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Chapter 1

“I’m probably going to get fired,” muttered Jake as he dropped his shoulder bag unceremoniously in the hallway. He winced as the louder-than-normal thud on the floor reminded him that he’d brought his work laptop home.

“Baby, you say that all the time,” his girlfriend Cara called from the tiny living room, where he found her cross-legged on the carpet, crafting resin snowflakes, “and it’s never true.”

“Well, yeah,” he flopped onto their hand-me-down couch. “But that’s usually when there’s a meeting with a manager. I heard a bad rumor today.”

Cara paused her pouring to look over her cat-eye glasses and raise her eyebrows, inviting him to continue. Though his thoughts were deep into a second straight hour of worrying, part of him still appreciated the view down her deep v-neck top.

“You know they already cut the marketing team in half,” Jake sighed, “and I heard that Q.A. is next.”

With a sharp head tilt, Cara scoffed, “That’s ridiculous! There’s no app without Q.A.”

Jake tossed his hands up, and his eyes followed, hoping to find an answer in the stark beige ceiling. “I know that, and you know that. But I guess the managers only look at the spreadsheets.”

Cara shuffled over on her knees to get closer. Placing her hands on his thighs, she implored, “Hey, look at me.” 

When he finally exhaled and gazed at her eyes, he saw overwhelming empathy and love.

“We’ll be fine, sweetie. You’re a genius, and they’ll just fall apart without you.”

“Serves ‘em right,” he grumbled, then felt his girlfriend tickling his inner thighs. It was a welcome distraction.

“Let me serve you right,” she winked. “Put your stress away for a while.”

Jake inhaled purposely. He knew he’d be a fool to decline, but his overactive brain always found something new to consider. “Will the resin stuff be okay?”

Cara’s right hand began caressing her favorite man’s bulge. “It’s hardening,” she explained, “just like you.”

“Mmf. Okay, but, you know I don’t expect you to service me, right? Like, I respect you.”

Cara reassured him with a purposeful squeeze. “I know, baby. You’re so cute. Now, hush.”

“Mmm… okay,” Jake convinced his posture to relax with some effort. “If you insist.”

“I do, I do,” his lover assured him, reaching up to undo his one work-appropriate belt. She made a show of licking her lips to emphasize her insistence. “Besides,” she explained, pulling down his slacks and boxer briefs, “it’s your own fault for sexting me while you work.” She placed her warm hand on his growing erection and sighed happily. “Naughty boy.”

Cara held onto the base of his cock as she leaned down to breathe warm air on alternating sides, while her thumb gently tickled his sensitive frenulum. Only when she felt he was sufficiently focused on her teasing did she allow her talented tongue to appear. Alternating with wet trails and soft kisses, for several minutes she employed her maddening method of bringing him to his full hardness. 

Jake knew better than to ask for anything different. In fact, he never really knew what to say in moments like this, but it still felt important to let her know how good it felt. “That’s so nice, love,” he encouraged her.

Her thanks for his compliment took the form of her tongue bathing his cock head, then her luscious lips finally encircled him and began a slick descent toward the base.

Jake’s gaze followed those loving lips, watching her beachy waves cascade down around his cock as she tried to take him all in. Her tongue swirled and flicked, relentless in its pursuit of pleasure. He felt the warm wetness of her mouth and the soft caress of her full lips as they traveled down his length. She hummed in delight, the vibrations sending tingles through his body. Her hands rested on his thighs, her touch gentle and reassuring as she began to bob her head.

The rhythm she set was slow and purposeful. Her tongue explored along the underside of his shaft, teasing the sensitive spot she knew drove him wild. Up and down, her mouth glided, the suction increasing sometimes, and allowing herself to be sloppy at others. Her lips kissed and sucked at the tip, eventually rewarded with a bead of pre-cum that formed there.

Jake tried to remain still, to let her take control, but the sensations were overwhelming. He moaned, his body tensing as he fought the urge to thrust deeper into her mouth. Her hands squeezed his thighs, instructing him to stay still as she continued her torturous worship. Her tongue flicked and teased, her lips so deliciously soft as they glided over his skin.

She then began, with each pass, to quicken her pace, her enthusiasm growing as she felt his cock twitch and throb in her mouth. Her breath also quickened, fogging up her glasses, but she didn’t let up. She wanted to prove her love, to feel his release, to know that she could take him to the edge and either keep him there or let him find bliss.

Jake’s eyes rolled back as he surrendered to the pleasure. His girlfriend had a way of adoring him, of making him feel like the most important thing in the world, and like her plaything at the same time. She embraced her toy with her mouth, her passion and expertise on full display. The room filled with the sounds of her sucking, the slick, wet noises of her mouth, and his heavy breathing. The resin snowflakes sparkled on the table, forgotten, as all that mattered was the connection between them.

As he neared the point of no return, she slowed, then lifted her head to look up at him. Her face shone with desire and mischief. “Not yet, baby,” she whispered, her warm breath teasing him. “I want you to completely fucking explode.”

Jake whimpered, his body craving release, but he knew better than to argue.

With a devious smile, she resumed her second favorite hobby, this time with a new intensity. Her tongue worked furiously as if determined to draw out every joule of his energy. Her hands gripped his thighs tighter, her fingers digging in as she savored his taste and relished his reactions.

Work was completely forgotten. Jake felt his girlfriend’s passionate devotion in every flick of her tongue, every slide of her lips. He was amazed how she could take him to the brink and make it look so easy.

“I want you to say the thing for me,” she murmured, her hot breath washing over his sensitive glans.

Jake’s brain struggled to form coherent thoughts, let alone words. “Really, baby? I-I don’t…”

She paused, that lovable glint of mischief in her eye. “Call me something filthy. I know you’re not usually like that, but please?”

The urgency in her voice snapped something in him. This was what she wanted, what she needed to push them both over the edge. “You’re a dirty cocksucker, Cara. God, you’re so naughty.”

She moaned, her eyes rolling back in delight. “Fuck, yes. I’m a bad girl, aren’t I?”

“Yes,” he hissed, his body tensing as she took him back into her mouth with renewed fervor. “And you love it.”

She hummed in agreement, vibrating his shaft as her tongue resumed its full-time love. Her hands pushed on his thighs, anchoring him as her mouth employed its magic. Jake couldn’t hold back his groans of pleasure, his body arching slightly off the couch as he surrendered to his animalistic urges.

Her pace quickened, her mouth gliding up and down his length. His whole body tensed, every muscle coiled like a spring, ready to release. He could feel his orgasm building, a volcano ready to erupt.

“I’m close, baby,” he warned, his voice hoarse. “God, fuck, yes.”

She lifted her head, her eyes shining with a mix of lust and determination. “Give it to me, baby.”

With that, she went back to her passionate blow job, her tongue and lips working in perfect harmony. Jake’s breathing was almost frighteningly fast, his body tingling with anticipation. He felt like a tightened bowstring being held by an Olympic archer, ready to snap at any moment.

