

Copyright Katt Ford 2019

Kindle Edition

All characters in this story are over the age of eighteen

Would you like to be notified when I publish new books? Go to my Author Page and click the big yellow Follow button:

Author Page

Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter here!


1. A Slut Goes Shopping

Saturday afternoon and the mall was buzzing like a beehive. Under high ceilings lit in the center of the sprawling building by a dome of glass, hundreds of shoppers wandered from the cell of one store to the next, searching for something they couldn’t quite name.

There was a time that I hated the mall. But that was before I met Selina. And everything was different before I met Selina. Like a great fault line down the middle of my life, dividing it into two halves: BS and AS. And the story I’m going to tell you now is going to sound like BS. I know that. But it’s not. As wild and strange as it’s going to get, I can assure you, this is not BS. This is most definitely AS.

Selina looked incredible. She usually did. She turned heads everywhere she went, and maybe - who am I talking to? There's no maybe about it. That was one of the things that drew me to her, right from the get-go. She lived in a kind of bubble of attention, both male and female. But mostly male. And she wasn't the type that wilts under the spotlight. She soaked it all up, blooming like a tropical lamp under the bright sun of scrutiny, and I loved it. I loved it then and I loved it now. There are those who will warn you to stay away from women like Selina. The kind that need constant attention. The kind that get off on being the focal point of everyone around them. But those timid people will never know the joys of being with someone like Selina.

Besides, I am who I am, just as she is who she is. If I’d been warned to stay away from Selina, it would only have made her more attractive to me than she already was. All that attention, all those men clamoring for the smallest flake of her time - it was irresistible. The high prize that others strain towards - how could I resist? There’s a bell in my soul that tolls in answer to the way Selina is, a tightly drawn wire that echoes to the same dark music that animates her. Maybe more than one. If I’d spent a lifetime dreaming up the perfect woman for me, one designed exactly to my specifications, I could never have come up with anything better than her. Beautiful and dangerous, like the sea that smiles before it swallows ships whole. Selena might rip out the heart of a different man without even trying. But she could drag her bloody claws through my ribs all she wanted and find nothing worth taking. She had my heart, already in that mall, if not before. And this was long before the wedding.

But I still think of it, now and then, even after we’ve been married for a while. One of the thousand scenes from our old life that occurs to me now and then. This one is right up there with the day we met, a kind of prelude and glimpse of what was to come. The book I read about writing before I sat down to put pen to paper told me that I should start with a scene that - what was the word? Let me look - encapsulates. A scene that encapsulates the whole shape of the story I’m telling. And this is real, and this is true. This is what actually happened. But in a way, that day in the mall set the tone for everything that followed. We’ve come a long way, Selina and I, from the brightly lit shopping mall of our early adulthood. But the pattern our future lives would take was visible even then. I might have seen it, if I’d looked closely enough. But even if I had, I would never have believed it.



She was as gorgeous then as she is now. Twenty-two years old, the vigor of youth showing in every line and curve of her body. And Selina has more than her share of those. As we moved through the mall, the heels of Selina's boots echoed on the polished floor, and heads turned as though summoned by the sexy sound. Her heeled leather boots reached to just above her knee, hugging her shapely calves as she strode along beside me. Long inches of her smooth thighs showed between the top of the boots and the hem of the black stretch miniskirt that hugged her thighs and hips as though it begrudged her every step she took. Her leather biker jacket, also black, lent a punk edge to the otherwise highly feminine outfit. With her black hair cut in her trademark short bob and her pale skin almost luminous under the mall's halogen lights, she looked almost like a black and white photograph moving through a colored world. And that was what she was like, and is still like. Black and white, pleasure and pain, a creature of dazzling extremes. There's no middle ground with her, no - but I'm getting ahead of myself again.

The silver buckles of her jacket jingled slightly as Selina swayed along beside me. A small black purse hung from her shoulder, matching the jacket. Nothing accidental about her. Nothing left to chance. And she knew the way she looked. Most importantly, she knew what it was doing to me. It excited us both, the way she dressed. Not to mention what it did to any other men in the area.

“So what else do I need?” Selina mused aloud. “Some jeans, probably.”

“No. No jeans.” Selina could rock denim as well as any woman out there, but I wasn’t there for casual clothes. Selina smiled, as though she had been testing me. She knew why I was there, shopping with her. It had been my idea. But I had my conditions. Don’t be fooled; I’m not some neutered lapdog of a husband who meekly goes along with his wife’s demands. Not now, and definitely not then. I wanted to be at the mall with her, but not so that she could buy boring, functional clothes.

“No jeans,” Selina agreed. Her pearlescent teeth gleamed between bright red lips that were virtually the only concession to color in her outfit. “You just want me to wear nothing but hooker clothes, don’t you?”

People streamed by us ion either side as we carved our way through the shopping masses. There’s an anonymity in the heart of a crowd, surrounded by nameless people we’ll never see again. And that’s to say nothing of the thrill that comes at the whiff of exposure.

“No,” I said, and I felt her faint pulse in her wrist as I took her hand in mine. “I don’t want you dressed as a hooker. I want you to dress like a slut.” I glanced at her then, my smile echoing her own grin. Her eyes widened beneath the coat of powder on her lids that made the blue of her iris shine all the brighter, an infinite sky partially caged by the bent black bars of her thickened lashes. Back then, when our relationship was still young and thrilling, I could never even look at her without feeling a slight wobble in my chest, my heart taking a stuttering step as though tripping over itself. But my own feet were steady as I turned, leading Selina behind me as I moved towards the mall’s central atrium.

“Hey!” I heard her protest as she followed me. But I didn’t need to turn and look at her over my shoulder to know that she was still smiling.

"I don't mean it as an insult," I said as she stepped up beside me. "What's wrong with being a slut?" My eyes scanned the parting crowd as I spoke. Beside a fountain that stood in the center of the large atrium, there was a free space on a bench. I led Selina by the hand towards it, picking up my pace a little so that I would get there before anyone else. An idea was bubbling up inside me. As a man in his early twenties, the thought of sex was never far from my mind. And with Selina beside me, it was generally impossible to think of anything else. I could already feel my cook swelling with desire as I sat down on the bench next to a lone man, pulling Selina down with me. Smiling indulgently, she took the hint. She sat in my lap, her tight skirt rising up and showing even more of her thighs as she crossed her legs. Her weight in my lap made my cock swell further, and I smiled up at her as my member pressed against her ass through the fabric of my pants and her skirt. With one hand on her ass, I rested the other on her bare thigh. From the corner of my eye, I saw the man beside me shift, just a little. He was looking, of course he was. I knew that little game we men play, the trick of looking at a sexy girl without getting caught. I didn't know if his subtle movements fooled Selina, but they weren't fooling me. Still, I was expecting nothing less. And I wanted him to watch as I raised my face towards Selina's, and she bent her neck and pressed her lips against mine in a deep and passionate kiss. I was fully hard by that point, and as Selina wiggled slightly in my lap, my erection pressed against her body. There was no way she couldn't feel it. I could feel her warm breath against my skin as my tongue explored her mouth, tasting her like ripe fruit while both our bodies responded with arousal to one another's touch.

"Not here," Selina said, her lips parting from mine so that she could whisper into my ear. My hand had slid up along her thigh, my thumb slipping under the tightly stretched fabric of her skirt on its upward journey. The warmth of her body, the smell of her perfume, the softness of her skin were flooding my senses. But I never forgot where we were. The very public position we were in only made the whole thing hotter.

“Why not?” I whispered back. With the murmur of stranger’s voices all around us, I felt confident that we could talk quietly and not be heard even by the man sitting beside me. If he was even listening. Selina’s skirt was short enough that, with my hand creeping up under it, she was showing a dangerously long expanse of her upper thighs. The man’s whole focus would be right where mine would have been in his place: on the hot space between my girlfriend’s beautiful legs. “If you’re going to look like a slut, you may as well act like one too.”

“Stop it,” Selina sighed. But the tone of her voice said the opposite of her words. She sat with one arm draped around my shoulders, her other hand on top of mine as I moved it insistently upwards. Her hand just rested there, I noticed, without pushing mine away. Almost as though she was reminding me that she could, if she wanted to. But she didn’t want to.

“That guy’s watching,” Selina said quietly. My hand was almost fully under her skirt now. Extending my thumb, I brushed the front of her panties, and the soft sigh she made caused my cock to throb against her ass.

“Let him watch,” I said. “Let him see what he can’t have. I want him to see what I get, and he doesn’t.”

"You're naughty," Selina giggled. And her breath tickled my cheek as I rubbed my thumb over her mound again. The way she squirmed was sending shockwaves of desire through my whole body, and my breathing was growing as short as hers.

“I’m going to make you cum right here, in front of all these people,” I growled. A tiny moan of desire escaped from Selina’s parted lips as I rubbed her pussy through her panties. And she shifted her weight, grinding her hips in my lap to make me moan in response.

“Not if I make you cum first,” she whispered. “Wanna make it interesting?” I didn’t even try to hide the smile on my face as Selina kissed me again. This time, her kisses were quicker, almost frantic, her warm mouth wrestling with my lips as though we were at war.

“Whoever cums first,” she said as our lips parted again, “has to give the other one head. Not here, but somewhere else in the mall.”

