reaching for the binder clasped across my front. "We're going to deviate a little from curriculum today."

"But -"

And then there it went. He took it and tossed it onto a table. I was standing in front of all my coworkers, my skirt barely long enough to cover my panties and my tits so clear and visible through my blouse that I might as well have been naked. I stood frozen with chagrin. Every pair of eyes roving my body was felt like a physical sensation.

Distantly, I heard the sound of a phone camera taking a picture.

"Now," Mr. Bennett went on, "some of you may have noticed that Claire's wardrobe is a little out of character for her today. This is an exercise I encouraged her to try, in order to reconnect with her own sensuality."

There were a few snickers. I was blushing everywhere. My face. Every inch of exposed skin - which was pretty much all of me. Even my ears were burning.

"Claire was a bit reluctant to dress like this. I think we can all see how embarrassed she is by it, can't we?"

Heads nodded. The expressions facing me were pictures of amazed glee or appreciation. I had eyes focused on every part of me.

"But despite all of that, she did it anyway. In fact, I didn't tell her not to wear a bra. She decided that all on her own. Now if that's not showing initiative, I don't know what is!"

He applauded me. Several others joined in, probably mocking but right now I was too flustered to tell.

"But what I can see is that - humiliated as she is - she's also very, very turned on. And that's more of what we're going for. She likes being a dirty little slut whom everyone is looking at. Maybe - before today - she didn't know that about herself." He turned back to me. "Did you know you were an exhibitionist before today, Claire?"

"What!? I'm not. I'm not an -"

"Claire shouldn't need to be embarrassed by what she likes," he said, addressing the audience as though I hadn't spoken. "Her obvious humiliation just tells me that we still have work to do. We need to show her that her body is appreciated. Who wants to pay her a compliment?"

He pointed out into the audience, but they were all too amazed to respond.

"Anyone?" he insisted. "No?" He shrugged. "Well, I can lead by example."

He turned back to me. "Claire, you have the most magnificent pair of tits I have ever seen. I mean that. Best set in the office. Who knew they were so spectacular under those stuffy cardigans you always wear?"

I stared at him in stunned amazement, but I was the only one. Given permission, every other pair of eyes in the room were suddenly glued to my tits. I felt my nipples stiffening again under the intense scrutiny.

"Do you like it when I compliment your tits, Claire?" he asked.

I had no idea what to say to that. I swallowed and managed a shrug.

"Did anyone see how her nipples got hard, right as I started talking about her tits?"

Heads nodded.

"It's okay to say you liked the compliment, Claire. Please be honest. Tell us you liked the compliment."

"I … umm …" I floundered.

He wasn't letting up.

"I liked it," I said. "Thank you for complimenting my tits."

He clapped his hands. "Perfect. Now, who else?"

The more people hesitated, the longer this dragged out. Please, someone do what he's asking and let this end. It was excruciating. But also, did I want it to stop? In the deepest, dirtiest, most secret parts of me, I knew I was loving this and would be reliving it in conflicted fantasies for a very long time.

Finally, a man in the back raised his hand. It wasn't someone I knew. "She has very pretty eyes," he said.

"That's the kind of positivity we're looking for," Mr. Bennett said enthusiastically. "But let's be honest, she didn't show up to work with her tits and her ass hanging out so you could admire her eyes. Who wants to do better?"

After another beat, a man I vaguely knew from accounting volunteered. "Well, speaking of her ass," he said only a little sheepishly, "I love how full it is. That tiny skirt really flatters her."

"Thank you!" Mr. Bennett exclaimed. "It does, doesn't it? She hides that ass away day in and day out, but when she finally puts it on display, it's magnificent."

He looked pointedly at me. "What do you say to him, Claire?"

"Oh - umm - thank you for complimenting my ass."

"He was very nice to say that about you, wasn't he? Indulge him. Give it a slap."

"I - you want me to slap my ass?"

"Like this." With a gentle but firm hand on my shoulder, he turned and bent me slightly. With a soft thwack, his hand landed on my ass. I was so surprised I let out a little 'ah!'