“Oh, Cara, yes yes yes—”

Without warning, she swallowed him whole, her throat contracting around him as she took him deep. That was all it took. Jake cried out, his spine straining as he exploded into her mouth. Pulse after pulse of pleasure overtook him, his hips bucking involuntarily as she drank down his release, her lips sealing tightly to save every last drop for herself.

She hummed in delight, her throat working as she savored his essence. Finally, she lifted her head, a satisfied smile on her lips.

Jake collapsed back against the couch, his body thrumming with post-orgasmic bliss. He watched as Cara sat back on her heels, licking her lips clean, her chest heaving with the exertion of her efforts.

“That was—“ he began, but she shushed him with a finger to her lips.

“No need to say it,” she interrupted. “Your taste is all the thanks I need.”

Jake’s body felt pleasantly heavy as he lay back against the couch, his eyes fluttering closed. He wanted to say something, to express his gratitude and love, to offer to get her off, too, but Cara’s finger on her lips stopped him. Instead, he let out a deep sigh, his chest rising and falling with the residual breathlessness of pleasure.

“Good boy,” Cara whispered, her voice filled with satisfaction. She took a moment to admire her handiwork, his spent cock glistening with her saliva, before reaching for a nearby blanket to drape over him. “Rest for a bit.”

Jake smiled softly, his eyes closing as he snuggled into the couch, his mind and body finally at ease. He trusted Cara implicitly and knew that she wanted what was best for him. As he drifted off, he felt her soft lips press against his forehead in a gentle kiss, her hand stroking his hair tenderly.


Chapter 2

Ms. Kuheli Chatterjee pushed open the heavy oak door of her sparsely-decorated condo, the weight of the day’s demands still clinging to her like a second skin. Her home greeted her with silent opulence, the high ceilings and granite surfaces echoing the cold efficiency she valued. She placed her designer briefcase onto the polished marble floor and removed her heels.

She made her way to the kitchen, a triumph of stainless steel and black marble. She leaned over the counter, the cool stone against her palms offering a momentary respite. Her gaze fell upon her work phone, its screen alight with notifications demanding her attention.

“Ravi,” she called out, her voice carrying through the dimly lit space, not bothering to turn around. She knew he would be there, a constant presence in her life, always ready to support and serve.

Ravi appeared almost instantly, as if he had been waiting for her command. “Yes, love?” he replied, his voice soft and compliant.

“I need to respond to these emails,” Kuheli said, her eyes scanning the device’s screen. “While I do, you know what to do.” Kuheli could feel his resignation, his acceptance of his role in their relationship. It was a dynamic they had long settled into, one that suited her perfectly.

Ravi dropped to his knees behind her, his hands gently lifting her skirt. Kuheli focused on the emails, her fingers tapping away at the screen, but her mind was acutely aware of Ravi’s warm breath against her inner thighs. His touch was tentative at first, a soft exploration, as if seeking permission that Kuheli would never verbally grant.

She felt his lips on her panties, then felt them being removed. She enjoyed the gentle pressure of his tongue as he began to adore the secret parts of her skin with a quiet desperation. Kuheli allowed herself a small, satisfied smirk. She earned this, it was her reward for another day of excelling in a world that bowed to her intellect and ambition.

Ravi’s ministrations grew more insistent, his tongue working with a skill born of years of devotion. Kuheli’s focus wavered between the screen and the pleasure building within her. She could feel the slow burn of arousal, a heat that threatened to distract her from her tasks.

“Keep going,” she instructed, her voice cold and commanding, not once lifting her gaze from her phone.

Ravi responded with a muffled sound of affirmation, his hands gripping her hips as he continued his dutiful service. Kuheli could sense his eagerness to please, to bring her ultimate joy. But she was in control, always in control. She would decide when to release, when to allow herself the luxury of an orgasm.

Her responses to the emails became more terse, her thoughts fragmented by the growing pleasure. Ravi’s tongue was relentless, a steady rhythm that matched the pace of her heart. She could feel the tension coiling within her, a serpent ready to strike, but she held it at bay, savoring the anticipation.

Kuheli released a tiny gasp as Ravi found a particularly sensitive spot, her body betraying her with a rush of delight. She pressed her lips together, refusing to give him any more satisfaction of knowing he had affected her so. This was her domain, her body was a palace over which she ruled with an iron will.

She finished her last email, her finger hovering over the send button. Kuheli took a deep breath, allowing herself a moment to revel in the power she held over Ravi, over her department, over her own desires. With a final tap, she set the phone aside, turning around to focus her full attention to the man kneeling beneath her.

Ravi looked up at her, a silent question hanging between them. Kuheli reached down, threading her fingers through his hair, pulling him closer with a rough grip.

“You may continue.”

Ravi’s response was immediate, his tongue delving deeper, his moans vibrating against her. Kuheli let her head fall back, her eyes closing as she gave herself over to the sensations. The world outside their home ceased to exist, the only thing that mattered was the exquisite pleasure Ravi was so adept at providing.

His devotion fueled her power, the knowledge that he was there, willing and eager to serve, only intensified her pleasure. Kuheli allowed herself to be consumed, surrendering to the building orgasm with a deliciously painful slowness. It was a fire that spread from her core, burning away the stresses of the day.

With relentless licks, Ravi sent her over the edge. Kuheli trembled silently. She gripped the counter, her knuckles turning white as she bit back a moan. Her mind went blissfully blank, all thoughts of responsibility vanishing in that moment of release.

As the sensations ebbed, Kuheli slowly opened her eyes, her gaze falling on Ravi, who was still kneeling, his head bowed, awaiting her next command. She felt a sense of pride in his service, knowing he was hers to command, utterly and completely.

“That was nice, my sweet husband,” she said, her voice carrying a hint of warmth despite her best efforts to remain detached. “What’s for dinner?”


Chapter 3

Jake stirred, his mind groggy as he emerged from a deep slumber. His eyes fluttered open, taking a moment to adjust to the soft glow of the lamp in the living room. Then he sat up sharply, a sense of urgency coursing through him as an idea that had been nudging at his subconscious finally crystallized. He very nearly said “Eureka!” out loud.

His heart raced as he realized a potential solution to his job concerns. He could insert a subliminal message into the internal testing version of the app. It was risky, but brilliant. The idea was to embed the sentiment so subtly that it would influence users without them even realizing it.

The anxiety that had been plaguing him earlier now transformed into determination. Jake’s fingers curled into fists as he strategized, his eyes fixed on the blank television screen across the room as if the answer were hidden within its darkness.

“I must ensure the safety of the Q.A. team,” he whispered to himself, the words forming a succinct and powerful statement. It was a message that could sway opinions and secure his position. He quickly rationalized away concerns about morality, given that every app development company truly did need a Q.A. team, and only idiotic managers would want to get rid of them.

His mind raced with the implications as he stood, stretching his arms over his head and rolling his shoulders to shake off the stiffness from his nap. The higher-ups reviewing the internal testing version would be influenced by the message, understanding on a deep level that the Q.A. team deserved protection. It could safeguard his job and those of his colleagues. Jake could massage perceptions and secure his future with a few clever lines of code.