“Deal,” I gasped. Talk about a win-win. The thought of Selina’s red lips wrapped around my cock was almost enough to get me there all by itself, but licking her sweet pussy was hardly much of a punishment if I did lose my cool. I was more worried about the way it might look than anything else. But clearly, Selina meant to win our little contest. The moment I agreed to her terms, she began to squirm more aggressively in my lap. With every movement of her hips, her ass rubbed against my cock. And as my hand worked its way up under her skirt, stroking her pussy through her thin panties, I could hear her getting more and more aroused. Her dark hair hung around both of our faces like a short curtain cutting us off from the world as we made out frantically, desperately, immune to the looks of shock and disapproval on the faces of the strangers who passed us by.

But locked as we were in our own private circle of mutual pleasure, cut off from the world by the ecstatic feelings we alone shared, I wasn’t completely oblivious to what was going on around us. I was especially sensitive to every movement of Selina’s delicious body in my lap. And I felt as well as saw the motion of her body as she straightened her leg and placed her booted foot in the lap of the man sitting beside me.

The man stiffened as though he had been struck. Selina's tall boot lay across his thigh, her slender heel in his lap. He turned his head towards us, and I watched from the corner of my eyes as his mouth opened. His eyes darted up and down as he watched us, and I made Selina moan as I pressed my thumb against the lips of her pussy which I could feel through her now wet panties. The man looked as though he was about to say something. But he didn't. I watched as he raised his hand and placed it on Selina's leg, near her ankle. But he didn't push her away. Instead, he sighed quietly. And I felt Selina giggle as she continued to writhe in my lap.

This was unexpected, to put it mildly. But it was hardly unappealing. Selina's body seemed to vibrate with desire, and mine did too, and as we continued to tease one another in full view of the public, Selina moved her foot in the stranger's lap. A thrill raced along my spine as though I had just stuck my finger in an electrical socket. My girlfriend was rubbing her boot against a stranger's cock through his pants while we made out in full view of everyone, and my cock surged and throbbed underneath her gorgeous body.

Maybe it was deliberate. Maybe she was just caught up in the heat of the moment. But Selina, intentionally or not, had found some way to hotwire my already considerable arousal and push it into overdrive. For all that she gasped and moaned in my lap, for all that I did my best to tease her with my hand up her skirt, I began to see that this contest was lost. My balls boiled with an orgasm that I tried and failed to hold back. And as the stranger on the bench shuddered beside me, pushed to the brink of madness by nothing more than the teasing heel of Selina's boot, I lost control. My cock surged as it spewed forth a hot load of semen to coat the inside of my underwear.

Selina gasped as she felt me cum. Lifting her face from mine, she grinned as she peered down at me. Her cheeks were flushed pink with excitement, and her eyes glittered like precious jewels. I've never forgotten the look of triumph on her face at that moment. Or the way her eyes slowly looked left to see the unknown man beside us, sitting now with his legs tightly together in an attempt to hide the dark stain of his cum on his pants. Selina looked so pleased with herself, like some young lioness proud of her kill. Her two kills, I suppose. I knew that I had gotten her close, but she had beaten me to it. A deal's a deal.

“Come on,” Selina said. She stood and tugged her skirt back down around her thighs before reaching a hand out towards me. “We should probably go get you some new underwear.” I smiled as I rose to my feet. The fabric of my jeans was mercifully thick enough to hide the evidence of what she had done to me, but I could feel the wet warmth of a full load of cum in my boxer shorts. Selina swept her hair back from her flushed face as she flashed a dazzling smile at the still-seated stranger she had made cum with her foot. He gazed at her with glassy eyes, as though he couldn’t even begin to process what had just happened. And desire growled anew inside me as Selina took my hand and led me through the crowded mall.

Despite my recent orgasm, it didn’t take long for my cock to harden again. The whole situation was just so naughty, so kinky, so depraved. And I was a young man with a hot girlfriend and an overpowering drive to fuck her. The air practically crackled between us as Selina took me to a department store to buy a pair of boxer shorts. She had me go to a changing room after making the purchase and put the new pair on under my pants before bringing the old ones back to her. These she balled up into a small damp wad before stuffing them into her purse. And I went along with it all. I would go along with anything, the promise of sex enough to seemingly lobotomize me. Selina was in control now, and she knew it. I followed as she headed for the department store’s escalators, my eyes locked on her ass swaying beneath her tight skirt as the metal stairs carried us downwards to the women’s section.

Selina was still smiling as she picked her way through the racks of clothing with me following along behind her. With the fraught attention that comes in a state of high arousal, I studied every movement of her body. She moved as though everything was as it should be, as though nothing out of the ordinary had happened. Only her sly smile gave her away.

"I should have you do it here," she said, grinning at me suddenly over a rack of clothes. "Drop to your knees right here and now and eat my pussy in front of everyone."

“Really?” I stammered.

“Of course not,” Selina giggled. There was no one close enough to us to hear what she was saying. “Come with me.” The clothes slung over her arm provided some cover as she led me toward the changing rooms. Nervousness fluttered in my stomach, but there was no attendant inside. Quickly, I followed Selina into an open changing room, sighing with relief as she swung the door shut behind me. A real door, too, not some flimsy curtain. Still, there were large gaps at the floor and ceiling of the stall, and I could clearly hear other shoppers moving around close by us. The privacy of the change-room was largely illusory, and my cock surged in my brand new boxers as Selina cast the clothes she carried onto the bench behind her.

“Go on,” she said quietly, practically bouncing up and down with excitement as she stood with her feet apart. “You know what to do.”

I did. And I was never happier to lose a bet in my life. In the tight confines of the department store changing room, I sank to my knees. My hands trembled slightly as I lifted the hem of her skirt, rolling it up to her hips. The fabric of her panties was still damp from earlier, and the scent of her arousal filled the air, plucking at my taut nerves as I pulled her underwear down her legs. Drops of moisture glistened in her trimmed pubic hair, and the pink lips of her pussy were swollen with desire. I pulled her panties further down, letting them slide over her leather boots, the fabric stretching as I pulled it towards her feet. She stepped out of her panties, and I removed them completely.

“Give them here,” she said, holding out a hand. Without a word, I handed the damp underwear over to her. Her eyes shone as she stared down at me, twisting the underwear in her hands. My trembling hands found the flawless skin of her thighs, and a low moan of need rose from my throat as I leaned forward. Her pussy tasted like heaven as I ran my tongue over it, savoring the slick sensation of her sex.

But Selina had more ideas. As I closed my eyes and pressed my face between her thighs, craning my neck so that I could please her better, she bent over me. By the time I felt her hands on my wrists, it was already too late. Wrapping her panties around my wrists, she quickly tied my hands together. Startled, I stared up at her. I had never been tied up by a woman before, and never particularly wants to be. But in the scene we found ourselves enmeshed in, I couldn't deny the excitement that I felt. I was confident that I could free myself if I wanted to, but that was hardly the point. The central fact was that Selina was being very aggressive, and I loved it.

“I made two boys cum today,” she giggled as she straightened up again. She was holding my bound wrists in her hands, pressing my hands against her stomach so that I couldn’t touch her with anything besides my lips and tongue. Ignored, my cock raged inside my pants. “Maybe I am a slut after all. But now it’s time for you to make me cum.” I nodded as I eagerly lapped at her trembling pussy. The truth was, there was nothing I wanted more. I wanted to see this beautiful woman cum, to hear it, to taste it. I wanted to be the person that made her feel what no one else could. And it seemed to be working. I could feel Selina’s body trembling as I worked my tongue inside her, my lips caressing hers. She was trying to keep her voice down, but the pleasure she was experiencing would not be denied. She whimpered with the strain of her own growing pleasure, and I could feel the mounting tension in her body as I licked her.

Selina’s boot creaked as she raised one foot from the floor. Balancing on one leg, she threw the other leg over my shoulder, letting her boot hand down my back. My face was crushed against her pussy as she began to grind her hips against me. But I didn’t even try to break free. She was still holding my bound hands with both of hers, but that isn’t what kept me where I was. It was my overwhelming need for her that kept me pinned to the spot, my deep desire making me willing to put up with anything for the privilege of seeing this beautiful creature in the throes of ecstasy.

And soon, it happened. I felt her body stiffen, and Selina was no longer able to hold back her cries. I didn’t even consider what the other customers would hear. I was too absorbed in her pleasure. And Selina was absorbed too, swept away by the sudden unleashed torrent of her orgasm that flooded over us both in the tiny space of the change room. I tasted her ecstasy on my tongue and gulped greedily at the juices that flowed from her quivering pussy, drinking it all down as though it was the sweetest nectar.

With a sigh, Selina lifted her leg from my shoulder. She all but fell back onto the bench behind her, sprawling on top of the clothes she had brought with her. Her skirt stayed bunched up around her hips, and her legs trembled uncontrollably as she sat with them spread in front of me. My cock was still throbbing inside my pants as I looked at her. Still panting breathlessly, Selina stretched out a foot and tapped the sole of her boot against the hard bulge of my cock inside my pants. Selina smiled as I winced, not in pain but in deep arousal, as though I hadn’t cum just a short while before.

“Fuck, that was hot,” she grinned giddily.

“Yeah, it was,” I agreed. Selina’s smile deepened as I spoke, her teeth showing between the twin red curves of her full lips.

