
        
            
                
            
        

    Free use: Ashley's first week on the job

Evelyn Wild





Unbuttoned 





I’ve always been aware that my body attracted a lot of attention from men. Curvy wasn’t even the half of it – voluptuous felt closer, maybe even bordering on… well, some people just stared. Big boobs, wide hips, the kind of figure that filled out clothes, sometimes to bursting point. It could be a lot to handle, especially growing up, but I’d learned to own it, to work with it. And I worked hard at everything else too. University had been a grind, but I’d pushed myself, driven by this hunger to succeed, to build something real for myself. When graduation loomed, the pressure was on to find the right first job, something that wasn't just a paycheck but a stepping stone. Innovate Solutions had popped up on my radar, and from the moment I saw their website, I was intrigued. It was all sleek lines and vibrant colours, talking about innovation and dynamism and a company culture that was anything but stuffy. 

The interview process had been a little different than the usual stuffy corporate grilling I’d braced myself for. It was a video call, which already felt more relaxed, more like a casual chat than a formal interrogation. My team lead, Mark, was on the other end, and he immediately put me at ease. He was older, definitely – maybe pushing forty, with this easy confidence that came across even through the screen. He had this charming smile, the kind that crinkled the corners of his eyes, and his voice was warm, reassuring. He asked all the standard interview questions about my ambitions and how I liked to work, but then he’d steer the conversation towards Innovate Solutions' unique… vibe. That's when he started talking about "flexible interpersonal dynamics." He presented it as this amazing company benefit, something that fostered open communication and really boosted creativity. Honestly, through the video call, it all sounded pretty good – I pictured those trendy offices with beanbag chairs and maybe some fun, slightly cheesy team-building exercises. It sounded progressive, forward-thinking, exactly the kind of modern workplace I was hoping for. It was hard to tell on the call, but at times I thought his eyes seemed to linger on me just a beat too long sometimes before he began speaking. It gave me this little flutter of excitement, a feeling that this could be something really good, something different. So, when Mark called me the next day to offer me the job , saying yes was a no-brainer.


Walking into the office on my first day, that buzz of excitement from the video interview hit me even harder. The open-plan space was a total contrast to the stuffy, grey offices I'd been dreading. Sunlight flooded in, people were actually talking and laughing, not just glued to their screens – it felt genuinely alive, buzzing with energy. Then Mark appeared, coming right over to welcome me, and my pulse definitely quickened. He was even more striking in person than on video – taller, broader, his shirt sleeves hugging his biceps in a way that made me notice. That confident smile reached his eyes, and suddenly, that initial flutter of excitement shifted, warming into something else entirely. I’d always had a bit of a thing for older men, ever since that secret summer fling with my older brother’s friend – a memory that still makes me blush. I knew I was curvy, that men noticed me, and I wasn't completely clueless about how to play that to my advantage, even if my actual sexual experiences were still pretty tame. Onboarding started with the usual HR spiel - collaboration, IT logins, open communication - all standard stuff. But then, they brought up "flexible interpersonal dynamics" again. This time, hearing it in the actual office, surrounded by all this… energy, it landed differently. I almost choked on the water I was sipping. Wait, had I really understood what that meant in the interview? Flexible interpersonal dynamics? It suddenly felt less like corporate jargon and more like… a wink. A tiny spark of intrigue, a different kind of excitement, flickered inside me. Maybe this job wasn't what I was expecting after all.


Later, Mark introduced me to the team. Jessica was striking, all sharp angles with incredibly defined cheekbones, and her eyes seemed to assess me in a single glance. Her handshake was firm, lingering for a moment, her fingers brushing against my palm. I immediately glanced down at her top. It was definitely more revealing than anything I’d expected to see in an office, low-cut enough to clearly show the curve of her breasts. I blinked, a little surprised. Back at my old university internships, things had been much more buttoned-up. Just then, another team member, David, came over and casually put his arm around Jessica, his hand resting low on her back. It was a friendly gesture, I assumed, but the placement seemed quite relaxed, especially for a workplace. I felt a little off-balance, like maybe I was still getting my bearings in this new environment.


I was struggling to get the new software to work, and Mark came over to help. He leaned in close, his breath warm on my neck as he pointed at the screen. “You’re a fast learner, Ashley,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated right through me, “and very receptive.” His gaze lingered on my lips for a beat too long before he straightened up. A nervous thrill went through me. Was he flirting? It definitely felt like flirting. A thrill shot through me, a jolt of pure, unexpected electricity that chased away any lingering awkwardness about the software. But then, reality nudged me – this was work, my first day, and he was my team lead. Was flirting okay here? Was I misreading things? Despite the tiny voice of caution in my head, a different, louder voice was already whispering yes, liking the attention, liking him. It was confusing, so I pushed the thoughts out of my head and tried to just focus on getting my head around the IT system. 

Later that afternoon, on my way to the break room, I passed by one of the smaller meeting rooms. The door was slightly ajar, and I couldn’t help but glance inside. My steps faltered. Jessica was kneeling in front of Mark. Not kneeling like praying, but kneeling like… well, there was no mistaking it. The sounds – soft moans and wet slurping noises – confirmed what my eyes were seeing. Mark glanced up, caught my eye, and a slow, knowing smirk spread across his face. My breath caught in my throat. My cheeks flushed crimson, and a tightening sensation low in my core bloomed into something hot and insistent. 

I hurried away from the meeting room, my cheeks burning, a chaotic mix of embarrassment and something else I couldn't quite name swirling in my stomach. Back at my desk, I tried to focus on the software, to actually read the instructions this time, but my mind was a complete blank. Images kept flashing behind my eyelids – Jessica kneeling, Mark’s smirk, those sounds… It was mortifying. Had they seen me? How long had I stood there gawking like an idiot? I pressed my palms against my suddenly hot cheeks, trying to cool them down, willing myself to concentrate on anything but that. But it was useless. The images were burned into my brain, and underneath the embarrassment, a different kind of sensation was starting to bloom. A strange warmth was spreading between my legs, a dampness that was completely unexpected, completely inappropriate, especially considering it was barely lunchtime on my very first day of work.


Panic started to bubble up. This was insane. This was my first day! I couldn’t be… turned on by what I’d just witnessed, could I? It had to be shock, confusion, anything but that. Maybe I’d misread the whole thing. Maybe Jessica had just been helping Mark with something on the floor, maybe those sounds were something completely innocent, distorted by the slightly ajar door and my own overactive imagination. Yes, that had to be it. My mind was playing tricks on me. To be sure, to absolutely put this ridiculous, embarrassing episode behind me, I needed to just check. Just a quick glance, to confirm I’d been wrong, to prove to myself that I hadn't just stumbled into some kind of… bizarre office sex scene. And then I could finally get back to work and pretend this whole thing had never happened. With a new resolve, a shaky excuse forming in my head in case anyone asked where I was going, I turned and walked back towards the meeting rooms.


My feet were moving before my brain could catch up, pulling me back towards the meeting room. It was insane, reckless, but the pull was too strong, a magnetic force drawing me in. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat of nerves and something else… anticipation? I pushed the door open wider this time and stepped inside. Mark was there, just as I’d left him, except Jessica was gone. His shirt was a little rumpled, collar slightly askew, and that smirk was still playing on his lips, amplified now, bolder. He leaned back against the edge of the table, arms crossed, watching me with those dark, knowing eyes.


“Come to get a better look, Ashley?” he asked, his voice low and smooth, like dark chocolate melting in my ear. He pushed off the table and took a step towards me, closing the distance between us. “This is Innovate Solutions, remember? Freedom of expression. We like to explore boundaries here.” His words were laced with suggestion, a deep thrum that resonated right through my core. He was so close now, I could smell his cologne, a musky, masculine scent that made my head spin a little. His eyes raked over my dress, possessive, lingering on the swell of my breasts, the curve of my hips. “That dress looks incredible on you, Ashley.” His voice dropped to a near-whisper, his breath ghosting across my cheek. “Curious about what you saw?”


My breath hitched. Curious? That was an understatement. I was burning with it, with something much hotter than mere curiosity. My eyes were probably wide, pupils blown, reflecting back every inch of him. I couldn’t speak, couldn’t find the words even if I wanted to. My silence was answer enough.