"Now you do it."

Utterly at a loss, my face flaming anew, I did as instructed. I felt the sting as my own hand collided with the firm round of my ass.

"Maybe one on the skin, if that's alright?" the man from accounting suggested, warming to the spectacle.

"Tremendous!" Mr. Bennett exulted. "Surely you can't turn down such a polite request, Claire?"

I bit my lip, looking form my boss to the man and then to my own ass. The only way out seemed to be forward. I hiked up the cloth of the skirt - honestly it had already ridden up halfway up my ass already - and gave the cheek another thwack. The clear, sharp sound of palm on bare skin echoed through the room.

By the time I brought my head back up, a woman in the front row was raising her hand. When Mr. Bennett called on her, she pointed at my crotch. I had inadvertently exposed myself as I lifted my skirt, and the full triangle of my panties were visible.

"I think it's really brave you're wearing see-through underwear," she said. "My husband pesters me to wear a pair, but I'm so self-conscious about it, even in private."

"They're not see-through!" I started to object, only to realize in dismay she was right. I stared down at myself, just as fifty pairs of eyes joined my own gaze. The white panties I was wearing were so soaked that they had become see-through. The lips of my pussy and slight tuft of my trimmed hair were outlined through the clinging fabric.

"Oops," Mr. Bennett joked. "Well, what's the point of having fun if you can't get a little carried away?"

I wanted to crawl into a hole and die, but I also wanted something to burst this dam inside of me. I was so horny it seemed impossible to imagine ever wanting to feel any other way ever again.

Mr. Bennett seemed to read my mind. "I think we're being a little cruel to Claire," he said. "When I gave her this little assignment, I didn't realize she couldn't manage a little public exposure without turning into a panting, eager little slut, but here we are, aren't we?"

The audience was getting over their shock. I was seeing nods. I saw eyes gleaming with excitement and lust. A shiver ran down through my center. This felt like it was on the verge of getting out of control. Pheromones were in the air. Sex was in the air.

Every man in the room wanted to fuck me. Every woman in the room wanted to see me punished for daring to dress like a slut and look hot doing it.

And I was so conflicted, it was an almost out-of-body experience. Part of me sided with the men, wanting to get fucked. Part of me sided with the women, wanting me to be punished for being into it.

No one was coming to my rescue. Not even me.

"You're desperate to be touched, Claire," he told me. "That's what you're feeling right now. May I?"

I nodded.

He stepped closer to me and cupped one of my tits in his large hand right through the blouse. His other hefted my second. He ran his thumbs over my nipples, somehow making them grow even stiffer and more sensitive. I looked down away from his gaze, down to watch him massage and knead them. They fit perfectly in his hands.

With a thrill of amazement, I noticed that down, past his hands, the bulge in his pants was growing and stiffening. Suddenly, humiliation was not my dominant emotion. Arousal quickly overtook it. I itched to touch him. I wanted to free him as he had freed me. I wanted more than anything to feel his cock in my hands - or better yet, to feel it deep inside me.

"She quivers with every caress," he informed our audience. "Who thinks what I'm doing right now looks like fun?"

About twenty men - and several women - raised their hands.

"One at a time," he ordered, indicating them to form a line. "To anyone else who is feeling uncomfortable, you're excused from the rest of the meeting. This is about to become a rules-free zone."

I almost wanted to laugh. It seemed like such a double-standard. *I* hadn't been given the option to leave when I became uncomfortable. But of course now an objection on my part would feel a little ridiculous - I was past the point of even wanting to - and everyone knew it. I was a horny little slut ready to take everything that came to her.

My barriers had been broken down, one by one, and so deftly that I almost hadn't realized that that was Mr. Bennett's goal from the very beginning.

I was ready to be used.