“You just ate me out in a department store changing room,” she said, forming each word slowly and carefully while her chest rose and fell. “Who’s the slut now?”

I grinned. My lips and cheeks were wet with her, my mouth still filled with the erotic taste of her sex. For all the wild sexual ideas I was prone to, this young woman had matched and even exceeded my wildest impulses. I already knew that Selina was uninhibited, sexually free unlike a lot of girls our age. But up until that day, I had had no idea just how deep her kinkiness went. And I was absolutely thrilled to discover just what a dirty-minded creature she was.

But of course, I know far more now than I did then. That adventure in the mall had been the wildest sexual experience of my life up to that point. But Selina and I had only just begun to learn what really made us both tick.


2. Fun At The Office

“You know, most guys can’t wait to get my clothes off. You’re the first one I’ve met who wants to put them on.”

Grant grinned at me from his side of the bed, his face flushed with the afterglow of orgasm. I've never been a morning person, and there wasn't a lot of time for us to get ready and get to work. A morning romp in the sheets was enough to put us at risk of being late for work. But who could resist? We were in our early twenties at the time, and Grant had woken up with an erection, as predictable as the sunrise. And I didn't remember the dreams that I had had overnight, the wild images and scenes lost to me the moment I opened my eyes. But whatever they were, I could feel the deep inner growl of lust in my body when I awoke. No wonder I had been dreaming about sex. It was never far from either of our minds these days. Ever since I had started dating Grant, sex had become a huge priority. I know it's always that way at the start of a relationship. But this was different to anything I'd had before. Different in that Grant had these desires, these fetishes, I guess you could call them. And he wasn't afraid to talk about them. It was nothing especially extreme - I've been around to know what's out there. What Grant liked was the same stuff most men like to see on a woman. High heels, tight tops, short skirts - let's face; women don't wear stilettos because they're practical. It's just that with Grant, the intensity was a little higher. He fixated on my clothes just a little more than the average guy. Which was fine by me. I love clothes, and I liked that he took an interest. Even if his tastes did run a little more provocative than mine. And I'm no shrinking violet. I'll rock a short skirt when the moment is right. But if Grant had his way, I'd be dressed sexy all the time. Easy for him to say. He wasn't the one that had to wear this stuff.

“I know what I like,” Grant said with a smile. I watched as he rose from the bed. The sun was already up, and the bright light shone through the drawn curtains to make the faint shadows dance across his naked body. Grant wasn’t a gym guy, but he loved to play sports, and hours on the soccer pitch and the hockey rink kept his body toned and sexy. He moved towards me closet as though he owned the place, his cock now soft and dangling between his legs as he slid the door aside. With the warm glow of orgasm still vibrating inside me, I watched as he peered into the ranks of clothes in front of him.

“What are you wearing today?” he asked, still casting his eyes over the clothes in front of him. And with the sex we had just had, I was feeling indulgent. Worse than that, I was feeling naughty. I knew what he would want, and I was in a mood to give it to him.

“I don’t know,” I said. “You tell me.”

Grant grinned at me over his shoulder. He was like a kid in a candy store, delighted at the prospect of having free reign over my wardrobe. Immediately, he turned back to the rack and started going through my outfits, searching for something without knowing exactly what was in there. He'd know it once I saw it; I was sure of that. And soon enough, I saw him lift a hanger from the rack and lay it out on the bed near my feet. I knew that red skirt, and I hadn't worn it in a long time. It was never the most generous fit to begin with, and I hoped I'd still be able to wriggle into it. Grant pulled a black shirt from the depths of the closet to go with the skirt. The poor boy didn't have much of an eye for style, when it came down to it, what he said was true. He knew what he liked. Crouching on the floor now, I could hear him rummaging about among the shoes that lay scattered all over the closet floor.

"Come on," I protested as he turned around with a pair in his hands, grinning from ear to ear. "I can't wear those, not to work. I can hardly walk in them." They were practically Halloween shoes, appropriate in only the most exact circumstances. I hadn't worn them in forever and was almost surprised to find that I still had them. Patent leather ankle boots with a platform and a five-inch heel, more appropriate for the bedroom than the boardroom. But the gleam in Grant's eye told me he wasn't ready to give up on his plan.

“Of course you can,” he said. “You said that I could choose.”

“Yeah, I know, but…I’ll look like a whore!”

"That's the idea." It was hard to stay mad at him when he had that charmingly boyish smile on his face. He was so excited. In fact. As he stood there with the shoes in his hands, holding the slender heels of both boots in one hand, I could see that his cock was starting to swell again. It was my willingness to push the envelope with what was acceptable work wear, at least in part, that had attracted him to me in the first place. I'll admit it; I like being looked at. I like causing a stir with my fashion choices. In the male-dominated workplace that I'm employed in, it's not difficult. And it's fun to see the looks on the faces of the guys as they see me, the way some of them try and fail to hide their gazes at my body, while some of them don't. Maybe that's my fetish, just like the one Grant has for my clothes. There's an exhibitionist streak inside me, and I can't deny it. I'll always remember the first day I met Grant, at the office, and the way his eyes shone as he looked at me. It makes my stomach flutter even now, years later.

Grant stepped towards the bed, still holding the boots in his hands. Carefully, he set them down on the floor at the side of the bed.

“You’re going to look so hot,” he said in a low voice. Sitting down on the mattress beside me, he laid one hand on top of the sheet that concealed my legs. “Every guy in the place is going to get a boner the minute they see you.”

“That’s what you want, is it?” I teased. “Other guys getting boners over me?”

“Of course,” Grant shrugged, without so much as a trace of shame or guilt. “I like being with a girl other guys want.”

“Like it’s some kind of competition,” I said. Grant shrugged again. I knew that my resistance to his scheme was only a token, and I strongly suspected that he knew it, too. Yes, the shoes he wanted me to wear would be highly uncomfortable, highly inappropriate. But after all, our office had no formal dress code. And my boss was a man, the owner of the small company who had started out driving a truck himself before building his enterprise into what it was today. Brett knew plenty about plumbing, but very little about working in an office. He wouldn’t dare to comment on my wardrobe for fear of saying something inappropriate.

Grant could see my resistance crumbling, I’m sure. His hand slid up and down on top of the sheet, tracing the shape of my leg through the fabric. It was getting late, and I had to get ready. But stray sparks seemed to rise from my skin at the touch of his hand. I could feel myself getting excited again, and it took an effort of will not to throw back the sheet and jump on top of Grant. But a rogue idea plucked slyly at the back of my brain.

“If I wear what you want,” I said, smiling up at Grant as I spoke, “you have to do something for me.”

“What?” Grant smiled as he lay down on the bed next to me. He kissed my hand where it lay on the sheet, and began to slowly kiss his way up my arm, climbing towards my shoulder as the heat rose in my stomach.

“I don’t know yet,” I said. “I’ll let you know. But when I ask it, you can’t refuse.”

“OK,” Grant grinned. He didn’t even hesitate. Most likely, he assumed that anything I would come up with would be something he would be happy with. And as it turned out, that was true, just about. But there was no way for me to know, let alone for Grant to know, just what a price he would have to pay for having me dress the way he wanted that day.

“Alright,” I sighed, playfully pushing his head away as his questing mouth reached my shoulder. “We’re late. I need to get ready. What underwear did you have in mind?”

“None,” Grant smiled.

“No way. You’ve got to be kidding.” I suppose that I should have seen it coming. But I had to draw the line somewhere. The skirt was virtually skin-tight, but it was actually almost knee-length, and I could probably get away with going commando underneath it. But I was going to have to wear a bra under the shirt. I’m fairly petite, but I’m not one of those girls who can get away with not wearing a bra for support. Besides, having my nipples poking through the satin fabric of the shirt all day was a step too far, even for me.

Grant pouted, but I held firm. I could feel his eyes on my naked body as I stood and made my way to my dresser. I compromised. The bra I wore would enhance what I naturally had and make my boobs look great under the shirt. I made a big deal about the thong I planned to wear, as though it was for his titillation. But the reality was that the skirt was too tight to wear anything else underneath it.

With the underwear decision made, I hurried to the bathroom to get ready. I was just about able to wiggle into the skirt Grant wanted me to wear, though the red fabric clung to my hips and thighs and forced me to take small steps even before I put the shoes on. The satin shirt clung to my torso as I tucked it into the skirt, shining in the bathroom light as I posed in front of the mirror. Yes, it was a provocative look, but not too far removed from regular office wear if it came to that. It was only the shoes that took it over the line, in my opinion.

But a deal's a deal. My movements were made awkward by the tightness of the skirt as I made my way back to the bedroom, makeup and hair done and almost ready to go. Grant was already dressed. He wore a uniform to work, and in the way of all men's clothes, it could be donned and shed in a matter of seconds. He watched with a smile of delight on his handsome face as I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled the ankle boots on. He gave me his hand to help me stand as I took a few careful steps in the outrageous footwear. Already late, we headed for the door together, my stomach bubbling with nervousness to see what the day held. But as I caught a glimpse of myself in the full-length mirror on the back of the door, I couldn't help but smile. There was nothing subtle about the way that I was dressed. But Grant was right. It was deeply sexy. And for him, that was all that mattered.