Cara was bustling in the kitchen, preparing a humble—but since she was making it, delicious—meal. The comforting aroma of garlic-roasted Brussels sprouts filled the apartment. She hummed softly to herself, glancing into the living room with a fond smile.

Jake caught her eye and returned a small smile of his own, his expression filled with newfound hope. He padded quietly into the kitchen, wrapping his arms around her waist from behind and pressing a gentle kiss to the side of her neck. “Hey,” he murmured, his breath warm against her skin.

She tilted her head, closing her eyes for a moment and relishing his touch. “Feel better?” she asked. Her voice always sounded like home.

“Much,” he replied, his voice steady and assured. “I had a brilliant idea. It might just save my job.” He didn’t elaborate further, knowing that the details of his plan were sensitive and best kept to himself for now.

Cara leaned back into his embrace, her body relaxing into his. “I knew you’d figure something out,” she said, her faith in him absolute. “Everything will work out, you’ll see.”

* * *

That night, Jake found himself hunched over his laptop, his eyes gleaming in the soft glow of the screen. The apartment was quiet, the peaceful atmosphere a stark contrast to the caffeinated thoughts jittering through his mind. 

With a half-full cup of cold brew within easy reach, he delved into the code, his fingers tapping shortcut after shortcut as he made his way through the familiar landscape of algorithms and subroutines. His focus was intense as he searched for the perfect hiding places for his subliminal message. It had to be subtle, clever, and extremely well-disguised. He navigated the intricate pathways of the code, seeking out unlikely corners and clandestine nooks where his message could live, unhampered.

Hours passed, but he was too engrossed to notice. His world had narrowed to the seemingly endless chunks of code and the pixels therein. With meticulous care, he found enough hiding spots in the fabric of the program, camouflaging it so that only someone looking for sabotage might detect it.

The words he chose were precise: “I must ensure the safety of the Q.A. team.” He wanted to convey the importance of safeguarding his team, ensuring their welfare and, by extension, their jobs.

As Jake made his final modifications, he failed to notice that a “smart” automatic spell checker, in its zealous quest for perfection, had made a change. A single word had been altered, yet it changed the entire meaning.

“I must ensure the satiety of the Q.A. team.”

Jake, in his intense focus on subtlety and stealth, overlooked this mundane detail. Satisfied that his work was complete, Jake leaned back, rubbing his eyes and stretching his stiff limbs. He couldn’t help but feel a surge of satisfaction and pride. He had taken a risk, but it was a calculated one. The message was stealthily hidden, a secret weapon in his arsenal to protect himself and his team. They should be safe now.

They would be sated, instead.


Chapter 4

Three business days (but every day was a business day for Kuheli) passed in a blur of spreadsheets and reports, each cell in the ever-shifting matrix underlining her resolve to cut the dead weight in the Q.A. team. The team’s inefficiency was a thorn in her side, a blight on the company’s otherwise impressive performance record that she admired.

In her sleek, spacious office, the only hint of clutter was the secondary computer screen sitting beside her primary display. This extra screen was dedicated to displaying a rotating feed of tests conducted by the Q.A. team. It was her way of keeping a vigilant eye on their every move, ensuring their work ethic aligned with her demanding standards.

“The numbers are off again.” Kuheli’s sharp tone cut through the air as she scowled at the current column. She pulled up more windows and spreadsheets as if the answers might suddenly manifest from the chaos of data. Yet, despite her intense focus, something else was at play—an unseen force subtly shaping her desires.

For days, her peripheral vision had been flooded with a subliminal message. “I must ensure the satiety of the Q.A. team.” The subtle suggestion had embedded itself in her subconscious, whispering to her relentlessly.

As Kuheli worked, her mind, driven by the unseen prompt, drifted to thoughts of the team’s satisfaction. She found herself considering their welfare, an alien concept to her data-driven mindset. The notion was fleeting, quickly overridden by her logical brain, but it left a trace—a nagging sense that something wasn’t being done correctly.

The feeling lingered like an itch she couldn’t scratch, a perturbation in her ordered world of lists and categories. She continued to pore over the data, her eyes flicking occasionally to the secondary screen, acting as an overseer, while secretly being overwritten.

The message had planted a seed, and now it was taking root, sending tendrils of doubt through her usual ruthless decision-making process. The urge to ensure the Q.A. team’s satisfaction was at odds with her initial plan to cull half of them.

“Perhaps there are other ways to improve efficiency.” She paused, her fingers hovering over her keyboard, as if considering the possibilities for the first time. She leaned back in her chair, her eyes narrowing as if scanning a carpet for a missing puzzle piece. For the first time, she considered the happiness of her employees as a potential path to efficiency. It was an unusual detour in her thought process, a blip in the system.

“A change of strategy,” she thought. The wheels were turning in Kuheli’s driven mind, considering options that involved the team’s joy, nay, pleasure. It was a means to an end she had not explored before. Usually so steadfast in her methods, she now found herself contemplating a different kind of satisfaction—one that might ultimately serve her original goal of improving the bottom line.

Kuheli Chatterjee’s fingers trembled as an unusual sensation washed over her. Her thoughts, normally as crisp and clear as the numbers she crunched, felt foggy, obscured by a haze of unfamiliar urges.

With a frown, she hid all the pesky windows on her screen, a temporary truce with the unruly data. She watched her fingers drumming on the desk, her gaze flicking to the secondary screen, which relentlessly flashed with both its full-time and new part-time job.

I must ensure the satiety of the Q.A. team.

Kuheli opened her email, intending to draft a message to her higher-ups, a concession that perhaps not all the boys slated for termination deserved it. Her fingers, usually so adept at conveying her thoughts, faltered as she pictured the team—a group of eager, attractive young men.

As she typed, her mind wandered, envisioning the team not as inefficient employees, but as vessels of untapped potential, brimming with the energy of a river that was stopped at a dam. It seemed… unfair. A slight flush crept up her neck as she entertained the notion that their dissatisfaction might stem from unfulfilled carnal desires, their attention divided between work and their craving for physical release.

Kuheli chastised herself for her wandering mind. She took a steadying breath and refocused on the email, practicing her memory recall to insert the facts and figures that supported her initial recommendation.

However, just as her fingers found their rhythm on the keyboard, another image flashed in her mind—one of the young men, his eyes closed in pleasure, his body arching in release. The vision was so vivid that for a moment, Kuheli felt a phantom sensation between her thighs, a tingling that hinted at her own unfulfilled needs.

She bit her lip, unsure how to reconcile this new feeling with her pragmatic nature. Logic dictated that satisfied employees performed better, but the thought of acting on it was… well, she just couldn’t. Could she?

Maybe she had to.

“Maybe,” she murmured to herself, “it’s the best way to boost their productivity.”

The idea of harnessing their lust, of channeling it into a force that drove them to excel, took root in her mind. She considered the possibilities, her thoughts drifting to the sorts of lusty incentives that might fuel their focus and, in turn, their output.

A small, secretive smile played at the corners of her mouth as she entertained fantasies of being the orchestrator of their release, the catalyst for their improved performance. It was a novel sensation, one that both excited and unnerved her.