It started with a line of men fondling my breasts. I didn't know whether to look them in the eyes as they did it or not. After the first few, impatience grew and multiple people were helping themselves to me at once. The fourth or fifth pair of hands started working the buttons of the blouse and then, just like that, my tits were free and utterly naked. Hands cupped my bare skin, teased my nipples. Panting moans were soon slipping from my mouth entirely beyond my control.

When I managed to look around me, I saw that several other groups had split off and were starting to explore the loss of inhibitions my humiliating display had brought about. It didn't matter - I was still the center of attention. I was still the main course of this meal, and everybody knew it..

The lights had dimmed a bit. Employees were talking and laughing. I caught sight of Janet in the corner. She was on her knees in front of Gary from accounting. She was fishing his cock out of his pants, as though she refused to give up the mantle of office slut.

Well fuck her if she thought this was about to become her show. This was about me. This was about me being the whore, the one everyone wanted, the one everyone would get.

Mr. Bennett had stayed close by, supervising the growing debauchery with approval and a slightly wicked gleam in his eye. I reached out towards him.

I was reaching for his arm, but I was light-headed and still being groped by two or three different coworkers. I missed his arm. My hand landed on his belt, my palm followed through onto his groin. A huge, rigid shape was under the cloth. His dick was absolutely rock-hard. He was rock-hard for me.

The size of him was startling, and made me falter in demanding what I wanted from him - but only for a second.

"Fuck me," I pleaded to him. "You did this to me. I want you to fuck me."

He cocked his head at me, that same, unrelenting look gleaming in his eyes. "Why Claire, I thought you'd never ask."

And he moved towards me, letting the others scramble to get out of the way. He pushed me backwards, up onto the table behind me.

Instead of gently taking what was given freely, he put a hand at the back of my head and kissed me forcefully, as if to remind me he had done this to me simply because he wanted to. I didn't need the reminding, but the power of his control over me released a new flood of wetness at my center.

Now that he had me where he wanted me, he did slow down. He kissed me softly, then more passionately. I felt his hands go under my skirt and he took hold of both cheeks of my ass and squeezed.

I ground my crotch against him, knowing full well that I was leaving a nice wet spot on the charcoal grey fabric of his suit. The heat in my face traveled across my breasts down between my legs and up my spine. I was lost in the act of making out with him and I didn’t care who was watching us.

I pulled away the now-open and useless blouse and let it fall to the floor. Mr. Bennett took my tits in his hands and one after the other sucked and nibbled on my nipples. Rockets shot through my pussy and I ground even harder on him. I felt hands on my shoulders; massaging them. I looked over my shoulder to see Arnold, one of our sales reps, smiling down at me as he helped me out of my clothes. I began to say something, but Mr. Bennett pulled me back again as he grabbed me by the hips and pushed up against me. He was so hard, so big. I wouldn’t wait any longer.

I manage to get down off the desk. I opened Mr. Bennett's belt and starting working on his fly. I lowered onto my knees, ready to taste him.

Throughout this, the crowd never stopped touching me. It was Arnold who got my panties off. He had his hands on my hips, raising my ass up towards him. With a thrill of eagerness, I realized I was about to get fucked. But before he could enter me, Mr. Bennett stopped him.

"Soon," Mr. Bennett told him, "but I'm first. I'm first in every hole she has."

He was talking like I couldn't hear him. Should I feel offended? I felt demeaned, but … I liked it. I was making all kinds of discoveries today. I liked being demeaned. I really, *really* liked it.

"Suck me, Claire," he instructed.

And then there it was, right in front of me. Huge, hard, the most beautiful and intimidating sight: my boss's cock. Soon enough enough it was going to be everywhere. It was going to claim every part of me.

Well, the mouth was a good place to start. I obeyed him without any further thought. He played with my tits as I sucked him, and before I realized what was happening, I was about to come. Just from sucking him - isn't that pathetic? - but it was happening. I went limp as the pleasure flooded through me.

He took advantage of my softening, supplicant, pleasure-bound muscles to thrust himself deeper and deeper, claiming not just my mouth but my throat, too.

"Fuck," he grated, "I didn't think it'd be so hard not to come in your mouth."