*

“Ok, let me just see. It’s in here somewhere…”

Our office is small. It’s mostly a warehouse where the guys keep their tools, the miles and miles of pipes and the other equipment needed by a small-to-mid-sized plumbing business. The office is upstairs, two rooms plus a small kitchen where Cindy and I have our desks, and Brett does his work in the back. When the guys aren’t out on calls, they’re mostly downstairs, loading up on supplies or just hanging out. But they come up to the office to hand in paperwork and grab coffee, or just to shoot the shit with us. And every time a guy climbed the stairs, I saw his eyes do the same little dance. Some were more circumspect than others. A lot of these guys were married family men. But there wasn’t a single one of them who didn’t take a look at me as I sat behind my desk, nearest to the top of the stairs.

And as the day wore on - well, my attitude changed. The initial nervousness I had felt dissipated once Cindy took one long look at what I was wearing and said nothing. Just as I predicted, Brett didn’t say anything either. He noticed, I saw that. His eyes nearly popped out of his head when he saw the fuck-me shoes I was wearing. But he didn’t know how to broach the subject, so he didn’t. And it was the reactions of those two, my single female co-worker and my boss, that I was most concerned about. With that out of the way, I started to feel a little more relaxed.

And as the hours passed by, my confidence grew. No wonder, when I had the admiring looks of a bunch of horny men to bolster me. I found myself enjoying the attention, as though I was blooming under it the way a flower blooms under the light. When Carl came upstairs to get his paystub, I decided to take a chance. I kept the employee files in a cabinet behind me, and I knew exactly where they were. But Carl didn’t know that. He couldn’t know that what I was looking for was in the top drawer of the cabinet, not the middle drawer I was bending over. I could feel my red skirt tighten around my hips, just as I could feel Carls’ eyes on my ass as I pretended to look for the file. The tall heels made my calves tight, and I knew exactly what Carl, one of the better looking of Brett’s employees was thinking, and it excited me. Carl wasn’t married, though he had a girlfriend. My face blushed as I rummaged around in the drawer, wondering if Carl would think of me that night when he went to bed with his girlfriend. Think of me bent over like this, still wearing my slutty heels as he pounded me from behind. Think of me gasping and screaming as he slid his stiff cock deep inside me, making my dripping pussy sing with pleasure as I screamed his name and he pulled my hair and the two of us roared in animal ecstasy. What was wrong with me? There I was at work, showing my ass to a coworker and feeling a spreading dampness between my legs as I wiggled my hips from side to side, imagining him fucking me. What would Grant say if he knew? He’d probably be delighted. After all, this was exactly what he wanted, to have me ogled by the guys he worked with. Were they talking about me in the warehouse downstairs as they stocked their trucks? Was Grant the type to kiss and tell? Given his fetishes, I doubted it. But you never know.

And if he was telling his friends about me, what was he saying? And how did I feel about that?

“Oh, silly me,” I said, straightening up at last. “That’s the wrong drawer.” I heard Mark chuckle behind me as I closed the filing cabinet’s middle drawer and opened the top one instead. I couldn’t be sure, but I thought I detected a slight strain in his voice as he watched me from behind. Disappointed that the show was over? I hoped so. I fished the document he wanted out of his file and turned to hand it to him with a smile.

“Thanks,” he said. His eyes darted over my face, and I wondered if he could see the red flush in my cheeks that felt to me as though it must be visible from space.

“No problem,” I smiled. And as I brushed past him to take a seat at my desk, I let my hand trail across the front of his pants. I almost shrieked with laughter as I felt the hard bulge of an erection. He had his back to where Cindy sat and the open door to Brett’s office. No one but me and Carl knew what had just happened. And I tried to act as though I hadn’t even noticed. As though I didn’t know that this young man was rock hard for me. Now it was Carl’s cheeks that reddened as I sat down at my desk again, my movements careful as the red skirt kept my knees together. I still smiled at Carl, and he stared at me with a confused expression on his face, as though trying to figure out whether our brief contact had been deliberate or not. My skirt was too tight to cross my legs, so I simply turned back to my computer screen, smiling slyly to myself. Without another word, Carl headed for the stairs. But he was walking a little differently than he normally did, and my smile deepened with the knowledge that he was trying to conceal a raging hard-on that I had given him.

Carl wasn’t the only one. I had to admit at last the twisted creativity of Grant’s idea. If his plan was to make me horny all day at work, it was succeeding admirably. And wherever he was, I was sure he was thinking of me and my tight skirt and my slutty heels, and I wondered if his cock was as hard as I had made Carl’s.

There’s only so much a girl can take. Sitting at my desk, I found it impossible to concentrate on processing the invoices in front of me. All I could think about was Carl, and Grant, and me, and what a slut I must be to get so excited at the thought of another man’s cock when I had a boyfriend already. A boyfriend who took great pleasure in seeing me turn on other guys, but still. A faint thrill of guilt only added to the surging emotions inside me as I squeezed my thighs together under my desk. It was delicious, feeling this way. Feeling like a total slut but knowing that I had Grant’s permission. I couldn’t wait to tell him about what had happened and see his reaction, But first, I had other matters to take care of.

The steps down to the warehouse were perilous in a tight skirt and high heels, but I managed them as best as I could. I heard two men’s voices as I turned the corner into the warehouse, the clicking of my heels cutting through the laughter as I approached. Carl, and Grant. My heart skipped a beat at the sight of my boyfriend talking to the man I had just been teasing upstairs. Grant didn’t even try to hide his gaze the way most of the others did. His eyes slid up and down my body, and I felt as though sparks were crackling in the air between us as he took it all in, from the tip of my toes to the top of my head. I wondered again if the men could see the red blush in my cheeks as I asked myself what they had been talking about. Was it me? And if so, what were they saying?

Carl seemed uncomfortable in my presence after what had happened. The moment I appeared in the warehouse, he made his excuses and headed out to his truck. I barely noticed. Now that I know Grant was at the office, that was all I cared about. I stepped toward him, and the moment the door swung shut behind Carl, I stood beside Grant and placed a hand on his shoulder.

“Don’t go anywhere,” I said in my sexiest voice, whispering the words directly into his ear. “Wait right here until I get back.” Grant nodded. With Carl gone, there was no one in the warehouse but the two of us, and nowhere we could be seen from. But the urge to drag him towards the bathroom with me and have him see to my needs was tempered by the knowledge that someone could walk in at any moment and discover what the two of us were up to. I admit, it was an exciting thought. But I had my own vision of what I wanted to happen next. As though Grant’s unorthodox desires ignited the kinkiness in me. Grant turned to watch as I walked slowly past him, making my hips sway invitingly with every step I took. He was still standing where I had left him, watching me intently, as I stepped into the bathroom at the back of the warehouse and swung the door shut behind me.

Getting out of my skirt was a struggle, but I managed it at last. Hanging the garment on the hook on the back of the door, I reached between my legs and touched the swollen lips of my pussy through the thin fabric of the black thong I wore. My body responded immediately, and I bit my lip against the moan of pleasure that rose up within me as I traced the shape of my sex with my fingertips. My juices flowed freely as I closed my eyes, rocking slightly from side to side as I balanced on my ridiculous heels. I braced myself with my free hand on the bathroom wall as I gasped in pleasure, barely trying to keep the noise down. Over and over, I teased myself through my underwear, feeling the pleasure building like pressure inside me as I stroked myself towards bliss. My pussy spasmed, and I could feel my own moisture against my skin as I rubbed, my streaming juices soaking the fabric as I played with myself.

Finally, I peeled off my now-soaked thong. Bunching it up in one hand, I dropped the lid of the toilet with a loud clatter. Then I sat, spreading my legs wide as I reached again for my dripping sex. One high heel scraped against the wall as I raised my foot, spreading myself even wider on the toilet.

Wild visions raced through my head. Grant, and Carl, and the hungry eyes of every other man that had seen me that day. The feel of Carl’s cock through his pants. The look on Grant’s face when I came down the stairs. What a slut. What a complete and total slut I had been, and was, sitting on the toilet at work and plunging my wet fingers inside myself. So naughty. So hot. So outrageously slutty. Just like Grant wanted, Grant’s little slut. And maybe others, too. Maybe that was what my boyfriend really wanted. To see me take on one man after another. To see me passed around and used by a succession of men with hard cocks and clutching hands, Grant watching me shriek in pleasure as one orgasm chased another through my trembling body. My thoughts wandered into areas that words cannot touch, and I didn’t even try to hold back the moans and squeals of pleasure I was making. Instead, I let them ring back from the bathroom walls, hoping that Grant could hear them outside as he waited for me to return.

My orgasm came upon me all at once. I felt my pussy spasm around the two fingers I had tucked up inside myself, reaching for that sweet spot that I knew was the highway to my pleasure. Hot juices poured over my hand as I pleasured myself, gasping and almost choking on the cries that swelled in my throat. My high heels scrabbled on the floor as I writhed and thrashed, overcome with pleasure and burning with desire.

When the powerful spasm ended, I sighed. Leaning back against the toilet, I slid my fingers out of myself, and stray sparks of ecstasy bloomed here and there still, making me shudder at the powerful aftershocks. Seized by the same strange inspiration that had brought me to the toilet, I used the thing still wadded in my hand to wipe up some of the moisture between my shaking legs. Then, still holding the wet panties in my hand, I rose unsteadily to my feet and got dressed again. Just the way my tight skirt pinned my legs together as I wriggled into it was enough to pluck again at the vibrating nerves of my body. I splashed cold water on my face to try and disguise the tell-tale signs of pleasure before opening the bathroom door and stepping outside.