His hand slid to my waist, strong fingers gripping my hip, pulling me hard against him. The sudden pressure stole my breath, but not in a bad way. His body was solid, muscular against mine, and a jolt of pure electricity shot through me where our bodies connected. His mouth came down on mine, forceful, demanding. It was a kiss of possession, a claim. His lips were firm, insistent, pushing mine apart, his tongue plunging inside, hot and wet and urgent. I gasped into his mouth, a sound that was half surprise, half pleasure. My hands, which had been frozen at my sides, came up to grip his shoulders, fingers digging into the fabric of his shirt.


As he kissed me, his other hand moved, tracing the curve of my spine, sending shivers down my back. Then his fingers found the zipper at the back of my dress. Roughly, impatiently, he tugged it down, the teeth of the zipper rasping against the fabric, a sound that was somehow intensely erotic. The cool air hit my skin as the zipper descended, exposing my back, and then he was pushing the dress off my shoulders, his hands surprisingly gentle now as they slid the straps down my arms. The silk fabric pooled around my waist, then slipped further, bunching at my hips. I helped him, eager now, desperate to feel his skin against mine. I shrugged out of the dress, letting it fall to the floor in a soft heap at my feet. I stood before him in just my bra and panties, the thin lace suddenly feeling flimsy, inadequate under his burning gaze.


He didn’t say a word, just lifted me, his hands gripping my waist, and placed me on the meeting room table. The cool, smooth surface pressed against the backs of my thighs as he settled me there. My lingerie hitched up, the lace panties riding higher on my hips, bunching around my waist. He stepped between my legs, spreading them wider, his gaze intense, locked on mine. There was no gentleness in his eyes now, just raw, hungry desire. He didn’t take off his own clothes, didn’t even loosen his tie. It was all about me, about my body under his gaze, under his hands.


He reached down, his fingers hooking under the edge of my panties. Quickly, efficiently, he pulled them aside, exposing me completely. A gasp escaped my lips, a mix of shock and anticipation. His fingers, surprisingly gentle again, probed at my wetness, slick and hot. I was so ready, embarrassingly ready, my core throbbing with need. He must have felt it, seen it in my eyes, because a slow smile spread across his face, a predatory curve of his lips that sent another shiver of excitement through me.


Without another word, without any more foreplay, he positioned himself between my legs, the head of his cock pressing against my swollen entrance. Then he thrust, deep and hard, filling me completely in one swift, breathtaking motion. I cried out, a sharp, involuntary sound, my head falling back against the table. It was intense, almost too much. It was the kind of intensity that made your senses overload, that made your body hum with sensation.


He started to move, thrusting into me again and again, each stroke shockingly deep, shockingly powerful. The table wobbled precariously beneath us, the legs groaning and creaking with each thrust, a sound that seemed impossibly loud in the suddenly silent room. My heart hammered against my ribs, not just from the sensation, but from a rising tide of panic. Could anyone hear this? Were the walls thin? This was insane, so brazen, especially on my first day. But then his next thrust plunged even deeper, and all coherent thought fractured. All I could feel was him inside me, filling me, stretching me in ways I’d only dreamed of. My hands clenched on his shoulders, nails digging into the fabric of his shirt as I instinctively arched into him, riding the dizzying wave of sensation. Moans escaped my lips, soft at first, but quickly escalating, echoing in the small meeting room, each one a little louder, a little more unrestrained than the last. I tried to stifle them, a desperate, futile attempt to maintain some semblance of control, but the pleasure was too intense, too overwhelming. My body was taking over, and in that moment, on that table, in that office, something inside me was breaking open.


He was relentless, driving into me, his rhythm fast and hard, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him tighter against me, wanting to feel every inch of him inside, deeper and deeper. My body arched with each thrust, my hips lifting instinctively off the table to meet his, each movement fueling the fire building inside me. Pleasure was coiling tighter and tighter in my belly, spiraling outwards, consuming me. He reached down, his fingers finding my nipples through the lace of my bra. His touch was suddenly feather-light, teasing my nipples through the fabric, circling and stroking with exquisite tenderness. A gasp caught in my throat, a sharp intake of breath as waves of sensation rippled outwards from the delicate touch. Then, his fingers gently traced the outline of my nipples, before lightly squeezing and rolling them between his fingertips, a delicate pressure that sent shivers of pure pleasure through me. The sensations were becoming overwhelming, each gentle touch adding another layer to the already intense pleasure, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.


I was so close, teetering on the edge, the pressure building, building, building. I could feel it, the tremors starting deep inside me, radiating outwards. Just as my body clenched, ready to shatter, he thrust deep one last time, a guttural groan tearing from his throat, a sound of pure masculine release. I felt him explode inside me, hot, thick spurts of cum flooding my depths as my own orgasm ripped through me, a wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure that washed over me, leaving me breathless and trembling.


He pulled out slowly, leaving me slick and lying on the table, my breath coming in ragged gasps. He stepped back, just slightly, and looked down at me, his gaze intense, possessive, sweeping over my flushed skin, my tangled hair, my parted lips. He admired me, I could see it in his eyes. And I, still breathless, still trembling, felt a rush of exhilaration, a wild, untamed feeling that surged through me. But beneath the exhilaration, there was something else, a deep, surprising hunger. A hunger for more. I stared back at him, my expression a mixture of shock, surprise, and newfound, undeniable desire.


Reality crashed back in, the office, the time, the possibility of someone walking in. I scrambled to sit up, pulling my dress back up, fumbling with the zipper, my fingers clumsy and shaking. It was a mess, my clothes were rumpled, my hair was a disaster. I just needed to get back to my desk, to pretend like nothing had happened, even though everything had changed. I hurried out of the meeting room, my cheeks still flushed, my legs a little shaky. As I walked back to my desk, I could feel eyes on me, imagined or real, I couldn’t tell. It felt like everyone knew, like they could see the sex still clinging to my skin, smell it in the air around me. But instead of shame, a thrill shot through me. They probably did know. And maybe, just maybe, that was part of the point. This office, this culture, it was a whole new world, and I was suddenly, terrifyingly, and undeniably hungry to explore it.


I settled back into my desk chair, trying to appear normal, like I hadn't just been thoroughly, gloriously fucked on the meeting room table. My heart was still racing, my skin still tingling. I could feel the lingering wetness between my legs, a secret reminder of what had just happened. It was intoxicating. I glanced around the open-plan office. Everything looked the same, yet everything felt different. The casual chatter, the tapping of keyboards, the ringing of phones – it all seemed to hum with a new energy, a hidden undercurrent I hadn't noticed before. Or maybe I had, subconsciously, and that's why I'd felt that flicker of intrigue earlier on.


Suddenly, the suggestive undertones weren't undertones at all. They were brightly illuminated, impossible to miss, like a spotlight had been turned on, revealing the real atmosphere of the office I’d only glimpsed before. The lingering stares weren’t just lingering, they were openly admiring, appreciative, assessing me with a bold desire that sent a thrill through me. Touches weren't accidental; they were deliberate, confident, lingering on my arm, shoulder, waist, warming my skin and sparking a delicious tingle. And the comments… they weren't veiled in innuendo anymore, they were direct, playful, even explicit, leaving no room for doubt about the undercurrents here. The office air, that I’d thought was just buzzing with energy, now felt charged with something else entirely – a palpable sexual energy that vibrated around me, making me feel seen and undeniably alluring. "Flexible interpersonal dynamics" wasn't just a perk, it was the open invitation to a whole new way of working, and I was starting to understand exactly what kind of exciting, boundary-pushing culture I’d stepped into.


Jessica strolled over to my desk later that morning, leaning against the edge, her top giving me a clear view of her cleavage that was achingly hard to avoid staring at. “So,” she purred, her eyes sparkling with amusement, “how are you finding your first day?” Her gaze dropped to my own chest, then back up to meet my eyes, a knowing smile playing on her lips. It wasn't just a friendly check-in; it was something else, something charged. I felt a warmth spread through my cheeks again.


“It’s… great,” I managed, my voice a little breathless. “Everyone’s been really welcoming.”