Her fingers, as if guided by an unseen force, began to type, not the email to her boss, but a plan—a blueprint for a different kind of efficiency, one driven by the raw, unrestrained power of human desire. Why pretend that humans stopped being sexual creatures when they arrived at work? This new plan seemed perfectly logical.

It was a strategy unlike any she had conceived before, but she could envision the hockey-stick graph of increased efficiency, rising just like the erections that also populated her visions. Her thighs squeezed together repeatedly as she continued planning.


Chapter 5

Jake’s shoulders were finally relaxed. After days of worrying about his job, the rumors of layoffs had suddenly vanished. He smiled to himself as he walked toward his cubicle, a spring in his step. But his relaxed expression faltered when he saw who was waiting for him.

Kuheli Chatterjee stood there, her presence filling the space more than her physical body would imply. Her sharp gaze fixed on him, and she motioned for him to follow into her office. Her expression was unreadable, but her intense stare made him squirm. He felt like a student summoned to the principal’s office, his heart pounding in his chest.

“Have a seat,” she said twenty seconds later. Her voice was cool and controlled, tempting Jake to shiver. She was sitting in her own office chair, which dwarfed the one she had chosen for guests. “I wanted to check in on you. It’s been a demanding few weeks, and I believe it’s part of my job to ensure the team is… sated,” she continued, her choice of words surprising him. “Satisfied. At ease. Don’t you agree?”

He nodded, his throat feeling dry. “Y-yes, ma’am. I mean, of course. That’s important.”

“And how are you feeling, Jake? Sated?” She toyed with a button on her blouse, which was already unbuttoned more than usual.

He shifted in his seat, feeling self-conscious. “Yes… I mean, I feel good. Relaxed, and um, sure, satisfied.” He mentally cursed his nervous habit of filling his speech with “um” and “likes.”

But Kuheli waved his claim away. “Nonsense. I know young men like you need frequent… release… to stay focused. It’s only natural.” Her eyes glittered with an unspoken knowledge that made his heart race.

“I-I guess so,” he stammered, feeling his face grow hotter. He knew she was right, but hearing her say it out loud, so bluntly, was embarrassing.

Kuheli leaned forward, her expression intense. “I need to know, truly, if you feel satisfied enough to concentrate on your work. Your performance depends on it.” Her words hung in the air like a challenge, almost like a threat.

He wanted to assure her that he was fine, but his mouth felt like it was full of cotton. He could only manage a weak nod.

She smiled then, a slow, seductive curve of her lips. “Good. I’m glad to hear it. But unfortunately, I can’t just take your word for it.” Her voice lowered, and her eyes held his, her irises seeming to sparkle with unspoken desires. “I need to make sure for myself. For the good of the company.”

His boss, well, one of them, anyway, moved towards the door. A click sounded as she locked it, a clear signal that whatever was about to transpire was meant to stay between them. She returned to her desk and, without breaking eye contact, leaned down to press a button, offering him a view of her cleavage, which he mostly successfully avoided. The windows turned opaque, plunging the room into darkness, save for the glow of the computer screens.

Jake shifted uncomfortably in his seat. His mouth stayed dry as she began to undo the buttons of her crisp white shirt, one by one, revealing more of her smooth, caramel-hued skin. The shirt fell open, exposing a white lace bra that bravely contained her breasts.

He let himself look. In fact, he couldn’t tear his eyes away as she shrugged off her top, letting it slide from her shoulders. Her fingers went to the button and zipper of her pencil skirt, and she slowly lowered it, stepping out of the constricting garment. Jake’s breath caught as he took in her choice of lingerie—a matching set that hugged her curves and accentuated her toned stomach and legs. The light from the screens flickered across her skin, highlighting her sculpted arms and the unsubtle swell of her bust.

Jake felt a stirring in his groin, and he shifted, trying to adjust himself discreetly. He couldn’t help but be amazed at the sight before him—Kuheli, the formidable and ruthless executive, had transformed into a goddess of desire, and not a minor goddess, either. Every inch of her seemed to radiate a sultry promise, and he found himself wanting, no, needing, to get closer.

As if sensing his growing hunger, she took a step toward him, her movements predatory. Her eyes held his, and she slowly ran a hand down her body, from her neck to her waist, then lower, her fingers teasing the edge of her panties. Jake forgot to exhale as he imagined what she might be feeling beneath that delicate, nearly useless barrier.

“You seem tense, Jake,” she purred, her voice a low hum that entranced him. “Let me help you with that.”

His attempt to protest that he didn’t need help died on his lips as she took another step forward. Her perfume enveloped him, clouding his mind and heightening his desire.

Jake wet his lips, his gaze flicking to the door, then back to Kuheli. “I—I have a girlfriend,” he stammered, feeling a rush of guilt. “I don’t want to be disloyal…” His voice trailed off as he saw the determination in her eyes.

She arched a perfect eyebrow, and with a knowing smile, asked, “And where is your girlfriend now, Jake? Is she here to take care of your needs? To ensure you’re in the right mindset to be productive at work?”

“N-no, but—“

“But what, Jake?” She took another step forward, her curves providing intense temptation. “You’re here, in my office, and I’m offering you a chance to relax, to release the tension that’s been building up inside you. Don’t you think that’s important for your work?”

He opened his mouth to speak, to somehow deny his needs, but no noise appeared. How could he argue when she made it sound so reasonable, so necessary?

His sultry boss smiled with something akin to triumph, but her voice remained calm and steady. “I’ve determined that your productivity, your focus, depends on your state of mind. And right now, I’m offering you a chance to ensure you’re in the optimal mindset for success.”

He was staring at the line where her breasts pressed against each other, feeling guilt, arousal, and a growing sense of surrender.

Her fingers trailed along his cheek, and he tingled at her touch. “Let me incentivize my employee.”

Jake inhaled sharply as her hand moved lower, her fingers brushing against his crotch. “Y-you don’t have to do this,” he whispered, even as his hips raised up to ask for more.

“Oh, but I want to,” she purred, her lips brushing his ear. “I must ensure the satiety of the team. It’s all for the bottom line.”

Jake heard the phrase “ensure the satiety” fall from her lips, and his stomach dropped. It sounded too much like a warped version of his subliminal message. He now understood Ms. Chatterjee’s bizarre behavior, and the extent of his mistake—he had inadvertently influenced the wrong desire, and now she believed it was her duty to offer this… release.

He thought about trying to explain, to fix the situation somehow, but his libido drowned out his morals. The message had influenced him, too. He also felt compelled to ensure the satiety of his team. His body craved satisfaction, and his hesitation melted away as she stepped closer, her scent and presence dissolving his sensibility.

“You need this. Your focus and productivity depend on it,” Kuheli purred, her breath warm against his ear.

He couldn’t deny that his body was responding to her touch and voice. He felt a strange mix of embarrassment and desire as she whispered those words, as if reading his mind. Was it really so obvious that he needed this?

The knowledge that he had, in a way, manipulated her into this situation nagged at the back of his mind. But her skilled hands on his body were clouding his thoughts, making it hard to think straight. Maybe it really was for the best, he told himself. 