Grant was still waiting. But he was no longer alone. Brett had come down from the office upstairs and was chatting with my boyfriend. My cheeks pickled as I blushed again, wondering what our boss had heard of my solitary pleasure in the bathroom. But some strange impulse kept pushing me forward as I walked across the concrete floor with the eyes of both men on me.

“Grant, can I talk to you for a second?” I said.

"I was just going to the bathroom anyway," Brett said, stepping past me as I stood beside Grant. He headed for the door I had left open, disappearing into the cubicle I had used. My heart contracted as I wondered if he could still smell the traces of my pleasure in the humid air. Did he know what I had been up to?

“Here,” I said, holding out my hand as I turned to Grant. He reflexively took what I was offering, and I saw his eyes widen as he held my soaked thing in his hand. A broad grin broke across his face.

“Are you serious?” he laughed. And I shrugged, keeping my voice low so that our boss couldn’t hear from the bathroom at the back of the warehouse.

“Of course,” I whispered. “Sluts like me don’t need them.”


3. The Making Of A Slut

In the changing room of the department store, I waited. The air in the small space seemed soaked with arousal, the scent of Selina's excitement filling my nostrils as I gazed up at her. But while she had most definitely cum, leaving her hot juices all over my cheeks and chin, I had not. My cock was as rigid as an iron bar inside my pants, and every cell of my being cried out for the release of orgasm. But Selina was in a strange mood. I could see that. She sat on the bench in front of me with her pussy showing under her rolled-up skirt, smiling down at me with eyes glassy from pleasure.

Finally, she sat up. She raised a foot, and I felt the heel of her boot catch slightly on my clothes as she trailed it over my chest. Glutted with pleasure, I could see from the look in her eyes that there was more in her devious mind than one simple orgasm. She was enjoying having me like this, my wrists bound together with her panties as I kneeled on the floor at her feet. And the way my cock was raging left me in absolutely no doubt that I was enjoying it too.

Still without speaking, Selina stood. I watched her pull her skirt down around herself, the stretchy black fabric clinging to her thighs jealousy. She stood over me, sweeping her shiny black hair back from her face as she grinned. Her hands reached out towards me, and she ran her fingers through my short hair. I felt the smooth skin of her thigh under my fingers as I touched her with my tied hands.

“Remember that time I wore those heels for you at work?” she said. “You promised you’d do something for me.”

Of course I remembered. It was one of the first times she had let me choose her clothes for her, and I still thought sometimes about the way Selina had looked in her tight red skirt and patent leather ankle booties. And I knew I wasn't the only one. The guys at work weren't likely to forget. In fact, it had become something of a spectator sport among the guys to see what Selina was wearing to work. And while she had always dressed a little provocatively, that day marked something of an evolution in our relationship, when she handed over control to me for the first time over her clothing. But I thought she had forgotten about the promise she extracted from me in return for her wearing fuck-me shoes at the office. Clearly, I was wrong.

“Yeah,” I said slowly. “Why?”

“Because I’m thinking of cashing in that chip right now.” As she spoke, Selina raised one foot, and I felt her place it on my thigh. Her foot slid up and down, and the heel of her boot brushed against my cock, and I shuddered as I remembered what had happened with that stranger in the mall. I wanted Selina to be a slut, to be my slut, but she had surprised me with that maneuver. I think she had surprised herself. But a boundary, once crossed, can never be uncrossed. She had made a stranger cum in the middle of a crowded shopping mall with just her foot, and neither of us were ever going to forget that.

"OK," I said, while my stomach danced with excitement. Anything Selina had in her mind, I was sure, I was into. I wanted to fuck her, of course. I wanted more than I had perhaps ever wanted her before, and that's saying a lot considering the way she looks and the way she lets me dress her. But I had never seen her quite this excited, quite this creative. It was a tremendous turn-on, and one I wasn't ready to see end just yet. Whatever she had in mind, I thought, I could handle it.

“OK,” Selina giggled, her eyes shining with excitement. “Stay here.” My cock throbbed in my pants as she stepped past me. Shuffling rapidly on my knees, I made room for her to open the door of the dressing room behind me and step out into the department store. She swung the door shut behind her, and I reached up to lock it after she left. Honestly, it never even occurred to me to get off my knees. I just stayed where I was, waiting for her to return while my heart thumped steadily in my chest. Outside, I could hear female voices as other customers used the change room, and the thought of my own vulnerability excited me. I didn’t want to be discovered in the predicament that I was in, of course. But the thought that I might be was like gasoline poured on the flames of my lust.

Selina returned soon, although the wait still seemed interminable to me. I heard her footsteps on the floor outside before I heard the soft rap of her knuckle on the changing room door, and I twisted the lock to let her inside. Selina stepped through the door quickly, pivoting on her heels to close it again and protect us both from prying eyes. Then she turned again, and the dark smile she fixed me with made my blood run cold. There was something in her hands, I could see, and I watched as she unfurled what looked like the terrycloth waistbands from a couple of bathrobes. My resourceful girlfriend. They were essentially ropes, and I felt a flutter of nervous lust erupt in my body as I waited to see what she would do next. Still on my knees, still with my hands tied in front of me, I felt incredibly vulnerable. And it was sexy in a way I had never anticipated.

“Give me your hands.” I didn’t even argue. I don’t know if Selina noticed the way my bound hands trembled as I raised them towards her, but I did. My whole body seemed to vibrate to the sexual energy in the small space, and I wasn’t about to deny her anything. I had never let a woman tie me up before. But It was clearly a day of firsts. And it wasn’t the promise I had made to Selina that kept me on my knees at her feet, acquiescing to whatever she wanted. It was the burning desire to see where all of this was heading. Selina seemed so confident and in control, as though she was animated by the wild idea bubbling away in her brain. Arguing with her, resisting her, just didn’t seem like an option.

Selina took my hands in hers. Looping one of the cords she held around my wrists, she pulled it tight. Then she pulled my arms up above my head as she stepped towards the door. I closed my eyes for a moment, savoring the feel of her body pressed against mine. Knowing that only her miniskirt hid her nakedness from the world made my cock throb desperately. Her hip was against my cheek, and the warmth rising from her body nixed with the faint smell of her perfume worked on me like a drug. I barely noticed as she tied the other end of the cord to the steel hook that was screwed into the back of the change room door. She pulled the rope tight so that my arms were raised straight above my head, stretching my torso out as I kneeled on the floor.

Selina stepped away from me, smiling happily. Her black bob shone like silk under the light framing her beautiful face as she grinned down at me. I almost groaned at the way her tight skirt rode up her thighs when she crouched in front of me. The ghost trace of her taste still hung in my mouth, and I wanted more. Selina reached fro the front of my pants and drew my zipper down, pulling both pants and briefs down to the middle of my thighs. My hard cock sprang forward as though reaching for her, straining for her, nodding and pulsing in time with the wild beating of my heart. And I whimpered with fevered joy as she took my cock in her hand, slowly stroking it from base to tip.

“You like this, don’t you?” she purred. I nodded eagerly while I tried to get my vocal cords back under control.

“Yes,” I managed to gasp.

“Good,” Selina said. “I want you to trust me. Just go with it, ok? I’ve been thinking about this a while. It’s going to be so hot. But you need to trust me.” I nodded again. The truth was, I did trust her. Maybe too much, given the events that followed. But then, after all, I was right in the end to trust her, even if it didn’t always seem that way. The woman has continued to show me things I might never have even imagined otherwise. Her boldness in the dressing room that day was just the start, though of course I didn’t know that at the time. All I knew was that whatever this was, I didn’t want it to stop. It was to wild and too exciting to ignore, too much fun to simply abandon.

Making a loop from the other cord she held, Selina reached for my genitals. I gasped as she tied the cord around both my cock and balls, making it tight enough to stay put without causing physical pain. Then she stood, and turned, and her black skirt strained over the firm cheeks of her ass as she tied the other end of the cord to the slatted bench on the far side of the dressing room. It just about reached. The bathrobe cord was taut between me and the bench, causing a slight pressure on me that encouraged me to move my hips forward. And that pressure increased as, smiling, Selina raised one foot and pressed down lightly on the rope. I winced as it pulled at my cock and balls, and Selina grinned happily. I was totally helpless now, totally vulnerable. I could hardly move, tied to both door and bench. I was completely in Selina’s power. Right where she wanted me.

"Ok," she grinned, pinning her hair back behind her ear, "payback time. You wanted me to look like a slut. Let's see how much of a slut I can be." I grinned right back at her, thrilled to see her play along so enthusiastically. But her next move caught me by surprise. Stepping carefully over the rope tied to my balls, she reached for the handle of the door. I shuffled forward frantically on my knees as she pulled the door of the change room open. Then she stepped outside, and I shuffled backward again to secure the door. All I could do was lean my weight against it to keep it closed. I listened to Selina walking out of the changing area, not daring to make a sound of protest. The ropes only seemed to grow tighter the more I struggled against them, and I soon gave it up. All I could do, it seemed, was wait.

