
        
            
                
            
        

    
SHARING THE OFFICE HUCOW


CHAPTER 1


"Why can't I find it?" I mutter under my breath, scrolling to the bottom of the website. I shouldn't be doing this at work, but I can't help myself. I'm too frustrated.


Ordering the breast enhancement cream was a terrible mistake. I've used double the recommended dosage over the last two days, and aside from a little bit of tingling, nothing has happened.


The cream promised huge results, and I fell for it.


And now, trying to get a refund makes me want to throw my laptop in the trashcan under my desk. Leaning forward, I put my head in my hands, and that's how I don't even notice him approaching until it's too late.


By the time I look up, the CEO is right beside me. Slamming my laptop shut, I try to tell myself there's no way Mr. Sunder could have seen. But of course, closing my laptop in a panic makes him linger by my cubicle.


"What's going on here?" Mr. Sunder says, peering down at me with his hands in his suit pockets. I can't decide if he sounds mad or not. He's always in total control of himself, so I guess that's not a surprise.


"Computer problems," I lie quickly. "I thought I'd let it go to sleep," I explain, biting my lip.


Mr. Sunder runs a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair, and I look everywhere but into his ice-blue eyes. Anyone catching me on a website for breast enhancement cream would be enough to make me want to die of embarrassment.


But for it to be the handsome CEO of my company? I don't know how I'd ever recover.


"Well, try to get back to work," Mr. Sunder says in his gravelly voice. "And if you keep having problems, call IT," he commands.


"Ye — yes, sir," I stammer.


As Mr. Sunder walks away, he looks back at me. There's something in his eyes that makes me shiver, but I ignore it and try to get back to work.


Returning my stupid purchase will have to wait. That was too close. I wasn't caught — and next time won't be so lucky.


But when I start typing up this week's report, something strange happens. The tingling feeling that I had before comes back. This time, it's so much stronger, strong enough I can't ignore it.


And it's not just my nipples. My pussy is quivering too.


Crossing my legs, I squirm in my desk chair. I can't seem to get a hold of myself, and there's a tightness in my chest I've never felt before.


All of a sudden, it hits me what's going on, and I slowly lower my eyes. I guess it's good I didn't waste too much time trying to return my cream. Because it's starting to work.


The effect isn't dramatic, and it's not supposed to be. Still, I can tell that my breasts are starting to swell and grow by how my shirt fits and also the sensation of stretching that makes my tits ache. It gives me a rush.


I'm finally going to have what I always wanted. I've worked so hard to keep my body fit and toned. And now I'm going to grow two cup sizes, just like the cream promised. I'll be able to fill out my bikini tops and have the cleavage I've craved for so long.


My excitement about the cream working means that I'm not even upset when my email inbox chimes, and I see that Mr. Sunder wants me to drop everything and attend a meeting in the conference room in five minutes.


Rolling my shoulders back, I strut down the hall, pushing away the temptation to go check myself out in the bathroom mirror. Mr. Sunder doesn't like it when people are late, and I'm determined to stay on his good side.


My day is totally turned around, and I feel happier and more confident than I have in ages. What could go wrong?





Taking a seat in the conference room, everything seems normal. Mr. Sunder is at the head of the table, and he doesn't even look around before launching into his questions for the sales team.


Dutifully, I take notes. That is, until a sharp cramp in my chest makes me stop writing mid-sentence. It's unlike the throbbing from before, but I know it has something to do with the cream I used.


For the second time today, I lower my gaze and try to sneak a peek at my breasts. This time, I don't believe what I'm seeing. Before, the change was so subtle that it was barely noticeable.


But now, I'm growing so fast that the buttons on my white work shirt look like they're not going to hold. Raising up my notepad, I pretend to refocus when really, I'm using the legal pad to cover myself up.


Hunching forward, I take shallow breaths. The box of breast enhancement cream said I would grow a couple cup sizes, but from the way my shirt is straining, I'd say I've already grown four or five cup sizes.


I'm so caught up thinking about how to leave the meeting without anyone noticing that I forget to move my pen across the notepad.


Mr. Sunder clears his throat. "Is there a problem, Michelle? Are you getting all of this?" His gaze is so intense that I can practically feel it burning through me.


"I'm fine," I squeak. But my body betrays me. Just then, another cramp shoots through me, and I double over.


"Why don't you go get some water?" Mr. Sunder tells me in a tone that brooks no argument.


"Really, I'm fine," I protest.


"I insist," Mr. Sunder growls.


Squeezing the notepad to my chest, I stand slowly, hoping no one has noticed my transformation. I'm the only woman in this meeting, though, and the notepad can't cover the fact that my silhouette is radically different.


As soon as I stand up, I notice the glances from my coworkers. One even elbows the guy next to him and jerks his head toward me.