“Relax, Jake,” she whispered, as if sensing his internal struggle. “I’m in control now. Just let me take care of you.”

His heart pounded in his chest as Kuheli gracefully settled onto his lap, straddling him. He felt the warmth of her body against his, her breasts pressed into his chest, her hips meeting his growing arousal.

She began to move, grinding her hips in a slow, sensual rhythm. He could feel his need building within him, his body responding to her every glide back and forth. Her fingers trailed along his neck, making him gasp, and he felt her lips brush against his ear, her tongue flicking out to taste his sensitive skin.

“Mmm,” she hummed. “I can feel how much you need this.”

Unable to say anything to the contrary, he simply nodded, trying to get his breathing under control.

Kuheli’s hands wandered, tracing patterns on his chest, while her hips continued their insistent rhythm. “This is for your own good, you know,” she said in a more casual tone. “A satisfied employee is a productive employee.”

He couldn’t help but laugh, a nervous, awkward sound. “I must have missed that memo.”

She nipped at his earlobe, a subtle warning. “It’s a well-known fact. Besides, I’m sure your girlfriend would agree. A happy man is a focused man.”

All levity died as the mention of his girlfriend brought a rush of guilt. “She—she wouldn’t approve,” he stammered, his voice weak.

Kuheli’s hips stilled for a moment, and he watched her lean back. Fuck, was she ever curvy. “No?” she questioned, her voice deceptively calm.

He shook his head, his eyes squeezed shut as if he could block out the reality of the situation. “No, she—she wouldn’t like this. Me being here, with you—“

“Then it’s a good thing she doesn’t have to know.” Kuheli’s voice was silken, her tone matter-of-fact as if discussing a business deal, which didn’t quite square with the way she teasingly lowered her bra straps. “This is a part of my job now, to ensure your productivity. We aren’t in a relationship.”

Jake’s eyes widened as Kuheli’s words sank in. “W-wait, your husband,” he sputtered, his voice cracking with embarrassment and uncertainty. “I mean, you’re married.”

Her response was a wicked smile and an eye roll. Without a word, she sank to her knees in front of him.

Jake again unconsciously held his breath as she began to undo his belt, her fingers moving with practiced ease. “An arranged marriage,” she said, her voice steady, belying the intimate act she was performing. “I suffered through it. I wanted an American man, but it wasn’t allowed.”

Her fingers deftly slid his pants open, and she looked up at him through her dark lashes, her eyes shimmering with unspoken promises. “And now, here you are, Jake. An attractive American man, in need of release. How could I deny you… or myself?”

As she spoke, her fingers toyed with the waistband of his boxers, and he felt himself growing harder, the fabric constraining his arousal. “I’m merely solidifying a win for the company.” Kuheli’s full lips brought back her mischievous grin as she slowly pulled down his boxers, baring him to her hungry gaze.

He swallowed loudly. “Ensure the satiety of the team.” It made sense. He knew exactly why, but it still made sense, regardless.

With a gentle hand, she guided him closer to her waiting mouth, her tongue flicking out to taste him. “Exactly correct,” she murmured, her breath hot and moist against his straining length.

His eyes closed as he felt the wet warmth of her mouth surround him, and his resolve crumbled like a biscotti under a hammer. Every ounce of resistance melted away as she began to bob with enthusiasm, her tongue and lips working in concert.

“Oh God,” he breathed, his hands grasping the arms of the chair as if to steady himself. She had successfully seduced him, he had to acknowledge it. It was his first time as someone’s prey, and he wished more men could experience it.

Kuheli’s mouth was a haven of pleasure, drawing out moans from Jake before he remembered to cover his mouth. Her talented lips and tongue worked their magic, sending torpedoes of sensation coursing through him. He marveled to see his boss below him, between his legs, enjoying his cock like a Michelin-star dessert.

Between plunges into her mouth, she spoke in a calm, professional tone, her words at odds with the eroticism of her actions. “You have a fine specimen, Jake. I plan to make good use of it.” Her voice was steady, belying the intimacy of the act. “I will suck you until you’re good and hard, and while I do that, I’ll be fingering my pussy, making it nice and wet. You’ll have to be gentle, though. I’ve never had a big dick like yours before.”

Jake’s eyes widened at her blunt assessment, but his body found nothing to protest against, throbbing with desire in response to her words. He felt a surge of power mixed with anxiety as she continued.

“Then, I’ll bend over my desk, and you can fuck me. You can use my soft, wet pussy to come inside. It will be just what you need, something to ensure your productivity for the rest of the day.”

Jake’s mouth jabbered silently at the explicitness of her plan. His boss, the formidable Kuheli Chatterjee, was offering herself to him, speaking about her pussy as just another method for improving morale.

Her own mouth was as wet as his was dry, and she moved it with expertise, a wicked and noisy combination of suction and tongue movement that had him squirming.

Through hooded eyes, he watched her fingers slip toward the waistband of her panties, and she moaned softly around him as she began to stroke herself. The vibrations sent a jolt of pleasure through him, and he arched his back, gasping.

“God, you’re impressive,” she purred, her breath hot against his sensitive flesh. “I can’t wait to feel you inside me.”

He couldn’t form a coherent response, his brain clouded with desire. The sight of her pleasuring herself, the feel of her soft lips, it was too much, and he felt his hips respond eagerly, obeying a natural demand to buck into her mouth.

Kuheli’s eyes sparkled with amusement as she sensed his mounting desire. She released him with a wet pop, leaving him gasping and desperate. Her fingers traced a path down his torso, dancing along his hip bones and settling on the waistband of his open pants. With slow, deliberate movements, she pushed them down, baring his thighs.

Jake felt exposed, vulnerable, and incredibly aroused. His skin tingled everywhere she touched, and his breath hitched as she settled before him again, her tongue darting out to lick a waggling path along his length.

Her mouth closed over him once more, and she began a slow, decadent slide, taking him deep while her fingers continued playing in her dampening pussy. She hummed softly, the vibrations shooting straight to his groin, and he bucked his hips again, unable to stop himself.

“Eager, aren’t you?” she murmured, pausing to kiss his feverish skin. “But I don’t blame you. I can’t get enough of this gorgeous cock.”

His boss’s blunt words sent a jolt of desire straight to his shaft, which throbbed in response. Her other fingers danced over his balls, teasing and tormenting, while her mouth continued its relentless quest to see exactly how hard he could get.

“Shouldn’t we be quiet?” he hissed, nodding toward the door.

She shook her head with a mouthful of cock, and once again temporarily released him to explain, “Executive offices are soundproofed to protect intellectual property.” Then her executive orifice resumed protecting his property.

Jake’s head fell back as pleasure spiked through him. His fingers tightened on the arms of the chair, the only thing keeping him grounded as she relentlessly drove him towards the edge.

Kuheli’s tongue swirled and teased, her mouth sucking and her cheeks hollowing as she created a banquet of delights for herself. He felt her fingertips teasing the sensitive skin behind his balls, and he groaned, his hips bucking uncontrollably. “Y-you’re—oh God, that’s good,” he stammered, his body on fire.