It seemed to take forever. The first thing that tipped me off to Selina’s return was the sound, or rather the feel, of her high heels on the floor of the store, a rhythmic vibration that came ever closer. Then I head her voice, and a spasm of fear gripped my heart as I wondered who she was talking to. But Selina clearly intended to keep me wondering. While I waited, my tied hands hovering close to the lock on the door to let her in, I heard Selina laughing, and the door to the dressing room beside mine swing open. My jaw literally dropped. What was she doing? The door closed again, and I heard Selina’s voice as though she was in the room with me. The particle board partitions did next to nothing to dampen the sound of her voice as she spoke.

"Come on," she said, to whoever she was with. "I wanna see it." There was a rustle of cloth, and the faint jangle of a belt. Selina wasn't alone in the changing room beside mine. Fear and rage boiled in the pit of my stomach, a toxic brew that made my veins light up with evil heat. Disbelief echoed in the pulsing chambers of my heart. Surely she wasn't about to do what I feared? But the soft thump of clothes falling to the floor could not be ignored. Selina was in the cubicle next to mine with someone, and they were getting undressed. The ropes tied to me creaked as I strained against them. I was stuck.

“Oh,” I heard Selina coo in a breathy voice I had always hoped was just for me. “Look at that cock.” I heard more movement, and a male grunt of pleasure, and I felt dizzy. There could be no more doubt about what was going on in the next cubicle. My girlfriend was touching another man’s cock, a stranger’s cock. My mouth opened and closed like a fish gasping air, hovering on the edge of speech without ever fully forming the words. What could I say? ‘Stop’? Maybe she would. And maybe she wouldn’t. But as I kneeled, there, uncomfortable on the carpeted floor, I was forced to confront another awful truth. My cock was throbbing, if anything even harder than it had been before, testing the strength of the cord wrapped around the swollen base. I was terrified and enraged and disgusted by what Selina was doing in the cubicle next door. But I was incredibly turned on by it, too. So turned on that I felt almost on the verge of orgasm just from kneeling there. If Selina hadn’t tied my hands above my head, I knew that my first course of action wouldn’t be to wrench open the door and stop what was happening beside me. It would be to reach for my throbbing cock and bring myself to the orgasm I could feel raging away at the base of my spine. And the red shame of that knowledge made my skin burn as I listened.

Twin thumps reached me through the floor. The wall between us, thin as it was, was impermeable. But it may as well not have been there at all, given the clarity with which I could imagine what was going on. Selina’s tall boots creaking as she dropped to her knees in front of this stranger. His cock, no doubt every bit as hard as mine, looming in front of her pretty face as she gripped it in her hand. The way she would sweep her dark hair back from her face, her eyes shining with excitement as she smiled up at her partner. I squeezed my eyes shut, as though that would do anything to block out the images that tormented me. But Selina lived inside my blood, dancing in the chambers of my heart, and all the time I had spent watching her with lustful eyes was coming back to haunt me now. I cringed at the series of wet sounds I could hear coming from the next stall, underscored by the soft moans of pleasure of a man that wasn’t me.

“Fuck, that tastes so good.” Selina’s voice was breathy as she lifted her mouth from this stranger’s cock. And I knew now that she was talking for my benefit, wanting me to hear what she was saying. That didn’t mean it didn’t work. Jealousy bloomed like ice crystals in my burning blood, and my cock throbbed with a strange mixture of lust and despair. I couldn’t believe what was happening, and even less could I believe what I was feeling about it.

"Fuck me," Selina gasped, while the animal growl in her voice made my stomach swirl with bottomless desire. "Fuck me right now." The mystery man chuckled, and I heard the frantic movement of two people trying to position themselves in a small space. The bench in the next stall vibrated as Selina climbed onto it. I heard her breathing sharply, heard her suppressing a moan as the man moved in close to her. And I heard his breath catch too as he touched her. His hands all over her, lifting her tiny skirt to access the wet pussy I could still taste in my mouth. His cock, shining with her saliva and thick with desire, straining towards her sex. I heard her moan loudly, and knew that he was entering her, sliding his lucky shaft deep inside that pussy that I had thought was reserved only for me. But Selina was in charge. I was paying a terrible price for having her wear those shoes, and yet - . And yet, the most torturous thing about the whole ordeal was that I couldn't see what was going on. I could only listen and imagine.

All around us, the sounds of the department store continued. Women cam and went in the change rooms around us, obliviously trying on clothes and ignorant of the sexual drama playing out so close to them. If that was even possible. I myself was as silent as a stone, wrapped up in a jealousy that manifested as deep and unignorable lust. But as much as Selina might try to be quiet, there was only so much she could do to control herself. I could hear the rhythm of their bodies moving in motion now, the thin wall that we shared rocking as they fucked. Selina's cries got louder until it became a wonder that no one came to investigate what was going on. Perhaps they didn't care. Perhaps it was a regular occurrence, with people routinely making use of the pseudo-privacy offered by the dressing rooms. But no one said a word or did a thing to stop what was going on. Not even me.

“Oh fuck,” I heard Selina gasp, and her voice dripped with a desperate pleasure that I knew was all too real. She had set out to tease and torment me, and it was working, but there was no doubt about what she was getting out of all this. It felt as though my heart had been wrenched out of its usual place in my chest as I listened to her gasp and moan. “Oh fuck, that feels so good. Oh my God, that’s it! That’s it! Don’t stop! Oh, that cock’s so fucking good in my tight little pussy!” Selina had never shied away from dirty talk. She was - and remains - the least inhibited woman I’ve ever known. As the stall rocked to the motions of her passion, her cries grew steadily louder and wilder, filling the air around us with my utter defeat.

I heard her breath catch. Even over the roaring of my own heart in my ears, I heard the way she suddenly stiffened. I heard the very beginnings of the wild cry rising in her throat, as though it had been torn out of her unwilling body by an ecstasy she could not resist. It went on and on, growing louder and louder as she came, the high heels of her boots scrabbling against the wooden wall as she writhed and thrashed. It was the first time I had ever heard Selina cum without me being involved in her pleasure, and I felt as though my heart would burst as I listened to it. And still, unbelievably, no one interfered. No one came to say a word.

I could hear my girlfriend shivering with desire now, trembling like a leaf in the hot gale of a powerful orgasm that swept through her. And her cries of pleasure went on and on. The man she was with fucked her right through her orgasm, groaning in pleasure himself as her pussy grew tight around him and the contractions squeezed his cock in a way I longed for. Selina was yelping, no longer even trying to hold anything back, and her partner was giving her everything he had. My balls ached with the pressure of the cords tied around them as they tried to rise tight against my body. My cock ached too, too hard for too long, teased beyond what I thought I could endure. The door behind me trembled as I leaned against it, desperate to keep it shut and hide my shame from the world. It was the wildest ride imaginable. I was hovering on the brink of orgasm, and the slightest touch would be enough to send me into spasms of bliss. But that was exactly what I couldn't have. And meanwhile, next door, Selina howled and moaned and screamed her way through one orgasm after another. The greedy bitch couldn't get enough, and her lucky lover was more than happy to give it to her. I wanted to hate her at that moment, and I won't deny that there was some element of that destructive emotion floating around in the red mist of my brain. But no matter what I felt, rage or pain or jealousy or hatred, it was all secondary to the near-unbearable lust that threatened to overwhelm me.

I heard the man give a shuddering gasp, and knew exactly what it meant. I cringed on the floor of my own cubicle as he came inside my woman, filling her dripping pussy with his seed. Selina moaned wantonly, letting me hear every ounce of her pleasure as she felt this stranger's load erupt inside her. She purred like a kitten as the man pumped his final strokes into her, almost snarling as he emptied his balls at last. I heard it all, and in my mind, I saw it all, and my cock would not stop throbbing inside the cruel loop of rope Selina had tied around it.

"Fuck, that was good," I heard Selina gasp. There was a sound of movement, clothes rustling and leather creaking, and then I heard their lips meeting as I snarled silently in hatred. "I haven't been fucked like that in a long time," Selina went on as the flames roared in my chest.

“So can I see you again?” It was the first words the man had spoken. His voice told me next to nothing. He was just an amorphous, shadowy shape in my mind, a faceless being that existed only in relation to her. It was the only way I could bring myself to think of him at all. Selina laughed, a throaty chuckle that pierced my heart as I sat listening.

“What, like, on a date?” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “I don’t think so. I already have a boyfriend. I just needed to fuck right now.” I could imagine the man’s confusion, the crestfallen expression on his face as Selina pulled her short skirt down, covering the pussy that he had just fucked. The lock clicked in the door of the stall they shared. I felt Selina’s heels thumping on the floor as she stepped out of the stall. Without another word, she left the man behind. In the end, he was nothing more than a tool for her to use for her own pleasure. I’ll admit to feeling a certain satisfaction at that.

The door of my own stall pressed against my back, and I shuffled forward as quickly as I could on my knees to let Selina in. Once inside, she turned and pushed the door shut again. Locking me in with her. As I stared up at her in astonishment, she covered my mouth with one hand and pressed a finger to her lips with the other. I didn’t even try to make a sound. In silence, we listened to the mystery man sighing as he pulled his clothes back on. Only when he had left the change room completely did Selina remove her hand from my mouth.