And Mr. Sunder, who was so insistent that I excuse myself, holds up a hand. "Wait," he says, cocking his head. "What's happening? Something is different about you."


He shakes his head like he's clearing it and holds out a hand as I pass him on my way to the door. "The notepad," he says. "I'd like to review your notes."


All the color leaves my face. Biting my lip, I do as the CEO demands.


His eyes widen when I pull the notepad away. I can see what he's seeing, like I'm in a movie. And that's the moment the buttons on my shirt can't hold anymore. Two pop off and land on the table in front of Mr. Sunder.


I'm at the front of the conference room with my shirt open, revealing my lacy, see-through, too-tight bra. All eyes are on me, but instead of just feeling humiliated, another, stronger feeling builds deep in my core.


It feels amazing to be exposed like this with so many men staring at me with raw lust written all over their faces. I know there's no way to pull my shirt closed now that my breasts are so big, and I don't even want to try.


Mr. Sunder studies me, looking up and down my whole body hungrily. Then he steps back and locks the conference room door.


CHAPTER 2


Mr. Sunder points and snaps at the ground. Instinctively, I know what he expects, and I sink down to my knees.


But the motion makes the giant, straining globes of my breasts bounce up and down, and suddenly, there's something wet dripping down the front of my navy-blue pencil skirt.


I'm completely confused, but Mr. Sunder looks on knowingly. "I've seen this before," he says, smirking at me. "I'll make sure you get what you need, but you're going to have to work hard to earn it. And you're going to start with me."


My hands fly to my chest on their own, and I understand the wetness is coming from them. But I don't have time to think about it because Mr. Sunder is unzipping his pants and pulling out the biggest cock I've ever seen.


Licking my lips, I lean close eagerly, and someone behind me laughs. "She's desperate to suck him off," one of my coworkers says incredulously.


That should stop me from behaving this way, but it doesn't. I open wide, waiting for the CEO to plunge into my mouth.


He's already so hard for me. The head of his enormous cock is so red that it almost looks purple. It seems impossible that he will fit into my mouth, considering he's as big around as my wrist.


Mr. Sunder starts to work himself in anyway, and I open as wide as I can to take him. The room already smells like sex, and I realize it's the musky scent of the CEO.


Before I know it, I'm gagging around his massive member. Mr. Sunder tangles a big hand in my light brown hair. Holding me in place totally still, he fucks my mouth with abandon.


"Relax your throat and take me," he instructs.


Being used this way makes me go wild, and one of my hands strays up my skirt. While holding my head still the way that pleases Mr. Sunder, I stroke my little nub of a clit through my panties.


I'm so wet that the lacy fabric is already soaked.


"Is she touching herself?" a voice calls out. Hazily, I recognize it as Steve's, the guy in the cubicle next to me who is always trying to ask me out.


Mr. Sunder pulls my hand away. "That belongs to me now," he growls. "You don't touch it without my permission."


His hold on my head gets tighter, and he pulls me back and forth as he groans with pleasure. "Her mouth feels pretty good," Mr. Sunder tells everyone at the meeting. "She just needs a firm hand to teach her how to choke on a cock."


All I want to do is touch myself, but Mr. Sunder still has hold of my arm. I whine around his dick, but he isn't paying attention to me at all.


The CEO slows his thrusts and then speeds up. It all happens so fast that I don't have time to prepare. All of a sudden, Mr. Sunder withdraws. "Open wide," he tells me, and then hot spurts of cum start to pump out, landing on my outstretched tongue and also my cheeks and chest.


At the same time, my chest starts leaking again, so before I know it, I'm a wet, sticky mess. But Mr. Sunder seems pleased with me, at least. With a final grunt, I take the last splash of his load.


CHAPTER 3


Mr. Sunder's grinning as he tucks himself away. "Get her on the table on all fours," he says loudly, and two of my coworkers grab me and roughly haul me on top of the conference room table.


All the motion just makes my leaking worse. I leave a trail of big, white drops coming from my stretching, straining tits, which feel close to bursting.


A pair of hands tears at my skirt, ripping it off like it's nothing. I'm on my hands and knees on the smooth, black table, and all I have on is a pair of panties and a bra that are totally see-through.


The men I work with prowl around the table, leering at me and making lewd comments. "Her mound looks good with that little landing strip," a guy I don't know says. "I want to come on it."


His buddies laugh and slap him on the back. But Mr. Sunder isn't pleased. "Don't just talk about it," he encourages. "Get in there and pass her around," he commands.


The table I'm on shakes, and I know someone has jumped up behind me. He tugs down my panties, and I wiggle my ass, hoping he'll give me what I've been craving.


I have an overwhelming amount of need. I don't care that I have no clue who is on the table with me. All I care about is being filled up. I'm desperate for it.