“Mmm,” she hummed in response, her mouth never still. “I know. And I’m going to make it even better.” Her tongue flicked out, teasing the sensitive tip, and he felt his eyes roll back in his head. The combination of her mouth, her fingers, and her sultry words was too much, sending him spiraling towards the precipice.

“It’s… too much,” he breathed, his voice hoarse.

At his warning, she withdrew with her wicked smile, leaving him hovering on the edge, desperate and wanting. She was tightly grasping the base of the nicest cock she’d ever touched. “Not yet,” she purred. She’d started out planning to offer her employees relief, but now found that she wanted it just as much. This American man was living up to the fantasies she’d enjoyed in her younger days.

He watched, entranced, as she stood and, with efficient movements, removed her bra, revealing surprisingly full round breasts. Such a shame that she felt the need to downplay them at the office, but thank Heavens that was in the past.

With one finger, she forced his chin upward, her dark eyes challenging and seductive, before her hands moved to the waistband of her delicate panties. Slowly, she slid them down, her hips swaying sensuously as she stepped out of them.

Now clad in nothing but stiletto heels, her body was a work of art, and he felt like a willing prisoner as his eyes traveled over her curves. Then she swiftly assumed a submissive position, bending over her desk. The invitation was clear.

Kuheli’s ass wiggled as she spoke, goading him. “Look at that pussy, Jake. It’s dripping for you. I want you to take your frustration out on me. Use me.” Her words were dirty and vulgar, and they inspired his libido to do what she asked.

He hesitated, torn between the view of her inviting body and the screen that displayed his subliminal messages. The words “I must ensure the satiety of the Q.A. team” flashed in his mind’s eye, distorted and twisted, a cruel reminder of his mistake.

Kuheli sensed his conflict and spoke again, her voice husky and persuasive. “I know you need this, young man. Let out all your stress. It’s what I’m here for.”

His eyes flicked between the screen and her tempting figure. The message, his creation, mocked him, even as his body throbbed with need.

“Get to work, Jake,” she ordered him. “I want to feel that big cock of yours stretching me, filling me up. I want to be a good girl and make sure you’re sated.”

His masculine urges won over his morals, and with a groan, he stepped closer, his gaze fixed on the soft, wet offering she presented. He placed his hands on her hips, feeling the soft curve of her waist beneath his fingertips. He shook his head, thinking maybe this was a dream, as he positioned himself. The hard dick that his boss had elicited had no qualms about what to do now.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, her voice breathy. “Take what you need.”

“I want to make you feel good too,” he surprised her. “I want to see you come.”

“How chivalrous of you. Very well, but only if it doesn’t delay your satisfaction for too long. I need to ensure your productivity, after all.”

Jake felt a rush of power at the sentiment that his satisfaction was paramount. His shame and guilt were momentarily forgotten. He gently pushed her forward so that her chest pressed against the cool surface of the desk. The position exposed her even more, the curve of her back inviting him to claim her like an animal in the wild.

He leaned down, his mouth hovering over her ear, and whispered, “You’ll come first, Ms. Chatterjee. I promise.”

Kuheli shivered at the sound of her formal name, a contrast to their intimate situation. “Please, call me Kuheli,” she breathed, her voice laced with need.

He nodded, his mouth finding the sensitive skin of her neck. “Kuheli,” he whispered, his tongue flicking out to taste her. “You have such beautiful skin. So smooth.”

As he spoke, his hands began to explore, tracing patterns on her back while his mouth tasted her, his lips and tongue leaving a trail of wet kisses. He felt her shiver beneath his touch, her body trembling with anticipation.

“Your skin tastes as sweet as it looks,” he murmured, his hands wandering lower, caressing her soft curves in turn.

Kuheli moaned, her hands grasping the edge of the desk to steady herself. “Jake, please,” she begged. “I need you. Now.”

He chuckled, the sound dark and filled with a newfound confidence. “As you wish, boss.” With his large hands, he positioned himself behind her, his thick length pressing against her heat. He heard her gasp as he teased her entrance, his cock head slippery against her wet hole, struggling to find a way in.

“You’re so tight, Kuheli,” he murmured, his hands gripping her hips possessively. “Try to relax.”

She nodded, her breath coming in short, sharp pants. “Okay. I’m ready. Please.”

Slowly, he began to push, his girth stretching her tight entrance. Kuheli’s breath caught in her throat, her body tensing again as she was made to adjust to his size. “Oh wow,” she breathed, her voice a combination of surprise and pleasure. “You’re—you feel bigger than I thought.”

He couldn’t help but smile, feeling a surge of pride. Carefully, he began to move, his hips thrusting in slow, measured strokes. “I’ll go slow,” he whispered, his mouth close to her ear. “Let me in, all of me.”

Her neglected pussy gradually yielded, accepting his length as he moved with slow, deliberate thrusts. “Ohhh,” she breathed, her head falling forward onto a pile of unimportant reports, as pleasure washed over her. “I’ve never felt so… so full.”

“Don’t worry. I’m going to stretch you out, nice and slow.”

Kuheli’s eyes widened at his words, trying to process the change in his demeanor. Where was the shy Q.A. tester she had gotten used to berating? Were all her young men going to be so bold, once she exposed herself as a vessel for sexual release? She felt a foreign vulnerability, and it excited her. This was not how she had imagined this encounter, but she couldn’t deny the pleasure that was building within her.

Jake continued his gentle push and pull, his hips moving with a steady rhythm, assisted by her growing wetness. “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice a low, soothing rumble. “You’re doing a great job.”

His hands tightened on her hips, his eyes drinking in the sight of his boss—the formidable Kuheli Chatterjee—submitting to him, a lowly and unseasoned simple cog in the machine. He felt a surge of power as he began to move with more force.

“So good,” she whispered, her voice echoing against the desk. “Fill me up. Use my body.” She still didn’t believe he intended to see her come first.

Her words, so filthy and far removed from her professional mask, fueled his desire even more. He leaned forward, his mouth close to her ear, and whispered, “I’m going to fuck you slowly. I’m going to make this last.”

At the sound of his voice, so deep and commanding, she melted, her body acquiescing further. “Yes,” she moaned, her voice thick with need. “Whatever you need.”

His mouth found the sensitive skin of her neck, biting gently as he thrust slowly, deliberately, each stroke claiming her a little more.

“You feel so good, Kuheli,” he murmured, his lips brushing her skin. “So wet and tight.”

“More, Jake,” she groaned, immediately forgetting she told him “whatever you need” and instead asking for what she wanted. “Please, don’t hold back.”

He smirked with a dominance that surprised him. “I’ll fulfill your request,” he said. “But I want to draw this out and enjoy every inch of your beautiful body.”

His hands roamed her curves, his fingers gently squeezing her soft flesh as he continued his relentless pursuit to light up all her nerve endings. Her moans and pleas spurred him on, each one increasing his power in that moment.