“How did you like my little show?” she said, her voice barely more than a whisper now. As though it mattered. As though the whole store hadn’t just heard her having multiple orgasms in the cubicle next to mine.

“Are you crazy?” I gasped. “You fucked another man? You whore!”

“That’s right,” Selina grinned. “That’s what you wanted, isn’t it? For your girlfriend to be a slut and a whore? Why else did you want me to walk around the mall dressed like this?”

She had a point. She knew all too well the dark thrill it gave me to watch her work a room, to see the hungry looks on the faces of other men as they undressed her with their eyes. It gave the sex we had such a boost, thinking of all those men I had beaten. All those men who wanted her, and couldn’t have her. But this was the opposite. Now I was the one being denied, and some stranger was enjoying the possibilities of her gorgeous young body. It was the opposite of what I wanted, or what I thought I wanted. But it was the hottest thing I had ever experienced.

“Do you know who that was?” Selina smiled. “It was the guy from the bench. The guy I made cum with my foot. I saw him outside and asked him if he wanted to fuck me. Just like that.” My cheeks burned as I stared up at her. What had I created? I had wanted a slutty girlfriend, but now Selina had the bit between her teeth and was pushing my fantasies further than I had ever thought to go. And there was nothing I could do to stop her. That much was clear to me.

“You fucked him,” I panted, staring down at the floor while I tried to gather my thoughts. It wasn’t a question. We both knew what had happened in the dressing room. Selina placed one hand on the door above my head for balance as she raised her foot from the floor. I trembled and gasped with desire as she stroked the top of her booted foot along the underside of my throbbing cock, teasing me to the brink of madness with the feel of the supple leather against my skin.

"I did," she grinned triumphantly. "And you know what the best part was? The best part was knowing that you were in here, hard and horny, and there was nothing you could do about it. You wanted a slut? You got one. I'm going to be the slutty girlfriend of your wildest dreams."


4. A Step Too Far

I fucked up. I fucked everything up.

That day at the mall, I had been bubbling inside with his raw excitement. From the moment Grant helped me get dressed, an activity that never failed to get us both revved up, I had been feeling frisky. And when he started to touch me in the center of the mall, right in front of everyone, I more or less lost my head. I was seized by a wild an unexpected desire to push the boundaries, to take things further than I had ever gone before. There seemed to be no limit to Grant’s kinkiness. His delight as the way I made the guy sitting next to us cum in his pants while he fingered me in public had only spurred me on to greater depravity.

In the department store changing room, I was on fire with lust. I still don’t know what got into me when I decided to tie Grant up. I only know that I felt like a goddess, the way he worshiped my pussy. I felt as though I could say and do anything. Drunk with possibility, nothing seemed off limits. Once I had Grant kneeling in front of me, I got carried away.

And so did he. I maintain that. I didn’t do anything against his will. Sure, I tied him up. I teased him and tormented him. I humiliated him in the worst way possible. But at no point did he ask me to stop. At no point did his cock soften, not even for a minute. The whole time, he was as excited and turned on as I had ever seen him. If I went too far, it was only because every indication suggested that he was plenty willing to go along with me.

When we finally left the shopping mall and headed for home, I felt as though I was floating a few inches above the floor. The physical high of so much crazy sex buoyed me up, and I hardly even noticed how quiet Grant was. I hardly noticed the sullen silence that settled down on top of him.

It wasn’t until he stayed in the car that I realized something was up. He parked on the street outside my apartment building, his engine still running, instead of turning into the side street where he usually parked when he stayed at my place.

“Don’t you want to come up?” I asked.

“No,” Grant said in a toneless voice. I still remember the hollow sound of it, and the way it echoed in the cavity of my chest. But I was on fire with lust, tired as I was, and the day had seemed so full of erotic potential.

"Are you sure?" My hand crept up his thigh as I spoke, making my intentions clear. My pussy ached from all that had happened that day, but the fire was still raging inside me. I wanted more, and I thought that Grant would too. But he pulled his leg away from me with an irritated motion, and uncertainty gripped my heart.

“Are you ok?” I asked. A tiny muscle tightened at the side of Grant’s jaw.

“I’m fine,” he said. “I’m just tired.” But he wouldn’t even look at me. He sat facing straight ahead, staring at the street through the windshield of his van. The uncertainty metastasized into fear as I sat beside him.

“I just…I thought it’s what you wanted,” I tried. It was an effort to keep my voice normal while my heart fluttered timidly. The magnitude of my misstep appeared before me, and it felt as though a great gulf was opening up ready to swallow me as I realized that I had misread him completely. Or so it seemed at the time.

“It’s fine,” Grant said, in a voice that told me it was anything but.

"Then why won't you look at me?" Grant churned his head at last. His eyes flickered over my face. But there was none of the usual warmth in them, none of the cheerful sparkle that had drawn me to him in the first place. The warm brown tones were gone from his eyes, replaced in the low light by a dull color that was close to black. Those eyes scared me more than anything.

“I’ll call you later?” I tried. Grant turned his attention back to the road in front of him. The nod he gave was barely perceptible. Tugging my short skirt down around my thighs - the skirt that made me look like a hooker, the skirt that he had wanted me to wear - I flung open the door of his van and stepped outside. Fishing my keys out of my purse, I walked the few steps to the front door of my building. By the time I turned to look at him again, he was already pulling out into the street. I watched with mounting despair as he drove away, fear clutching at my heart with frozen claws. Something was badly wrong, and I’d have to be a fool not to see what it was. I’d pushed him too far. I tried to stay calm, to remind myself how kinky he was, how this whole thing had started as his idea. But it didn’t help a bit.

We had been together for seven months at that point. When you're twenty-two, that seems like a long time. And while I had been with one former boyfriend longer than that, it didn't feel like it. It was hard for me to remember a time I hadn't been with Grant, even though I knew that such a time was not that long ago. He had become such a big part of my life that it seemed as though he was always there. And I had hurt him. I never wanted to do that. It was supposed to be fun, to be sexy. It was all a game until he got hurt. I tried to stay calm as I changed out of my slutty clothes. I tried to tell myself that it was all fine, that maybe he really was just tired. Or maybe he was overwhelmed with what we had done and needed some time to process it. That was how I felt myself. But deep down, I knew that there was more than that going on.

And when he texted me to say that it was over, I was shocked. I was distraught. I was devastated. But one thing I wasn’t was surprised.



Breakups are hard. There's no doubt about that. But they're even harder when you work with the person who dumped you. I still had to see him every day, or close to it. We still had to work together. I had to see the forlorn look on Grant's face when he came by the office to drop off paperwork. I had to see the sadness he felt written on his handsome features, the same sadness that permeated my own being, coupled with the guilt and shame that came with knowing it was all my fault. It wasn't easy, and I'll admit I didn't handle it well. I was young, and my experience of heartbreak was limited. It was only in his absence, once our relationship seemed to be utterly ruined, that I realized how much Grant had meant to me.

I handled it stupidly. I'll admit that. I drank more than I should. I let my appearance go as the depression took a tighter grip on me. There were no more stilettos at the office, to the chagrin of some of the guys I worked with. Jeans and sneakers became my work wear. I didn't care. In fact, it was almost a reaction to Grant's absence that made me put aside my sexy clothes. If I was going to be miserable and alone, I could at least be comfortable while doing it. I didn't even notice the downward slide that had begun. And I don't think I would have cared if I had. It's an age-old pattern, though it was new to me at the time. You stop taking care of yourself, and the reasons to feel good start to evaporate. You stop making yourself go out in the sunshine, and you lose the ability to see anything besides the darkness. It's a vicious cycle, and I was firmly caught in it, spinning in a vortex of desolation while my life slowly disintegrated.

Until one day, I had enough. I don’t even know what caused it. Maybe just the slow and quiet work of time, casting its subtle spell over the raw nerves inside me. But one day, I woke up to find the sky was suddenly a little brighter. And when I flung open the door of my closet, while I still felt the same pang of loss and loneliness I had been feeling since Grant left at the sight of the clothes Grant used to love, it wasn’t quite as sharp as it had been before. And it was tempered with something else, too. A kind of anger that was no longer directed at myself, as it had been for so long. Who was he to change the way I carried myself? I could wear whatever I liked, and if I wanted to wear the clothes he liked, that had nothing to do with him and everything to do with me. I had been slumming it for too long. It was time to gather the tattered shreds of my self-esteem and take control again.

So for the first time in what seemed like forever, I made a real effort. I did my hair and my makeup, giving myself smoky eyes and bright red lips and piling my hair loosely in waves at the back of my head. I put on sexy underwear for no one but myself. I wriggled my way into a blue satin skirt that I had bought when I was with Grant and never worn, paired with black pumps with a heel as high as I had ever worn to work. A tight white shirt completed the look, with the top buttons undone to show a glimpse of my boobs inside the lacy bra I wore. The office slut was back. Only this time, I was free and single, and I dressed this way for no one but myself.

And I got plenty of reactions, if that was what I was looking for. The guys could hardly keep their eyes off me. The long period of jeans and T-shirts had made what I wore now seem even sexier by comparison, I suppose. Probably they had thought that my days of being their eye candy were over and done with. Maybe Grant had told them all that we had split, and they had thought that I was pining away without him. Well, no more. It was a new day, and every smiling glance and hungry stare I got fueled my confidence and my defiance.