Jessica laughed, a low, throaty sound. “Welcoming is one word for it.” She reached out and touched my arm, her fingers tracing a slow circle on my skin, right above my elbow. The touch was intimate, lingering longer than necessary, and it sent a shiver down my spine. “You fit right in, Ashley. You have that spark.” Her eyes held mine, and I felt seen, truly seen, for the first time, not just as a new employee, but as a woman, a desirable woman, in this place, in this culture. It was exhilarating.


That afternoon, during a team meeting, Mark sat opposite me at the long table. His leg bumped mine under the table, a casual contact that could have been accidental. But then his foot pressed against my calf, sliding slowly upwards, his toes tracing the curve of my leg, just under the hem of my dress. My breath hitched. I glanced up at him, and he met my gaze, his eyes dark and intense, a hint of a smirk playing on his lips. It wasn’t accidental. It was a deliberate overture, a silent question, a promise. I responded with a smile, a slow, deliberate, flirtatious curve of my lips, letting him know my answer. Yes.






Summoned 





The next morning, Jessica stopped by my desk again, leaning in close, her perfume a little stronger than usual. “Cute skirt today, Ashley,” she murmured, her voice dropping slightly, her eyes lingering on the expanse of thigh revealed as I adjusted my posture. I had chosen a shorter skirt than usual that morning, a deliberate choice to see how the office really operated. It was definitely registering. “This office definitely appreciates… talent,” she finished, the word hanging in the air with a playful emphasis that went beyond just my work skills. A slow smile played on her lips. “Maybe we should compare notes on how to really make an impression sometime?” she added, her wink less blatant this time, but somehow even more knowing. A jolt of pure, electric excitement shot through me. Inhibitions I hadn't even realised I had were cracking, dissolving in the brazenly open, sexually charged atmosphere of Innovate Solutions.


Later on, I was in the stationery cupboard, reaching for some paper, when David, one of the developers, appeared behind me, suddenly filling the small space. Before I could even turn, his hands were on my hips, strong and possessive, pulling me flush against him. I gasped, the air knocked from my lungs as I felt the hard ridge of his erection press insistently into my backside through my skirt, a shocking jolt of pure physicality. “Heard you’re settling in well,” he murmured into my ear, his voice a low rumble that vibrated against my skin, his breath hot and damp against my neck, sending shivers down my spine. One hand slid under my skirt, his touch confident and knowing, fingers tracing the delicate lace edge of my panties, lingering there for a heart-stopping moment before slipping beneath. He found the slick heat between my legs with an almost intuitive precision, as if he’d done this a thousand times before. “Very well indeed,” he breathed again, his fingers parting me, finding my most sensitive spot. I leaned back against the shelves, the cool metal a stark contrast to the heat building between my legs, my head falling back, moaning softly as he began to rub, his rhythm instantly perfect, expertly teasing and stroking. He knew exactly how to touch me, the pressure, the speed, the angle – it was like he could read my body, unlocking sensations I hadn't even known existed. The sheer audacity of it, the thrill of this stolen, forbidden moment in the middle of the workday, the raw, focused pleasure he was so expertly delivering – it was all overwhelmingly arousing. My breath hitched, my hips instinctively pressed back against him, seeking more, needing more. My orgasm hit me in a wave, a gasping rush against the cold metal shelves, my body convulsing around his fingers, the pleasure sharp and exquisite. He squeezed my hip hard as I came, a final, possessive gesture, then withdrew his hand, leaving me slick, breathless, and trembling, the echoes of pleasure still vibrating through me. “See you at the team meeting, Ashley,” he said, his voice casual as if nothing extraordinary had just happened, before disappearing as quickly as he’d arrived, leaving me shaky but buzzing with an intensely illicit thrill, forever changed by that stolen moment.


During the afternoon, Jessica and I were chatting by the coffee machine, discussing weekend plans, when she casually reached out and caressed my breast through my blouse. Her touch was bold, her fingers kneading, her thumb brushing insistently across my nipple, which instantly hardened and pushed against the fabric. “So, about Saturday night…” she murmured, her eyes locked on mine, holding a direct, almost challenging intensity that ignored the blatant public nature of her touch. “Thinking we could make it a girls’ night… or maybe something a little more inclusive?” Her gaze flicked down to my lips, then back up, a clear invitation hanging in the air. My breath hitched. It was so casual, so open, so utterly shocking, and yet undeniably, incredibly arousing. My nipples were aching, begging for more of her touch.


Just as Jessica’s thumb started to circle my nipple again, the clatter of mugs and louder voices announced the arrival of other colleagues into the kitchen. We both froze for a split second, Jessica’s hand still cupping my breast, our eyes locked. Then, with a slow, deliberate slide, she removed her hand, her fingers trailing lightly down my side, leaving a lingering warmth under my blouse. Her smile widened, now openly playful. “Saturday then?” she asked, her voice perfectly normal, as if we’d been discussing spreadsheets, not sexual invitations. I managed a shaky smile back, my heart still hammering against my ribs, my nipple throbbing where she’d touched me. “Sounds… good,” I replied, trying to match her casual tone, my voice a little breathier than I intended. We both turned as David and another developer, walked up to the coffee machine, completely oblivious to the charged moment that we had just shared. Jessica smoothly grabbed a mug from the shelf, turning to join the general kitchen chatter about project deadlines and weekend plans, seamlessly blending back into the workday flow. I followed suit, pouring myself a coffee, my hand trembling slightly as I reached for the sugar, the lingering sensation of Jessica’s touch a secret, burning reminder under my professional facade. The kitchen air, now filled with mundane office talk, still seemed to hum with a different kind of energy, a silent understanding between Jessica and me and all of us, a shared secret in the open.


These brazen encounters, these overt sexual explorations, were like electric shocks, jolting me fully awake, igniting a desire that was no longer nascent, but burning hot. They were thrilling, yes, but they also fueled a deeper, more focused craving. A craving for more than fleeting touches, more than stolen moments. More sustained pleasure, more intense connection.


Mr. Harrison, the CEO, was a weight in the office, a silent, powerful force that permeated everything. Last weekend before I’d started, I’d done some online stalking, and his profile picture had definitely caught my eye – something about the sharp suit and that piercing gaze hinted at a man who knew exactly what he wanted. Hot, definitely. But seeing him in person, moving through the open plan with an air of quiet authority, was something else entirely. His presence was palpable, a silent power that radiated from him. His gaze was sharp, assessing, always seeming to observe everything with a heightened awareness. I started noticing his eyes on me constantly during the first week, across the room, during team meetings, even when I thought I was unobserved at my desk. Intense, prolonged eye contact, a focused, unwavering attention that made my skin prickle with a potent mix of nerves and a growing, undeniable anticipation. It wasn't just looking; it was a deliberate, lingering appraisal, and in his gaze, I sensed a different kind of claim, a power dynamic that was both intimidating and intensely, magnetically, fascinating.


Mr. Harrison was a presence in the office, even when he wasn't physically there. You felt his influence, the weight of the CEO, permeating everything. Over my first week, I noticed he was surprisingly elusive in the open-plan space. He seemed to mostly inhabit his corner office, a powerful and silent figure at the company's helm. However, every now and then, he would appear, a fleeting presence moving through the teams, before disappearing again into his private domain. During those brief moments when we crossed paths that first week, his interactions were superficially polite – a quick question about how I was finding things, how my onboarding was going, standard CEO-to-new-employee fare. But even in those professional exchanges, there was something different. His gaze would hold mine just a fraction too long, a slow, deliberate appraisal that started at my eyes and then drifted down, making me acutely aware of my curves. There was often a subtle smile on his lips, a hint of amusement, and a knowing glint in his eyes that suggested he was far from oblivious to the office's undercurrents, and perhaps, was even its architect. His voice, though authoritative when he addressed the office generally, could soften and deepen when speaking directly to me, taking on a tone that felt almost intimate, even amidst the surrounding office noise. He projected an air of immense confidence, a quiet certainty that he was used to being noticed, desired, and that my attention was simply his due. It was this very confidence, this sense that his interest wasn't something he needed to seek but rather something he chose to bestow, that I found so captivating. It felt like a game played entirely on his terms, and suddenly, I was intensely, thrillingly eager to play.