“You like that, boss?” he whispered, his mouth moving to her shoulder, tasting the salty sweetness of her skin. “You like your subordinate taking charge?”

Kuheli’s body arched, her back bowing as her claimed her with such intense pleasure. “Yes, oh yes,” she quickly agreed, her voice shaking in surprise. “I love it, Jake.”

He smiled with satisfaction. “Call me ‘sir’,” he whispered, his tongue teasing the shell of her ear.

At his demand, she whimpered, her body trembling. “Y-yes, sir,” she stammered, her cheeks flaming with equal parts embarrassment and lust.

The sound of her submission sent Jake’s mind reeling, and he groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily. “That’s it, boss,” he encouraged. “Say it again.”

“Sir,” she spoke more easily, her voice gaining strength as more words left her lips. “Please, sir. Fuck me harder.”

Appreciating her docile behavior, Jake issued a new command. “Turn around,” he instructed, his eyes locked on hers. “Lay back on the desk. I want to watch your big titties bounce when I fuck you.”

A flush crept up Kuheli’s cheeks at the crude language, her eyes widening at his entitlement. But instead of reprimanding him, she complied, turning around and lying back on the desk, her breasts heaving with each breath.

Jake took a moment to appreciate the sight before him—his prim and icy boss, laid out on her desk like a feast for the gods, her dark hair fanned out around her, her huge tits rising and falling with her rapid breathing. Her eyes were half-lidded, her lips parted in anticipation.

His hand gently caressed her inner thighs before spreading them wider, opening her up to him. “Good girl,” he murmured, his gaze fixed on her flushed face, which looked away in a failed attempt to hide her embarrassed smile.

With a swift movement, he thrust back into her, hard and deep, drawing a sharp cry from her lips. Her cunt was properly sized for him, now. She was his. He’d have to keep claiming her to keep it that way. Her breasts bounced with the force of his thrusts. The sight of her, under his control, filled him with a primal satisfaction. He began to move with ownership, hips thrusting in a steady rhythm, grinding against her clit, each stroke pushing her closer to the edge.

Kuheli’s moans filled the room, her body writhing as he picked up the pace. Her hands clutched the edges of her expensive desk as she fell into her new role.

Jake’s fingers found her clit, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves as he continued to put her in her place. Her moans grew louder, her body tensing beneath his touch as he expertly manipulated her pleasure.

“Oh yes,” she gasped, her voice shaky with need. “I’m so close. Please, don’t stop.”

He nodded, his own body straining with the effort of holding back his release. “Come for me, boss. Come on my dick right fucking now.”

His direct order seemed to push her over the edge, her body convulsing as her climax overwhelmed all sense of decorum. Her hungry pussy clenched around him, the sensation dragging a low groan from his lips.

Jake’s vision was dark with lust as he watched Kuheli’s body shudder with the force of her orgasm. Her cries of pleasure filled the room; the sound was music to his ears. He had created this beautiful display. It was intoxicating and he found he wanted more. He wanted to see how much he could help her tip over the edge. He wanted to be the best lover she would ever have, to imprint himself on her body and mind.

As her tremors subsided, he pulled out slowly, his shaft glistening with her arousal. Kuheli lay panting on the desk, her eyes wide and dazed. She looked up at him, a mixture of satisfaction and confusion on her face. “Did you…”

Jake grinned, his hands gently caressing her thighs. “That was just the beginning, baby,” he promised, his voice low and throaty. “I’m going to make you come again. And again. Until you can’t take it anymore.”

Kuheli’s breathing stopped at his words, her thighs tensing reflexively. “Oh God,” she whispered, her voice shaky. “Jake, I mean sir, please, I don’t know if I can—“

He silenced her with a kiss, his tongue teasing her lips, and she met his tongue with her own. The kiss was deep and demanding, a clear assertion of his sense of ownership. When he finally pulled away, they were both breathless.

“You can, and you will,” he said confidently, his eyes locked on hers. “Trust me, boss.”

She nodded nervously. “Okay, sir,” she murmured, her voice filled with a comfortable submission. “I trust you.”

Jake’s ancient mammal programming activated at her words. He felt a surge of possessiveness, a need to mark her as his. He positioned himself at her entrance once more, his gaze never leaving hers.

“Okay?” he asked, his voice hoarse with need.

Kuheli nodded. “Yes, sir,” she whispered.

The walls absorbed the sound of skin on skin, the rhythmic creaking of the desk, their mingled cries of pleasure. Jake’s focus was solely on Kuheli, on the way her body responded to his touch, the way she deeply inhaled and exhaled as he repeatedly filled her up. With a satisfied grimace, he remembered her confession about the size of him versus what she was used to.

“You’re so tight, boss,” he groaned, his hands groping her tempting tits. “I love the way your pussy squeezes my cock.”

Kuheli’s response was a collage of incoherent and profane babbling, her hips instinctively meeting his each time he stretched her. He watched and listened to her climbing towards another climax, bracing for the way she would grip him inside.

“There you go, baby,” he encouraged, his voice strained. “Come for me again. Show me how much you love big American cocks.”

“Oh fuck,” she panted, writhing, sweating. “I… that’s so dirty.”

He leaned down, capturing her lips in a searing kiss as he continued to thrust into her with long, deep strokes. His fingers once again found her clit, flicking and teasing until she moaned into his mouth.

“I want to hear you, Kuheli. Who fucks you better than your husband?”

Her eyes locked onto his, shame and arousal coloring her cheeks. “You do, sir,” she admitted, her voice barely a whisper. “You fuck me… ohhhhhh… so much better.”

It wasn’t enough. He was addicted to the praise. “And whose cock do you crave?” he asked, thrusting insistently. It was an open book test.

Kuheli’s body shuddered beneath him, her eyes fluttering closed as she surrendered to the urge to obey him. “Yours, Jake,” she whimpered, her voice filled with a desperate need. “I crave your big cock. It’s so much fucking better than his.”

Her confession was incredibly sexy. His shaft throbbed within her cunt as he watched tears escape down the sides of her face, but he could see her smiling, and the moans never let up. He could feel his own release building, but he held back, determined to make her climax one more time.

He increased his pace, his pelvis pounding against her clit as he drove into her again and again. Her moans grew louder, her body arching off the desk as she clawed at the edges.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she trailed off, her body tensing as her orgasm approached.

“Come for me, boss,” he commanded. “Give in.”

With a strangled scream, she convulsed around him, her legs shaking in his arms with the force of her climax. Her eyes shut tight and her mouth was wide open in disbelief. She embodied the very essence of feminine ecstasy. She realized what she’d been missing, and she never wanted to let it go.

“Jake,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Sir… you fuck me so… it’s just the best. Thank you, thank you, thank you…”

He grinned, his ego swelling along with his shaft. “And you’re going to ensure my satiety all the time, aren’t you?” he asked, knowing the answer but, unlike her, knowing why.

Kuheli nodded, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Yes, sir,” she uttered, her voice a soft sigh. “All the time. Whenever you need.”

He breathed heavily, a sense of power and control surging through him, envisioning a future of a convenient wet pussy every day at the office. He slowed his pace, his hips moving in slow, deliberate strokes as he savored the feeling of that pussy clenching around him.