To spare himself the temptation, he pulled me off and turned me around. Almost before I realized what was happening, he was pushing inside my pussy. He thrust deep, deep, deep. My pussy clamped deliciously around him. His cock was so wet from my mouth and my pussy's own juices that there was no pain at all as I stretched to accommodate his immense girth. And I was coming again. Or was it still the first one, going on forever?

Arnold had dutifully waited his turn, but now my mouth was free and up for grabs. He took his position and his own hefty cock slipped between my lips. He waited a second as if expecting I could actively blow him. Hah. I was no longer in control of my own body, and it didn't take him long to realize he needed to take the initiative.

So there I was, being plunged into from both ends. It felt indescribable. I was a fuckdoll.

I was a fuckdoll and I loved it.

I was dimly aware that there was fucking going on all around me. I was dimly aware that the line that had formed to fondle my tits had reformed and was once again a neat and orderly queue, now with a much juicier prize at the front of it: me, now fully naked, getting fucked from every direction allowed by my eager anatomy.

God, what a horny little slut I was. I was a delicious, pleasure-ridden mess. I couldn't stop coming. Before one orgasm finished the next was already on its way, and still I was begging to be fucked harder, faster, and by more men.

Someone was fingering my clit, skating across my skin with fingers soaked in my wetness. Someone was groping my tits. "Squeeze them harder," I managed to gasp around the cock in my mouth. "Like you fucking mean it!" I couldn't believe the words coming out of my mouth. I'd asked for it and I promptly got it. I'd be sore, but I didn't care. Hell, I looked forward to it. I *wanted* to be sore tomorrow.

Through the haze, I saw Mr. Bennett, looking down in satisfaction at the whore he had created.

"Claire," he said, demanding my attention.

My mouth was full of cock. I managed to extract myself long enough to mumble something.

"Are you paying attention?"

I freed my face and looked around at him in a delirious, orgasm-induced daze.

With firm hands he helped me roll over so that I could look at his face. "I want you to remember what it feels like to have me come in you," he ordered.

I nodded breathlessly. "I will," I breathed.

He pushed back inside of me, even deeper than when he had been taking me from behind. My pussy welcomed him, convulsed around him, begged for his seed, milked impotently at his shaft. "Come in me, sir," I moaned.

And he did: forceful and hungry and unrelenting. Hard, building thrusts and then a gush I could never have been ready for.

The surge of his cock, the pulsing as he emptied himself into my center - it was all instantly etched into my memory. I came in response. My body took every cue from his domination of me, right down to waiting for him to come in me before I could release what had been building up inside me for hours.

It was an earth-shattering, mind-collapsing orgasm. "Oh God!" I cried out, so loud that I could dimly feel the entire room stop to stare at me. "Fuck!"

My entire body contracted. My every muscle clamped down, helpless as my body was taken over by another's. His cock seemed to fill every part of me at once.

Finally, after an eternity, I was just a gasping little slut on her back on the desk, trying to figure out what the hell had just happened to her. My boss stood over me, watching my every move with the satisfaction of a man who had orchestrated this from the very beginning. He seemed himself, almost unchanged. He looked like the same Mr. Bennett I had always been so careful and proper around. And now look at me.

"You really did all this to me because I called a coworker a bad word?" I asked him.

"No, Claire, I did this *for* you, because I knew you'd love it and in a million years you'd never realize it."

He was right of course.

"And I'll admit," he allowed with a gleam in his eye, "that I enjoyed every minute of it, too."

I managed to look weakly up at the line beyond him, patiently waiting their turn. I knew I would refuse none of them. The fun was just getting started, but I knew whose dick I would be imagining inside me for the rest of the afternoon.

And that's exactly what happened.

The slut awakened in me that afternoon never went back to sleep. Over the next few weeks I fucked every man in the office at least once - taking the time with them to let them use me exactly as they wanted - but I always came back to Mr. Bennett. He took care of me, ensured my workload was light if I was busy with other entertainments, defended me from the slightest hint of mean gossip, and then took me back to his luxury penthouse and proceeded to fuck my brains out.