Finally, on the Monday of my second week, the email arrived. A summons, plain and simple, from his secretary. “Ashley, Mr. Harrison requests a brief performance check-in. Please come to his office at 3pm.” My heart leaped into my throat. A performance check-in. Right. My palms were suddenly sweaty, my breath shallow. I’d only been here for one week, surely I can’t have been expected to actually do any work yet?


At 3pm sharp, I walked to his office, my legs feeling a little unsteady. The office was opulent, a world away from the open-plan space outside. Dark wood, plush leather, expensive art – it screamed power, authority, control. He was standing by the window, looking out at the city skyline, his back to me. “Ashley, come in,” he said, without turning around, his voice deeper, richer than I remembered.


He turned, and his gaze locked onto mine, intense, unwavering. “Thank you for coming.” He gestured to a leather chair opposite his large desk. I sat, trying to appear composed, professional, but my pulse was racing, a frantic drumbeat in my ears.


He sat down behind his desk, leaning back in his chair, his gaze still fixed on me. “So, Ashley,” he began, his voice low and smooth, “how are you finding Innovate Solutions?”


“I’m… really enjoying it, Mr. Harrison,” I managed, my voice a little shaky. “It’s a great company.”


He smiled, a slow, knowing smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “And the culture?” he asked, the word hanging in the air between us, heavy with unspoken meaning.


My breath hitched. “I’m… adapting,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.


He leaned forward, his elbows on the desk, his gaze intense. “I’ve been observing your enthusiastic integration, Ashley. Impressive.” His eyes raked over me, a blatant appraisal that made my skin prickle. Suddenly, I was acutely aware of the low cut of my blouse, a wave of self-consciousness washing over me. Had it been too much? Too obvious? “You’re a quick learner.”


He stood up, slowly, deliberately, and walked around the desk, towards me. My breath caught in my throat. He stopped in front of me, towering over me, his presence overwhelming. His hands reached out, not to shake mine, but to my blouse, to the buttons. His fingers brushed against my skin, sending a jolt of electricity through me. He didn’t ask, didn’t hesitate, just started unbuttoning my blouse, slowly, deliberately, his eyes locked on mine the entire time.


I didn’t stop him. I couldn’t. I *wanted* this, craved it, hungered for it. I reached up, my own fingers trembling slightly, and helped him, unfastening the remaining buttons, pulling my blouse open, letting it fall off my shoulders to reveal my bra. He reached out again, his fingers hooking under the lace of my bra, unclasping the strap, pulling it down, my breasts swinging slightly as he exposed them. My nipples were already hard, aching. He cupped them in his hands, his thumbs brushing over the sensitive tips, sending shivers of anticipation through me.


His hands felt heavy, possessive as they cradled my breasts. His thumbs circled my nipples, teasing, and a low moan escaped my lips. My head fell back, offering myself to him, my neck arching, exposing myself further. I wanted him to see how much I wanted this, how completely I was his in this moment. His dark eyes burned into mine, and I knew he saw it, felt it, reveled in it. He liked my eagerness, my submission, the way my body responded instantly to his touch. It fueled him, I could see it in the tightening of his jaw, the intensity of his gaze.


Without a word, his eyes still locked on mine, he moved behind me. He reached down, his hands firm on my shoulders, and pulled me to my feet. The sudden shift left me slightly unsteady, and I instinctively reached out to brace myself against the desk, but he caught my hands, pulling them behind me, holding them captive at the small of my back. He moved closer, his body pressing against mine from behind. I felt the cool metal of my skirt’s back zipper. The sound of it sliding down, slow and deliberate, echoed in the silent office, amplified in the thick air. It was a small sound, but it felt huge, significant, like another layer of my carefully constructed professional facade being stripped away. The zipper reached its end, and the fabric of my skirt loosened around my waist. I held my breath, anticipation coiling tight in my stomach.


His hands moved to my waist, gripping the loosened fabric of my skirt. With a sharp tug, he pulled it down, past my hips, past my thighs, until it pooled around my ankles in a soft heap at my feet. The cool air on my bare legs sent another shiver of anticipation through me. He paused for a breath, letting the silence hang thick and heavy in the air, letting his eyes rake over my newly revealed legs, before moving again.


His hand reached down then, sliding beneath the elastic of my panties. The touch was firm, confident, sending shivers down my thighs. He tugged them down, the lace whispering against my skin as they slid past my hips, past my thighs, pooling around my ankles on top of the skirt. His fingers brushed against my mound as he pulled the fabric away, and my breath hitched. My hips lifted instinctively, offering myself to him even more fully. I was bare now, completely exposed, vulnerable and open under his gaze.


He turned me back to face him, his eyes roaming over my naked body, lingering on the dampness between my legs. Then he leaned in, his mouth crashing down on mine, hard and demanding. It wasn’t a kiss that asked, it was a kiss that took, that claimed. His tongue plunged into my mouth, deep and insistent, mirroring the hunger in his eyes. I met his force with my own eagerness, opening my mouth wider, letting him take control. He deepened the kiss, his hands moving, running down my back, over my hips, molding me to him.


He broke the kiss, leaving me gasping, my lungs burning for air and my body throbbing with unfulfilled desire. My skin felt electric, every nerve ending screaming for his touch. He turned me gently, his hands on my waist, so that my back was to him. I could feel his eyes raking over my naked body. I knew he could see the sheen of moisture between my legs, feel the heat radiating off me. I was slick and aching, a raw, open nerve ending begging to be touched.


His hands, warm and possessive, began their exploration, tracing the line of my neck, sending shivers down my spine with each touch. He moved lower, his fingers gliding down my back, each vertebra a point of intense sensation. He cupped my hips, his thumbs pressing into the soft flesh, kneading and teasing, making me moan softly. "God," I breathed, my voice thick with need, "please..." I didn't even know what I was asking for, just more.


His fingers dipped lower, tracing the curve of my bottom, then slipped between my thighs, so close to the pulsing ache between my legs. I gasped, my breath hitching in my throat as his thumb brushed against my swollen labia, just teasing the edge of my clit. I was soaked, dripping, desperate. "Please," I begged again, louder this time, my voice cracking with the intensity of my need. "Please, fuck me. I need you inside me." The words tumbled out of me, raw and uninhibited, the sound of pure, unadulterated want.


With a low growl that vibrated against my back, he lifted me, his arms strong and sure, and bent me over the edge of his massive desk. The polished wood was cool against my stomach, a stark contrast to the fire raging in my core. My legs dangled, my ass and pussy suddenly exposed and vulnerable, but I didn’t care. I wanted to be vulnerable, wanted to be taken, to be owned.


He stepped back, just for a moment, taking in the sight of me bent over for him, my ass presented, begging for his attention. I could feel his eyes burning into me, imagining what he saw - the way my back arched, the tempting curve of my ass, the wetness glistening between my legs. He inhaled deeply, drawing in my scent, my arousal, my desperation.


Then, I felt his fingers sliding between my cheeks, parting them, exploring the sensitive skin of my ass. A gasp escaped my lips, a mixture of surprise and anticipation. My breath hitched in my throat, and a shiver of pure sensation ran down my spine. This was new. Excitingly, terrifyingly new. I’d never done this before, never even considered it, but in this moment, bent over his desk, exposed and vulnerable, the idea of him taking me from behind ignited a fire in my belly that burned hotter than anything I’d felt before. He was touching me there, touching me like that, and instead of feeling shy or embarrassed, a thrill coursed through me. He teased my entrance, circling, pressing, his fingertips tracing the delicate ring of muscle. Each touch sent sparks of awareness through me, making me wet and even more frantic for him. I pressed my hips back, instinctively offering myself to him, desperate for him to go further. Then, slowly, deliberately, he slipped a finger inside. It was tight, unfamiliar, a strange and exhilarating pressure. I tensed, then gasped again as the sensation bloomed, a surprising heat spreading outwards from that single point of entry. He added another finger, stretching me gently, patiently, and a moan escaped my lips. It was a little uncomfortable, a little bit of a stretch, but underneath it, pulsing through it, was an undeniable wave of arousal. I whimpered into the wood of the desk, my body trembling, begging for release, begging for him. "Please," I pleaded, tears pricking at my eyes, overwhelmed by the intensity of my desire, the newness of this sensation, the sheer audacity of it. "Please, just take me," I begged, my voice cracking. "Fuck me, please, I need you so badly. I want you inside me, right there, please."
 