“Damn right,” he whispered.

Kuheli’s response was an exhausted whimper, her body occasionally trembling with aftershocks. She looked up at him, her eyes shining with a vulnerability that he found incredibly arousing.

He leaned down, his mouth capturing hers in a deep, passionate kiss. His tongue explored her mouth, tasting and claiming more of her body as his hips continued to move within her, his depth changing every so often, scratching an itch she didn’t know she had. He could feel his own release building, and he knew he’d be filling her to overflowing.

Kuheli’s moans filled his mouth. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin as she clung to him.

“Please, sir,” she panted, her voice desperate, “I need you to come. I need to know you’re sated.”

Jake’s breath was ragged, his body slick with sweat as he thrust into her compliant cunt with a new willingness to let himself go. Her grunts and gasps were driving him closer to the edge. But he wanted more than just his own release; he wanted her complete surrender, her absolute submission.

“Kuheli,” he growled. “Promise me that you’ll always be available to fuck whenever the Q.A. team needs to be sated.”

Her eyes flew open, but the subliminal messages had done their job, embedding themselves deep within her beliefs, and now she was primed to embrace her new responsibilities.

“Yes, sir,” she exhaled. “I promise. I’ll be available whenever the Q.A. team needs me. I’ll spread my legs and take their cum.”

Her obedience drove him to further depravity. “Tell me more,” he commanded, his hips crashing against her. “Give me details.”

Kuheli’s cheeks flamed, but she didn’t hesitate, the subliminal programming ensuring her need to keep him satisfied. “I… I’ll call them into my office, whenever I see any stress,” she began, her voice trembling with arousal. “I’ll lock the door and bend over. I’ll lift my skirt and tell them to take me, to use my… ohhh fuck, to use my cunt. Fuck, your dick is so good!”

Jake groaned, his fingers flexing as he imagined the completely slutty scene she was painting. “Go on,” he urged.

“They can use me whenever,” she moaned. “Young men need frequent satiation. I’ll be their eager receptacle, desperate for their cum.”

Her words were like a match to his desire, igniting a fire within him that threatened to burn down whatever morals were left standing. “And what about your mouth, boss?” he asked. “Will you suck us off, too?”

Kuheli nodded quickly. “Yes, sir,” she admitted. “I’ll drop to my knees and take you all in my mouth. I’ll swallow all your cum and say thank you. I’ll do whatever the team wants.”

“Very good,” he whispered, pausing to suck gently on a nipple. “You’re going to be our little fuck toy. You’re going to be a wet cunt and a pretty mouth whenever we need some relief.”

Kuheli responded with a desperate whimpering grunt, excited that her new plan held such promise. “Yes,” she agreed. “Your little fuck toy. I’ll do whatever you and the Q.A. team want. I’ll be whatever you need me to be.”

Her commitment to obey their lust was his undoing. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep within her, his thick shaft throbbing as he poured his seed inside her grateful pussy.

As Jake’s orgasm overtook him, his vision blurred, and he just barely managed to tamp down a scream that would be more at home on a grizzly bear. In the throes of his climax, he was shown fleeting glimpses of a future that was both perverse and vindicating.

In his mind’s eye, he saw Kuheli, no longer the formidable and ruthless executive, but a transformed woman. Her once sharp and calculating eyes were now glazed with a perpetual state of arousal, her demeanor softened into one of submissive longing. She wore her power suits still, but the hemlines were shorter, the necklines plunging, every piece of clothing meticulously chosen to facilitate easy access for the Q.A. team’s lascivious needs.

He saw her in her office. She was on her knees beneath the large mahogany desk, her lips wrapped around the shaft of a Q.A. team member who was occupying her chair just for fun. Her eyes were closed, a look of serene contentment on her face as she serviced him with the dedication of a woman who had found her true calling.

Now Jake saw her bent over a car in the parking garage, her skirt hiked up around her waist. Another member of the team stood behind her, gripping her hips as he thrust into her tight asshole with wild abandon. Kuheli’s screams of pleasure were muffled by the ball gag in her mouth, a necessary precaution to keep their activities private.

In another vision, Kuheli was in the conference room, dancing on the table, stripping for them, her eyes meeting each of theirs with genuine lust. She was their willing plaything, eager to satisfy their every desire, her official job was secondary to their satisfaction.

As his climax subsided, Jake found himself back in the present, his shaft still buried deep within Kuheli’s squeezing pussy. Her eyes met his, and in their depths, he saw the truth of his visions. She belonged to the team, body and soul, her will bent to his through the power of his clever software engineering.

He pulled out slowly, watching as his seed spilled from her well-fucked pussy. The sight was incredibly satisfying, visual proof of his dominance over her.

Kuheli lay panting on the desk, her body limp. She looked up at him, her eyes damp with happy tears. “Thank you,” she muttered, her voice soft and trembling. “I… I’ve never felt more alive.”

Jake leaned down, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. “You’re welcome, boss,” he said, his voice filled with a quiet confidence. “Just remember, this is the new normal. We’ll be calling on you whenever we need some… stress relief.”

Kuheli nodded, feeling small under him, and embracing the sensation. “Yes, sir,” she agreed. “I’m here to make the team feel sated, in any way necessary.”

Jake straightened his clothes, then reached down to help Kuheli to her feet. She wobbled slightly, her legs still shaky from being thoroughly used. He caught her in his arms, holding her close.

Jake felt a surge of satisfaction as he watched Kuheli struggle to regain her composure and dress herself. Her eyes were red, her lips were plumped, her hair sweaty and messy, and her clothing was wrinkled—a stark contrast to the put-together, ice-cold executive she usually was.

“Now that we’ve… alleviated some stress,” she said, her voice shifting back to its usual professional cadence, “I hope you’re in a good mental state to be productive for the rest of the day.”

Jake held back a chuckle, but then considered how he felt. He actually was more confident and focused than he had been in months. “Absolutely, Ms. Chatterjee,” he replied, using her desk plate name to reinforce the shift in their dynamic. “I’m ready to get back to work.”

Kuheli gave him a sharp look, as if trying to gauge whether he was being sincere or sarcastic. Apparently satisfied with what she saw, she gave him a curt nod. “Good. I expect great things from you, Jake. Don’t disappoint me.”

He met her gaze evenly, trying to force the smile off his face. “I won’t, ma’am,” he assured her.

Kuheli turned away from him, moving to sit behind her desk once more. She picked up her mobile phone, her fingers flying over the screen as she resumed her work. “Go back to your desk,” she instructed without looking up. “Wait about ten minutes, then send in Marcus, Ethan, and Devon. I have a… special project for them.”

Jake’s confidence swelled even more to hear proof that she intended to keep her promise and embrace her role. He knew exactly what kind of “special project” she had in mind, and he mentally cheered to think of his colleagues experiencing the same mind-bending pleasure he just had.

“Of course, Ms. Chatterjee,” he said, inclining his head in a mock salute. “I’ll let them know.”

——————————————————
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