He knew all he had to do was ask and I would stop fucking all other men, and be only his in body the way I already was in mind. I knew he would do it eventually, but he wanted me to enjoy myself first.

After all, what's the point of teaching a woman she's a slut if you're not going to let her live like one for a while?
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In the meantime, enjoy a steamy passage from my recent story Serving the Party, an erotic short story stuffed full with scenes of discipline, exhibition, humiliation and menage:
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Serving the Party (Discipline Exhibition Humiliation and Menage)

The days of fighting it - if she ever really wanted to fight it - are over. Melissa is Mr. Rochefort's toy.

She wears what he wants her to wear, does what he wants her to do, and acts how he wants her to act.

While she might secretly enjoy the discipline sessions when she makes a mistake, she's grateful that so far he hasn't pushed her limits. But things can't stay that way forever ...

I sat on the edge of my bed, my eyes on the clock. It was 5:59 on a Friday, just a minute away from the weekly tally. I strained to hear the sound of Mr. Rochefort's footsteps on the stair, but all I heard were the distant noises of the house.

I wasn't the only live-in help the Rochefort's kept, but my little bedroom was off on its own in a corner of the east wing apart from the cook and butler and the old nanny. When the agency had first assigned me here, I had assumed they had just run out of space in the old servant quarters. But no, the spacing had been done very deliberately. Times like this - just about 5 o'clock on a Friday - were the reason why.

My heart rate spiked as I heard the clock on the wall tick the hour. It hammered in my chest as I clasped my hands together against my bare thighs. He was never very late.

It was almost half an hour ago I had come up to wait. He never arrived early, but by 4:30 I couldn't think about anything else, so why bother trying? It was a little ritual, preparing for his visit. I obediently slipped out of my uniform, leaving only my slip in place: no bra, no panties, as ordered.

The state, so close to nakedness, always made me flush. Air flowed between my thighs and made me that much more aware of my wetness. Any moment now he would be here.

And then I heard the footsteps. The door opened, and he stepped inside. His suit was as impeccable as always. His jaw had the hint of a five o'clock shadow. His eyes were sharp and bright.

Seeing me there, waiting in obedience for him, always made him smile. "Melissa," he said.

"Good afternoon, sir," I greeted him with barely a quaver in my voice.

"You've been a good girl for me this week, I hope."

"I try to be, sir," I said, rising to my feet. He seemed to fill my little room, when he came inside. His presence electrified its drab interior. The rich, masculine scent of his body tinged the air. Sometimes I just wanted to shut my eyes, breathe deeply, and savor the indefinable sense of urgency and excitement and nervousness that came from just being around him. But of course I couldn't do that. I was supposed to be at attention.

I straightened my posture further: my feet together, my hands at my sides, and my chest thrust out. My nipples were stiff and sensitive as they poked out visibly through the thin cloth of my slip.

"Well, let's find out, shall we?" he asked. He stepped over to the little table by the door and picked up the worn, spiral-bound notebook that always appeared there sometime after lunch on Fridays. I had never witnessed it delivered, but it was always there when the time came. I often stared at it in consternation on weeks I knew I'd been bad, but I never dared open it. I wasn't allowed.

Mr. Rochefort opened it and leafed idly to the last of the filled pages. His face was unreadable as he scanned it, and then he folded it over to leave the page open and set it down on the table.

"Well, it seems we have some things to work through," he observed idly, taking the several steps to bring him right in front of me.

I stood in front of him, my posture rigid and my eyes fixed on the floor in front of me. I felt a finger on my chin and allowed my face to be lifted up to meet his own.

"You know I have to hold you accountable, don't you?" he asked.

"Yes, sir."

"You know I don't want to punish you, don't you?"

"Yes, sir." I felt my body already responding to his closeness.

"It's important that you understand that it's for your benefit. It's important that you realize that you will never learn unless I help you."