He shifted his weight slightly, and then I felt his other hand on my chest, pinching my nipples briefly, then sliding down my stomach, lower, lower, until his fingers found the soft folds between my legs. A jolt went through me, a different kind of heat pooling low in my belly. He didn't linger there long, just a brief, teasing press, enough to elicit a gasp and a rush of wetness. I felt his fingers slick with my own arousal, and then they were moving back, tracing a path back around my waist, back to my ass. They were slick and wet, and as he touched me there again, between my cheeks, a new wave of heat flooded me, a shocking, intimate application of my own desire.


He shifted again, the movement sending a fresh wave of anticipation through me. I could feel the heat of his body radiating against my back, a solid wall of muscle and desire pressing close, a palpable promise of what was to come. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the silence of the room. There was a moment of charged stillness, a held breath where the world seemed to narrow down to just the two of us, the air thick with unspoken expectation. Then, with a low growl that I felt against my spine, he positioned himself, and I knew, with a certainty that stole my breath, that this was it. This was happening. And then, he pushed inside. It wasn't gentle, wasn't hesitant, but a firm, sure thrust that filled me deeply, powerfully, from behind. It was a sensation unlike anything I had ever experienced. A different kind of fullness, a shocking, exquisite stretch, a brand new kind of pressure that bloomed outwards, resonating deep within me, in places I hadn't even known could feel pleasure. A cry tore from my throat, a sharp gasp that was a chaotic mix of surprise, a jolt of intense pleasure, and a complete and utter surrender to the moment. "Oh fuck," I gasped, the words escaping me involuntarily, my nails digging into the polished wood of the desk, desperately clinging to the edge as my body struggled to adjust, to accommodate this new invasion, this unfamiliar angle, this breathtaking, overwhelming pressure. For a fleeting moment, I was overwhelmed, teetering on the edge of too much, but then the pleasure surged back, stronger, more insistent than before. He didn't pause, didn't break the connection, just began to move, thrusting into me, deep and hard, his rhythm instantly taking over, stealing my breath, stealing my thoughts, leaving me no room to think, only to feel.


His hand reached around, sliding down my belly, each fingertip a spark of fire against my skin, sending shivers of anticipation rippling outwards before settling possessively on the swollen, throbbing bud of my clit. He began to stroke it roughly, insistently, the pad of his thumb circling, teasing, applying just the right amount of pressure to send electric jolts through my core. At the same time, his other hand, bold and demanding, snaked around my front, his fingers finding my nipples, already hard and aching, and pinching and pulling at them roughly, insistently. A gasp hitched in my throat, a sound lost in the growing storm of sensation. The dual assault on my senses was breathtaking, almost overwhelming, a dizzying wave of intensity crashing over me like a tsunami as he continued to fuck my ass from behind, each thrust deeper and harder than the last. I could feel the thick, insistent length of him stretching me open with each powerful stroke, a sensation that was both intensely arousing and shockingly intimate. It felt impossibly long, impossibly thick, filling me completely, pressing against something deep inside, a mysterious point of pleasure I hadn’t known existed until this very moment, a point that made me want to scream and weep and come apart all at once. The simultaneous sensations of his cock stretching me from behind, filling me with a hard, insistent heat, and his fingers teasing my clit and nipples, sending shivers of exquisite pain and pleasure through my nerve endings, were pushing me higher and higher, closer and closer to the edge of reason, the edge of control, the edge of sanity. "Yes," I gasped, my moans growing louder, more frantic, raw and unrestrained, echoing in the small office, bouncing off the walls, the ceiling, the very air around us, a testament to the wildness he was unleashing within me. "Fuck, yes, harder, please, harder." Each thrust sent jolts of pleasure through me, radiating outwards from my core, each touch of his fingers on my clit and nipples intensified the burning, aching need that was consuming me, threatening to shatter me into a million shimmering pieces of pure, unadulterated sensation. My body was a taut string, vibrating with every touch, every thrust, every breath, stretched to its absolute limit, trembling on the precipice of release.


My body clenched, spasming around him, the orgasm rising, a tidal wave building within me, tightening its grip, a pressure so intense it felt like it might shatter me into a million pieces. He seemed to sense it, feel the shift in my body, the frantic rhythm of my breath, the way I was clinging to the desk, desperate for purchase. His rhythm deepened, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, more relentless, driving me relentlessly over the edge. With a final, shuddering surge, the orgasm exploded through me, ripping through me in a blinding flash of pure, unadulterated pleasure. My body convulsed, my cries turning into ragged gasps. At the same moment, I heard his guttural roar, a sound of his release, felt the powerful thrust of his own climax deep inside me. He finished inside me, his hot seed pulsing within, a final, possessive claim, leaving me breathless, trembling, utterly and completely his.


He didn’t stop, not right away. He continued to thrust, even after his orgasm, his movements slower now, but still deep, still insistent, until he was completely exhausted, until his breath came in ragged gasps, until the tremors of his release subsided. Then, slowly, deliberately, he withdrew, leaving me slick and breathless on the desk, my legs still dangling, my body still humming with the aftershocks of orgasm. He retreated a fraction, his eyes heavy, possessive, a triumphant gleam in his dark eyes.


I lay there, breathless, utterly spent, completely and gloriously satisfied, every nerve ending in my body humming with the aftershocks of orgasm. A slow trickle of warmth began to slide down my inner muscles, a distinct, thick sensation that registered instantly – his cum, still pulsing inside me, a hot, undeniable presence filling my ass. It was a startlingly intimate feeling, his seed lodged within me, a tangible mark of his possession. A thrill, sharp and undeniable, shot through me, a jolt of pure, electric sensation that had nothing to do with physical pleasure and everything to do with something deeper, something primal. I was owned. Thrillingly, completely owned. The realization resonated through me, settling in my bones, a delicious weight of surrender. I pushed myself up slightly, my muscles protesting pleasantly, and turned my head back to stare at him, my eyes wide and dazed, pupils blown wide and dark, reflecting back his image, his power, his dominance. In his gaze, I saw not just lust, but something deeper, a possessive claim that sent a fresh wave of heat through my core. My lips were parted, gasping for air, my chest heaving with the remnants of exertion, my body slick with a sheen of sweat and his thick, warm cum now seeping from within me and coating my ass. Shock, awe, and a newfound, intoxicating sense of submission swirled within me, a heady cocktail of emotions that left me breathless and wanting more. Every inch of me felt claimed, marked, irrevocably changed by what had just happened. I was his. And in that moment, in that opulent office, under his possessive gaze, with the lingering sensation of his seed still warm inside me, that was exactly, unequivocally, what I wanted to be.


A slow smile stretched across Mr. Harrison's face as he watched me, a satisfied look in his eyes. He knew the effect he had on me, knew the power he held, and he reveled in it. For a long moment, we just stared at each other, the silence in the opulent office thick with unspoken understanding, with the raw energy of what had just transpired. Finally, with a small nod, he stepped back further, allowing me to regain my footing, to gather the scattered remnants of my composure, and my clothes. My body was still humming, my mind still reeling, but a strange sense of calm settled over me as I straightened up, deliberately leaving my bra and panties on the floor as a silent offering, a part of myself left behind for him. There was no awkwardness, no shame, just a potent, exhilarating sense of transformation. I quickly gathered my skirt and blouse, pulling them on, my fingers still clumsy but now imbued with a newfound confidence. He watched me dress, his gaze unwavering, and I met it directly, a small, secret smile playing on my lips. This wasn't just a job anymore; it was something else entirely.