But whoever is behind me takes his time and toys with me. He drags a finger down the length of my slit, making me arch back and cry out. Laughter fills the conference room.


"I had no idea she was such a fucking slut," I hear someone say. "She's always acted above it all, really stuck up, you know?"


"I could tell she was a whore," one of my coworkers responds. "I figured I'd get a chance to stretch her around my cock one day."


The man behind me unzips his pants and presses the head of his cock against my needy entrance. It feels so good that I dip my head forward. I'm dripping so much from my tits that I'm turning the black tabletop white.


Whenever I move, my giant breasts knock against each other, and I leak even more.


With a single stroke, the guy behind me bottoms out in my pussy, and I stiffen and raise my head to see Mr. Sunder staring at me just an arm's length away. "Take it as hard as he wants to give it to you," he instructs me in his deep voice.


The guy fucking me pulls out and slams back in, and I start to slide across the table, but Mr. Sunder takes hold of my shoulders and keeps me in place. It feels incredible to be rutted like this.


I tilt my hips so that the man can go even deeper, and I meet every thrust. The men around me watch appreciatively as my tits swing, and I get fucked roughly.


"For such a whore, she's so tight," the man inside me says. He groans, and his cock starts to flare inside me. I'm proud that he hasn't lasted long. I'm following Mr. Sunder's orders and pleasing him.


The coworker fucking me gives me one final hard stroke, and then the head of his cock swells deep in me. I arch back again as he blows his load in my cunt.


As soon as he's done, another guy takes his place, and Steve jumps up onto the table in front of me, his hard cock throbbing in time with his heartbeat. "Suck me off the same way you did for Mr. Sunder," he says in a raspy voice. "And make sure you swallow every drop."


I lick my lips and then I obey him. Steve isn't quite as big as Mr. Sunder, so it's easier to take him all the way to the back of my throat. Still, I have to breathe through my nose as tears sting my eyes, especially when the guy behind me enters my puffy, used pussy.


The two men bounce me back and forth, and it's like sensory overload. Every inch of me pulses and throbs, and my tits swing and feel fuller and fuller.


Pleasure mounts in me, but even after swallowing all of Steve's cum and licking him clean and making the guy behind me explode in my cunt, I still can't quite scratch my itch. My orgasm is so close, but I don't get there.


For the entire afternoon, my coworkers take turns and Mr. Sunder encourages them to come deep inside me. I lose track of how many men I please, and I do whatever Mr. Sunder tells me to.


Finally, Mr. Sunder clears his throat. "Get her on her back," he orders, and I'm laid down in front of him. "I want one of you in her pussy and two of you sucking on her tits," he tells the men in the conference room.


And he doesn't have to ask twice. Someone grabs my ankles and spreads me wide. I moan with pleasure, anticipating how good it will feel.


But it's the two men who latch onto my tits that make me go totally crazy. As soon as a tongue hits my nipple, my eyes roll back in my head.


Both men lick and suck, and the terrible pressure in my chest eases. More than that, it feels electric. "Please fuck me now," I say to the man holding my ankles. That's what I really need. That's what will finally make me come.


All the guys laugh at how pathetic I'm being. My cheeks turn red, but I'm way past caring. I know that my brown hair is all messed up and my body is covered in cum, but it doesn't matter. I'm going to have an earth-shattering orgasm; I can feel it building.


My coworker coats his cock in my wetness, teasing me until I can't handle it anymore. "Please, please," I beg. He towers over me, his lip curled up, sneering. I thrash around trying to coax him inside.


Slowly, he feeds himself in, one deliciously torturous inch at a time. Once he is in to the hilt, he starts to move his hips in circles. My moans and mewls echo around the room.


It's all too much for me. I have a man on each breast latched on tight and the man in my pussy is stretching me to my limit. This is what I've been missing.


Throwing my head back, I scream and buck. It feels warm deep in my core, and the bliss overwhelms me. My orgasm comes all at once, exploding in me and making me scream even louder as I shake.


Every muscle in my body contracts. "I can feel her clamping down on me," the man inside me tells everyone. And my tightness is enough to get him off too. My pussy spasms more, continuing to quiver as my aftershocks wreck me.


I collapse back, but the men aren't done with me, and they keep using my spent body until it's time for them to go home for the day. The CEO and my coworkers have been sharing me for the entire workday. I think everyone in the office has had a turn.


Now it's just me and Mr. Sunder. I look up at him weakly, but totally satisfied. Once he let the men suck on my breasts, I was lost in the pleasure for hours.


Mr. Sunder sneers at me, standing next to the conference room table. "Bring your breast enhancement cream in tomorrow," he tells me. "I'm going to apply it to those milky tits of yours every day from now on."
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