"Yes, sir, I understand. Thank you for helping me, sir. Thank you for punishing me."

"Would you like to tell me what you did this week?"

I swallowed. I always hated this part. If I showed him that I knew what I had done wrong, it might soften the consequences. But if I named something that had not been recorded in the little book, it would only add more to what I had coming.

"I broke one of the plates from the bronze-leaf china," I offered submissively.

"You did," he agreed.

"I forgot to walk the dogs before dinner on Wednesday."

He paused and glanced back at the notebook on the table with a raised eyebrow. I winced. Me and my big mouth.

"Anything else?"

I sighed. "I didn't hear the door bell when John was on his day off. Mr. Davis had to call the house phone to see if anyone was home."

Mr. Rochefort nodded. "You know how I feel about those kinds of mistakes."

I swallowed and nodded. "Yes, sir, I do."

He waited for me to continue, but I couldn't think of anything else.

"No more?"

I fingered the hem of my slip nervously, wracking my brains. "I - I don't think so, sir."

"I understand Mrs. Louten asked you to watch the loaves of bread she was baking and you let them burn."

Mrs. Louten? My mouth fell open in outrage. That woman had asked me no such thing. Now I was paying for her mistakes, too? Of all the -

"Did you not?"

With great difficulty, I bit my tongue. I knew how he felt about denials. "Yes, sir," I agreed stiffly.

"Well, then I hope next time you won't make me say it. You know you pay extra for the wrongs you try to hide from me."

"Yes, sir."

"Good."

He waited patiently for the request I was obliged to make.

"Will - will you punish me for them, sir?" I requested softly.

He pointed to the bed behind me. "Present yourself for punishment."

I turned and bent over obediently. I put my hands on the bed, and my fingers dug into the soft comforter as I prepared for what was about to happen.

Even as familiar as the ritual had become, it had lost none of its intensity. I could feel my skin tingling. My breasts felt full and sensitive as they brushed loosely against the slip.

He stepped up beside me. His hand hooked my waist and pulled me into a more compromising position still, my legs straight, my ass thrust out and my shoulders down as I sunk to my elbows on the bed. His fingers took the hem of my slip and slid it, slowly and deliberately, up my thighs and over the soft curve of my ass. I could feel the intense wetness of my sex as he exposed it to the cool air of the room.

I closed my eyes in anticipation as I waited for the stinging pain. These were always confusing moments, just before it started. As much as it hurt, as much as I was humiliated, a deep, secret part of me liked the way he bent me over and punished me.

Well, maybe not so secret.

I gasped as I felt his finger trace between the lips of my pussy, dipping into my juices and spreading them across my inner thigh.

"Good," I heard him say. "I always like an enthusiastic participant."

Continue reading ...


My catalog has a little something for everyone, and I really hope you can find something in it that presses your buttons in just the right way :
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	Learning to Surrender Book One: Accidental Secrets (Discipline, Submission, Exhibition, and Humiliation)
Depending on who you talk to, Troy Baldwin is anything from an uptown playboy to a business-obsessed shark, but everyone would agree he's sharp, handsome, and dangerous as they come. When Heather learns the company she works for is getting bought out, her goal is to keep her head down and survive the corporate shake-up. But with a man like this, things are never so simple ...
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	Transforming the Intern (Bimbo Aphrodisiac Menage and Medical Exam Erotica)
Fresh out of college, Kelly Munson has managed to land an internship at a prestigious behavioral research institute. Resigned to making coffee and working the copier, she's just thrilled to be in the same building as the famous and handsome researcher Dr. James Vellano. Little does she realize just how intimately his next project will involve her.
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	Spanking the Secretary (Discipline and Dominance in the Workplace)
Laurie's new boss is painfully handsome, and try as she might, she just can't keep her mind focused on her work when he's around. Worst of all, he's starting to notice the effect he has, and toying with his blushing assistant is quickly becoming his favorite game. He loves how embarrassed she gets when he jokes that she needs a spanking, but she never thought he'd really go through with it.
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