As I walked back to the open-plan office, the world seemed sharper, brighter, more intensely alive. Each step felt different, lighter, imbued with a secret energy. I could still feel the warmth between my legs, the ghost of his touch on my skin, the echo of his dominance imprinted on my very being. When I reached my desk, I forced myself to slow down, to breathe deeply, to try and project an air of normalcy. My reflection in the darkened screen showed flushed cheeks and slightly dilated pupils, but it could probably pass as just being a bit warm in the office. I settled into my chair, the familiar office sounds washing over me – the keyboard clicks, the murmur of conversation, the ringing phone – but they all seemed to vibrate with a different kind of energy now, a hidden, pulsing undercurrent that I was finally, thrillingly, a part of. The air itself felt charged, expectant, and I knew, with a certainty that resonated deep in my bones, that this was just the beginning. My first day at Innovate Solutions had been anything but ordinary, and I couldn't wait to see what came next.






Letting it all go 





Tuesday morning, my second week, and the office was different. I was different. It wasn't just a place of work anymore; it was a playground, a stage, a realm of endless possibilities. My body wasn’t just mine; it was a currency, a source of power, a constant invitation. And I was reveling in every single moment of it. The last vestiges of initial shock and hesitation had completely dissolved in the heat of yesterday afternoon, replaced by a surging confidence, a thrilling sense of liberation that had taken root deep inside me. Every lingering glance, every suggestive comment, every brush of a hand now sent a jolt of electricity through me, keeping me perpetually on edge, perpetually aroused. It was intoxicating, this new reality I'd stepped into.


My wardrobe had to reflect this immediate transformation. The sensible blouses and knee-length skirts I'd worn on my first days already felt like relics of a past life, a life where I hadn’t known this version of myself existed. Starting that Tuesday, my dresses were tighter, hugging my curves, showcasing my legs with hemlines that seemed to creep higher with each passing hour. I found myself instinctively choosing not to wear a bra, and my necklines plunged lower, revealing the swell of my breasts, daring glances and bolder advances. I caught Jessica watching me from her desk, an understanding smile touched her lips, and I knew she approved – likely recognized herself in this rapid evolution. Other women in the office were dressed similarly, and there was a silent camaraderie in our shared display, a shared understanding of the game we were all playing. The appreciative stares from the men were no longer intimidating; they were fuel, validation, a constant reminder of my desirability, my power. I loved the way they looked at me, hungry, wanting, knowing they could have me, here, in this space, in this world we had so openly embraced.


The thrill of the forbidden, so potent on my first day, had already evolved into the even more exhilarating reality of the expected. Meeting rooms weren't just for meetings anymore – they pulsed with a different kind of energy, a palpable promise of illicit encounters I now knew were commonplace. Empty offices no longer seemed sterile and functional; instead, they whispered possibilities of quick, stolen moments I'd glimpsed and could now imagine myself a part of. Even the semi-public spaces, once simply areas for work, now crackled with a certain allure, the delicious risk of being observed, the electrifying possibility of witnessing or even joining in on someone else's transgression. I found myself actively attuned to these undercurrents, sensing the unspoken invitations, recognizing the subtle cues that hinted at hidden rendezvous. Privacy was fading into irrelevance, becoming an outdated concept, a quaint notion from the buttoned-up world I was rapidly leaving behind. Here, in Innovate Solutions, the lack of privacy, the potential for exposure, was becoming the new thrill, the defining characteristic of this boldly different workplace.


Just then, on my way to grab some files from the printer, I rounded the corner by the water cooler and stopped short. David, Jessica's usual office partner, was backed against the wall, and one of the marketing interns, a girl I barely knew, was pressed close against him. Her skirt was hiked up around her hips, and though David’s back was to me, I could see her hands moving urgently against his trousers, right at his crotch. He was leaning into the wall, head thrown back, his breath coming in ragged gasps. Even from a few feet away, I could hear soft moans escaping her lips. For a split second, I froze, unsure whether to retreat or pretend I hadn't seen anything. But then, a new realization coursed through me. This wasn't shocking anymore; it was… normal. Office normal. I watched for another beat, a strange mix of arousal and voyeuristic curiosity bubbling up inside me, before continuing on to the printer, a small smile playing on my lips. The air around the water cooler suddenly felt charged, humming with a secret energy that was now, undeniably, a part of my everyday.


The afternoon meeting that Tuesday was held in the main open plan area, so we were all gathered around a cluster of desks pushed together. Mark was leading the meeting, standing at the head of the makeshift table. He caught my eye as I sat down, a slow, knowing smile spreading across his face, a smile that held the memory of last week, a promise for today. My heart skipped a beat. During the meeting, his gaze kept drifting back to me, lingering on my chest, sending little sparks of anticipation through me. It was almost unbearable, this public display of desire, this unspoken promise hanging in the air, a silent conversation carried out in glances and smirks.


After the meeting, as everyone was dispersing, Mark caught my arm, pulling me back slightly. “Stay a minute, Ashley,” he murmured, his voice low and husky, thick with the unspoken. My breath hitched. He didn’t need to say anything else. I knew. He led me towards the back of the open plan office, to a slightly more secluded area near the windows, a row of empty desks. It wasn't private, not really, but it was more isolated than the main thoroughfare of the office. He turned to face me, his eyes dark and intense, burning with a possessive fire. “You’ve done a lot of hard work this past week Ashley,” he said, his voice a deep resonance that pulsed through my body. “Very… receptive.”


Before I could even respond, he leaned in and kissed me, his mouth hot and possessive on mine. It wasn’t a gentle kiss, it was a claiming kiss, a public declaration. His hand went to my waist, pulling me hard against him, and then, before I even realized what he was doing, he lifted me, my skirt riding up my thighs, and placed me right on top of the nearest desk. The sudden height, the exposure, the sheer audacity of it took my breath away. I gasped, half in surprise, half in exhilaration. He didn’t break the kiss, his mouth still locked on mine, his tongue plunging deep. His hands moved to my hips, steadying me, spreading my legs slightly wider on either side of him. I could feel the hard ridge of his cock pressing against my thigh through his trousers, a promise of what was to come. I wrapped my arms around his neck, holding on tight, my body buzzing with excitement. A nervous laugh bubbled up from my chest, a sound that was part fear, part pure, unadulterated thrill. This was insane. This was incredible.


He finally broke the kiss, his eyes burning into mine. “You like this, don’t you, Ashley?” he murmured, his voice rough with arousal. “You like being watched.” He knew me so well already, it was shocking and arousing all at once. I nodded, breathlessly, unable to speak, my eyes wide, pupils dilated. My body was humming, vibrating with anticipation. I wanted more, so much more. My fingers fumbled at the buttons of my blouse. He stepped back and watched, his gaze intense, as I quickly unbuttoned it, my hands shaking slightly with eagerness. I pulled the fabric open, letting it fall wide, letting my breasts hang freely on my exposed chest. But that wasn't enough. Not nearly enough. I wanted to feel his eyes on all of me, to be completely exposed, utterly vulnerable, utterly desired. With a bold move, fueled by adrenaline and pure, unadulterated lust, I reached my hand down inside my skirt. Ignoring the sheer audacity of it, I found myself, my fingers quickly finding their mark. A moan escaped my lips, loud and unrestrained in the otherwise quiet office, as sensation shot through me.


A gasp rippled through the small group of colleagues who had stopped nearby, drawn by the commotion. I leaned back on my hands on the desk, arching my back slightly, pushing my chest out, offering myself to them, to him. My nipples were hard, aching, begging to be touched. I looked at Mark, a seductive smile curving my lips, and then my gaze flicked to Jessica, who was standing slightly apart from the others, her sharp eyes gleaming with amusement and something else… hunger? Then I let my eyes sweep over the small crowd gathering, a mix of men and women, their faces a mixture of shock, excitement, and open desire. They were watching, really watching, and the heat of their gazes was like a physical touch, igniting a fire in my belly.


A murmur rippled through the onlookers, a low hum of excitement. Some of them started to move closer, drawn in by the spectacle, by my brazen display. A hand reached out, tentatively at first, and then bolder, stroking my thigh, just above the hem of my skirt. Another hand, a woman’s hand, reached out and cupped my breast, her fingers firm, kneading gently. A man leaned in, his breath hot on my neck as he whispered, “You’re incredible, Ashley.” Another kissed my shoulder, his lips leaving a wet trail against my skin. Hands were everywhere now, touching, caressing, exploring. It was a whirlwind of sensation, a blur of touch and heat and whispered words. Fingers traced the curves of my breasts, squeezed my nipples, slid down my stomach, dipping under the waistband of my skirt, finding the soft skin of my lower belly. A mouth closed over my nipple, sucking hard, drawing a moan from my lips. Suddenly, a different woman stepped forward and, with a playful smirk, reached for my skirt. The zipper hissed open, and the fabric slid down my hips, pooling at my feet, leaving me completely bare. A wave of appreciative sounds washed over me. Another hand slipped between my legs, fingers parting my thighs, finding the wet heat between them, stroking, teasing, sending jolts of pleasure through me. Jessica stepped closer, leaning in, her breath warm against my ear. “Just let go, Ashley,” she whispered, her voice low and seductive. “Let it all go.”


And I surrendered. I surrendered to the sensations, to the touch, to the moment. My head fell back, my eyes closed, and I let out a moan, a long, drawn-out sound of pure pleasure. Hands continued to explore, mouths continued to suck and kiss. Fingers delved deeper between my legs, plunging in and out of my sensitive hole. Others found my clit, stroking it rhythmically, expertly. The pressure built, wave after wave of sensation washing over me. My hips started to buck against the desk, my breath coming in short, sharp gasps. The sounds of the office faded away, replaced by the rush of blood in my ears, the frantic rhythm of my heart, the moans and whispers of the crowd around me. My orgasm started to build, a knot of sensation in my core, radiating outwards, engulfing me completely. It was intense, overwhelming, almost too much to bear. But I didn’t want it to stop. I wanted more, more, more. The pressure reached its peak, and then shattered, exploding outwards in a wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure. My body convulsed, my back arching off the desk, my screams of pleasure ripping through the office, blending with the cheers and moans of the gathered crowd. My orgasm after orgasm ripped through me, wave after wave, each one more intense than the last. My legs trembled, my body shuddered, my senses overloaded with pure, raw sensation. I was completely exposed, utterly used, and ecstatically, gloriously fulfilled.


Finally, the waves of pleasure subsided, leaving me breathless, trembling, utterly spent. My body was slick with sweat, my hair tangled, my clothes disheveled. I collapsed back onto the desk, my chest heaving, my breath coming in ragged gasps. The office swam back into focus, the faces of my colleagues, flushed and excited, their eyes gleaming with admiration and desire. Spilled drinks, discarded clothing, the lingering scent of sex and arousal filled the air. The crowd around me erupted in applause, cheers, whistles. They were celebrating me, celebrating this moment, celebrating this transformation. The office was my playground now, my kingdom, and I was the queen. Mark reached down and took my hand, pulling me gently to my feet. Jessica put an arm around my waist, steadying me. Someone draped a jacket over my shoulders, a kind gesture, though I barely registered the cool air against my heated skin. As I stumbled towards the bathrooms to shower, still shaky on my legs, a colleague winked and whispered, “See you tomorrow, Office Sex Queen!” A delighted laugh bubbled up from my chest. Yes, they would see me tomorrow. And the game was just beginning.


The next morning, walking into the office felt different. It was like stepping onto a stage, knowing all eyes were on me, not with judgment, but with anticipation. I chose my outfit carefully: a dress that hugged my curves with a front zipper all the way down,, a neckline that dared to plunge, heels that made my legs look endless. Jessica greeted me with a knowing smile and a wink. Mark simply leaned against the doorframe of his office, watching me approach, his gaze lingering on every inch of my body. There was no need for words. We all understood the new dynamic.


Throughout the morning, the energy was palpable. Men found excuses to talk to me, their hands lingering on my waist, my arm, my thigh, my ass. Women offered compliments, their eyes filled with a mixture of admiration and envy. Even David, Jessica’s usual partner, gave me a lingering look that spoke volumes. It wasn’t just about being desired; it was about controlling that desire, directing it, playing with it.


During a team meeting, Mark was explaining a new project, his voice professional, but his eyes kept straying to me. I sat opposite him, my legs crossed, letting my skirt ride just a little higher, hoping he could see my lack of panties. I caught his gaze and held it, a slow smile spreading across my lips. He faltered mid-sentence, a slight flush rising on his neck. The power of that small, silent interaction thrilled me. Later, in the break room, I found him alone at the coffee machine.


“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” he murmured, handing me a mug. His voice was lower than usual, huskier.


I took the coffee, our fingers brushing. “Immensely,” I replied, my voice equally soft, my eyes locking with his. “It’s… freeing.”


He stepped closer, the warmth of his body radiating towards me. “Freeing, and incredibly arousing.” His gaze dropped to my lips, then lower, tracing the curve of my breasts beneath my dress. “You know you’re driving everyone crazy, Ashley.”


“Is that a complaint, Mark?” I tilted my head, a playful challenge in my eyes.


He chuckled, a low rumble in his chest. “Definitely not.” He reached out, his fingers tracing the line of my jaw, then dipping lower, to the pulse point in my throat. “It’s intoxicating.”


“Then maybe you should have a taste,” I whispered, leaning in, my body almost touching his. I could feel the heat radiating from him, the tension thrumming between us. His eyes darkened, desire blazing in their depths as I drew closer, even closer, my breasts pushing against his chest. The air crackled between us, thick with desire. I tipped my head back, just slightly, offering myself to him, exposing the sensitive skin of my throat, giving him clear access to my mouth. My lips parted just a fraction, an invitation, a plea.


He didn’t hesitate. His head dipped, and his mouth found mine, not gently, not tentatively, but with a raw, hungry urgency that sent a shiver of anticipation down my spine. It started slow, sensual, testing the waters, his lips soft at first, exploring the shape of mine, tasting me. But then, the kiss deepened, intensified. His tongue slid between my lips, hot and wet and demanding, and I gasped, opening my mouth wider, letting him in. It was a kiss that consumed me, that stole my breath, that made my head spin. My hands, which had been resting lightly on his chest, slid up the back of his neck, my fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer, deeper. I wanted to devour him, to taste every inch of him, to lose myself in the heat of his mouth.


He broke the kiss, finally, but only to catch his breath, his eyes dark with desire, pupils blown wide. His hands came up, framing my face, his thumbs stroking my cheeks, sending little sparks of electricity through my skin. “God, Ashley,” he breathed, his voice thick with passion, “you taste so good.” Then, his gaze dropped lower, to the front zip on my dress. Slowly, deliberately, his fingers started to work at it, sliding it down my chest, my stomach, his eyes never leaving mine. It was a slow, tantalizing undressing that was more erotic than any rushed fumble could ever be. 

My own fingers reached out, assisting him, trying to drag the zipper down faster, driven by my raw need for him. The dress opened, revealing my heavy breasts to him. He paused, his gaze lingering there, on the curve of my cleavage, the hint of nipple visible through the side of the dress. His breath hitched, and I could see the hunger in his eyes, the raw, primal desire that mirrored my own. Then, with a deft flick of his fingers, he zipped the rest of the way down, revealing my naked body. My breasts spilled free, heavy and aching, into his waiting hands.


He groaned, a low, guttural sound that vibrated in my chest. His hands cupped my breasts, weighing them, kneading them gently, his thumbs brushing over my nipples, sending sharp sparks of sensation through me. My head fell back, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps. I wanted more, needed more. He pulled me closer, his body pressing against mine, and then, with a swift movement, he positioned me so my back was to the open doorway of the break room. A thrill of danger, of exhibitionism, shot through me. Anyone could walk in, anyone could see my bare ass. That was the point, and only amplified the already intense arousal coursing through me.


He stood in front of me. The doorway was still open, the office sounds still audible, a constant reminder of our public display. He lowered his head, his hot breath ghosting over my breasts, sending shivers of anticipation down my spine. And then, his mouth closed over one nipple, sucking hard, pulling, teasing with his tongue. A loud moan escaped my lips, involuntary, unrestrained. My back arched, my hands gripping his head, urging him pressed closer, desiring the full extent of his mouth on me. His tongue flicked and swirled around my nipple, sending waves of pleasure radiating outwards, to my core, to my toes. He suckled harder, drawing my nipple deep into his mouth, and I gasped again, my body tensing, my legs starting to tremble.


Just as I thought I couldn’t take any more, a new touch joined the symphony of sensations. Jessica stepped into the break room, drawn by the sounds, her sharp eyes immediately locking onto the scene unfolding before her. She had approached from behind, silent as a shadow, her hands sliding around my waist, her fingers splaying out over my bare skin. And then, her hands moved higher, cupping my other breast, the one Mark wasn’t already devouring. Her fingers teased my nipple, pinching and twisting, while Mark continued to suckle on the other, creating a dizzying, overwhelming sensation.


“Oh god,” I moaned again, louder this time, my voice thick with pleasure, with surrender. Two sets of hands on my breasts, two mouths, two sets of eyes watching, desiring. It was too much, almost overwhelming, but in the best possible way. I closed my eyes, giving myself over to the sensation, letting it wash over me, consume me. Mark reached up, his hand leaving my breast for a moment, and started caressing my core, his touch teasing, not penetrating, but sending shivers of anticipation through me nonetheless. His fingers traced the outline of my mound, pressing gently, just enough to remind me of what was waiting, what was coming.


He continued to tease, circling my clit, sending shivers of pleasure through me with each touch, while Jessica’s hands worked magic on my breasts, kneading, stroking, pinching, pulling. My breath quickened, my body tensing, the pressure building, building, building. I could feel myself getting closer, the edge tantalizingly near. And then, another hand, a new hand, reached out, joining the chorus of sensation. Someone else, another colleague, emboldened by the display, by the open invitation, reached out and started grabbing my ass, their touch rougher, more urgent. The multiple sensations, the different rhythms, the sheer audacity of it all sent me spiraling.


Mark finally broke away from me, his eyes dark with lust. He traced a line down my stomach with his finger, dipping into my belly button, before continuing lower, to the nest of curls between my legs. He didn't speak, didn't need to. The look in his eyes said it all. He knelt down, slowly, deliberately, his gaze never leaving mine. I spread my legs wider, an unspoken invitation, my body trembling with anticipation. Jessica's hands remained on my breasts, her fingers kneading and pinching, a constant reminder of her presence, her participation in this increasingly public act.


His warm breath fanned across my wetness, sending shivers down my spine. Then, his tongue touched me, a light, flicking motion at first, testing, teasing. A gasp escaped my lips, my hips involuntarily bucking forward. He chuckled, a low, guttural sound that vibrated against my sensitive flesh. And then, he began to feast. His tongue plunged deep, swirling, licking, sucking, drawing forth moans I couldn't contain. He used his fingers to spread me open, exposing every sensitive fold, every hidden crevice, to his relentless, skillful mouth.


My hands, which had been gripping the edge of the counter, now tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, urging him deeper. I was lost in a sea of sensation, drowning in the pleasure he was so expertly giving me. Jessica's fingers tightened on my breasts, her nails digging in slightly, a sharp counterpoint to the exquisite softness between my legs. The third man, whose hands were still firmly planted on my ass cheeks, now began squeezing and kneading, his thumbs pressing insistently against my asshole, adding another layer of pressure, another dimension to the building intensity.


The sounds of the office, the muffled conversations, the clatter of keyboards, faded into a distant hum. All that existed was the feel of Mark's tongue, Jessica's hands, and the third man's firm grip. My hips moved rhythmically, instinctively, against Mark's mouth, seeking, demanding, surrendering. The pressure built, coiled tighter and tighter in my core, radiating outwards in waves.


Just as I felt myself nearing the edge, a new sensation erupted. A hand, strong and sure, slipped around my back, pulling me flush against a hard body. He pressed himself against me from behind, his erection a hard, insistent pressure against my buttocks. I gasped, the unexpected contact sending a jolt of electricity through me.


He didn't hesitate. With a swift, decisive movement, he positioned himself and thrust into my pussy from behind, filling me completely. The sudden fullness, the stretching, the raw power of his entry, stole my breath. A cry ripped from my throat, a mixture of shock and overwhelming pleasure. Mark continued his relentless assault on my clit, his tongue never faltering, even as my body was taken from behind.


The two sensations, the exquisite licking in front and the powerful thrusting from behind, created a synergy, a perfect storm of pleasure that was almost unbearable. My body was no longer my own; it was a vessel, a conduit for their desires, their pleasure. I was completely at their mercy, completely exposed, completely consumed.


Jessica's fingers continued their relentless work on my breasts, her touch both a comfort and a torment. The third man, still faceless, still nameless, gripped my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh, holding me steady as he pounded into me. He moved with a primal rhythm, a relentless, driving force that pushed me closer and closer to the edge. Mark's tongue never faltered, his mouth a vortex of pleasure, drawing me in, holding me captive.


My head thrashed back and forth, my breath coming in ragged gasps. The world narrowed to a pinpoint of sensation, a blinding, overwhelming explosion of pleasure. I was on the verge, teetering, about to fall. The third man’s thrusts became harder, faster, more demanding. Mark’s tongue worked faster, flicking, swirling, sucking, driving me insane. Jessica’s nails dug into my nipples, a final, exquisite torment.


And then, I shattered. My orgasm ripped through me, a violent, convulsive wave that stole my breath, my control, my very being. I screamed, a long, drawn-out cry that echoed through the break room, blending with the moans of the men and the sharp gasps of Jessica. My body bucked and writhed, a puppet on strings of pure pleasure. My muscles clenched, spasmed, released. Wave after wave of intense sensation crashed over me, each one stronger than the last. I was lost, completely lost, in the throes of an orgasm that seemed to go on forever.


My climax overwhelmed me, a surge of absolute ecstasy that shattered through my body. I screamed, a raw, primal sound that echoed in the break room, my back arching off the doorway frame, my body convulsing with the force of it. Moans and gasps escaped my lips, mingling with the sounds of the office, the muffled whispers of the onlookers. My legs trembled, my vision blurred, my senses were completely overwhelmed by the sensual feeling. It was too much, it was perfect, it was everything.


I collapsed forward against Jessica and Mark, breathless, trembling, utterly spent. They supported me, their hands still caressing my body, their touches possessive, congratulatory. Mark looked up, his eyes sweeping over the faces of the onlookers, a smug look on his face, a clear display of pride. He had tamed me, the Office Sex Queen, and he wanted everyone to know it. I opened my eyes, dazed, disoriented, my gaze sweeping over the small crowd that had gathered. Desire still lingered in their eyes, hunger, anticipation. And then, a slow smile spread across my face. They were waiting. They were watching. And I knew, with a certainty that resonated deep in my core, that this was just the beginning.


Later that afternoon, Mr. Harrison’s assistant called, summoning me to his office. My heart quickened with anticipation. His office, the ultimate symbol of power here, beckoned. I knew what he wanted. And for the first time, I realized I wasn't just responding to his authority; I was drawn to it, fascinated by it, eager to wield my own power within it.


I walked into his office with a newfound confidence, my head held high, my body radiating an unspoken invitation. He was standing by the window, overlooking the city, his posture exuding dominance. He turned as I entered, his eyes raking over me, a slow, appreciative appraisal.


“Ashley,” he said, his voice a low rumble, “I’ve heard… interesting things about your recent integration into our office culture.” There was a hint of a smile playing on his lips, a glint of something predatory in his eyes.


“I’m a fast learner, Mr. Harrison,” I replied, meeting his gaze directly, letting my own desire flicker in my eyes. “And I appreciate open communication.”


He chuckled, a deep, resonant sound. “Indeed. And I believe in rewarding… initiative.” He moved towards me, his presence filling the room, his power radiating like a tangible force. He stopped inches away, his gaze intense, possessive. “You’ve certainly shown initiative, Ashley. Exceptional initiative.”


“I aim to please, sir,” I whispered, my voice breathy, my body tingling with anticipation. I reached out, my fingers lightly tracing the lapel of his suit jacket, then sliding upwards, to the strong column of his neck. His breath hitched, his eyes darkening further. In that moment, I wasn’t just submitting to his power; I was claiming a piece of it for myself. I was the Office Sex Queen, and this was my kingdom. And my reign was just beginning.
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