Of course, the best part was when Grant saw me. He came into the office with a sheaf of invoices in his hand, and his jaw literally dropped at the sight of me. He stood at the top of the stairs facing my desk like a statue, his mouth hanging vacantly open. And I smiled at him, simply smiled, while my skin prickled at the thought of his eyes on my body. He was still sexy, even in his work uniform with the company logo on his chest, the hunky tradesman of every horny housewife’s dreams. I’d had women request that he, specifically, be the one to service their pipes, so to speak. It used to make me smile when we were together. It made me bristle with rage and regret after we parted. But in my outfit, in full hair and makeup, I knew what I looked like. I was no pig myself. And his stunned reaction was well worth the effort it had taken to get ready that morning, all by itself.

Suddenly jolting back into life, Grant turned and walked heavily toward Cindy’s desk. Since the breakup, he had tried to deal solely with her, avoiding talking to me wherever possible. That was fine by me. After exchanging a few words with her, I watched as he walked back to the stairs, clearly trying not to look over at me but powerless to resist the pull of the way that I looked. I grinned wolfishly as his eyes darted towards me from under lowered brows. And a sadistic thrill raced through me as I wondered if he would be thinking of me the next time he jerked off. Thinking of me, the woman he had and lost, while he stroked his cock alone.

It felt like a win. And maybe that’s small and petty. In fact, I know that it is. And things have changed so much since then. But it felt like a long time since I last had anything to smile about. I took my pleasures where I could. Grant retreated back downstairs, and I remained behind my desk, smiling as though I had vanquished him forever.

After my moment of triumph, the day wore on. I processed invoices and answered phone calls the way I always did, and the sky slowly darkened outside. The vans of the guys disappeared from the parking lot one by one. Distracted by the guys flirting with me, I’d fallen a little bit behind with my work, and so I stayed on as Cindy gathered her things and said goodbye. Just ten more invoices, I told myself. Five. Two.

“You’re still here?” Brett emerged from his office at the back of the building. His eyes wandered over me as I smiled up at him. He’d already seen me that day, and his reaction had been much like that of the other guys, even if he tried to be a little more circumspect about it. He was my boss, after all, and a married man to boot. He had to be more careful than some of the others. But his eyes did their little dance anyway, skating over my body quickly as he studied the way my skirt hugged my thighs, or how my heels made the muscles stand out on my calves, or the way my shirt tightened over my boobs with every breath I took.

“Yeah,” I said. “Just for a little bit longer. I just want to finish these last few invoices.”

“They can wait until tomorrow,” Brett sighed as he flopped down heavily in Cindy’s vacant chair. It wasn’t until he sat that I noticed the bottle in his fist. And I pretended I still didn’t see it as I turned my attention back to my computer screen, tapping in figures on my keyboard while Brett’s eyes lingered on me.

"I just want to get these last few done before I go," I said. Brett didn't answer. Vodka sank in the bottle as he raised it to his lips. This was so out of character for my normally pleasant and mild-mannered boss, and I wasn't quite sure how to handle it.

“Are you OK, Selina?” Brett asked. I forced a smile onto my face as I turned in my chair to face him.

“Of course,” I said. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Just…lately, you’ve seemed kind of…I don’t know.” Brett waved the bottle in his hand. Even drunk - and I could see now that he was most definitely drunk - he was reluctant to say anything inappropriate. But his self-control was being steadily corroded by the alcohol in his system. “Lately,” he tried again, “the way you’ve dressed…but today…wow.” I smiled despite myself.

“Thank you,” I said. “I had a bit of a…well, some heartache lately. I was depressed, I guess. But I’m better now.”

“Grant,” Brett growled. So he knew. Everyone must know. I felt my cheeks redden under the makeup I wore. But I kept a smile on my face as I nodded.

“He’s a fucking idiot.” Brett had to be really drunk to be talking that way. I’d never once heard him say anything like that about a single employee before. “I mean, he’s a good kid,” he hastily corrected himself. “He’s a good worker. But to let a girl like you go? Jesus. He must be kicking himself now.”

"I don't know," I said softly. Brett's eyes did their little dance over my body again. Only this time, it wasn't so subtle. And maybe I should have been worried. Maybe I should have been wary, alone in the office with my drunken boss. But I wasn't. Brett had always been such a sweetheart. Besides, he wasn't so hard on the eye himself. Probably in his early to mid-forties, with his chestnut hair just starting to turn gray at the temples. Broad-shouldered and barrel-chested, he worked hard to avoid the slow spreading of the gut that afflicts so many men of his age. Maybe it was the vengeful excitement that still lingered inside me after my earlier encounter with Grant. Or maybe it was just the way I was dressed that was making me feel frisky. But something was most definitely happening inside me.

“My wife left me,” Brett said.

“Oh my God,” I said. Pushing my chair back, I rose to my feet and crossed the few short steps between my desk and Cindy’s. Bending over him as he sat, I wrapped my arms around his broad shoulders. The alcohol fumes poured off him as he returned my hug, holding me tight against him. His fingers tripped overt he strap of my bra through my shirt as he ran his big hands over my body.

“I’m so sorry,” I said softly.

“You’re sweet.” I straightened up as Brett finally released his grip, tugging at my tight clothes as I adjusted them. Brett held the bottle towards me. “You want a hit?” he asked with a lopsided smile. And I knew that I shouldn’t. But after all I had been through lately. My self-control was at a low ebb. Shrugging, I took the bottle from him and tipped it back, and the neat vodka burned its way down my throat, meeting a rising heat in my chest. Handing the bottle back to my boss, I walked over to my own desk and wheeled my chair over to him. I sat down beside him.

“Are you OK?” I asked.

“Not really,” he shrugged. “I will be, I guess. It’s my own fault. I cheated on her.”

“You did?” I slapped his arm with the back of my hand, more playfully than with any real anger.

“I know, I know,” Brett groaned, taking another swig from the bottle and passing it to me. “I’m a piece of shit.” I took another gulp and felt the same warmth washing over me.

“Just like every other guy, then,” I gasped, setting down the bottle on the desk between us.

“Did Grant cheat on you?”

"No," I said, wiping my mouth carefully with the back of my hand. "He didn't. In fact, it was kind of the other way around."

“What? You cheated on him?” Brett’s eyes widened as he spoke. A faint smile played at the corners of his mouth.

“Kind of,” I said.

“Kind of? How do you ‘kind of’ cheat?”I took another swig from the vodka under Brett’s approving eyes. I had no idea why I was opening up like this. Maybe it was just the loneliness that had been my constant companion since Grant left me. Or maybe it was just the vodka. I didn’t care either way.

“I thought he’d like it,” I said. “He used to…well, it’s kind of kinky. He used to like it when other guys looked at me. He liked it when I dressed like a slut. So I took it a little further.”

“Oh my God,” Brett laughed.

“But I took it too far,” I said. “I fucked up. I guess we’re both just a couple of losers.”

When Brett darted forward suddenly, I didn't resist. And when his lips met mine, I kissed him back. The long weeks of loneliness evaporated at the touch of his lips, and his breath was warm and intoxicating on my skin, and his tongue invaded my mouth in a way that made my toes curl inside my sexy shoes. I didn't care anymore. The sadness and guilt and abandonment I felt conspired to weaken me, and I felt the physical loneliness in Brett as an echo of my own. No man had touched me since Grant, and then Brett's hands were all over me, sliding up and down my body as he pulled my shirt out from my skirt. My nipples swelled and hardened in my bra as he hastily loosened my buttons, and my hands felt the solid muscle of his arms, the solid flatness of his stomach, the hard knot of his cock inside his pants. Brett groaned, and I groaned with him, and my shirt fluttered to the floor, and Brett's hands on my hips pulled me out of my chair towards him. I fell forward, and then his hands were at the back of my skirt, pulling down the zipper, and my motions echoed his, unzipping his pants as we tore at one another. I wriggled out of my tight skirt as he pulled it down, and then his hands were tugging at my panties, and then those, too, were on the floor.

Cindy’s chair creaked under Brett’s weight as he stood. He lifted me right off my feet, and I lay down on Cindy’s desk. Brett’s cock was hard and ready, and I could feel it against the entrance to my pussy as he pressed it against me. I was ready too, the moisture of my arousal already shining against my inner thighs as I spread my legs for him. I cried out loudly as he entered me, the fat head of his cock slipping easily past the faint resistance of my pussy as I moaned in pleasure.

Brett fucked me hungrily, greedily. As though he had no concern for my pleasure. And that was exactly what I wanted. I wanted to be used, to be swept away by the desire of another, to lose control and have him lose control, too. Another man. A man who wasn't Grant. My heartache receded at last, temporarily eclipsed by the powerful physical pleasure I felt as Brett thrust his hard cock deep inside me. My high heels scrabbled on the top of the desk as I writhed and thrashed underneath him, my hands clawing at his arms and shoulders as he stood between my parted legs.

A particularly strong wave of pleasure made me cry out, and I opened my eyes. From where we were on Cindy's desk, Brett couldn't see the top of the stairs that led to the warehouse below. But I could. And through the open door that separated the office from the rest of the building, I saw Grant watching me.

“Oh my God!” I shrieked. And Brett misunderstood. He growled like a lion as he plunged his cock deeper inside me, encouraged by my shout of what he took for pleasure. And my eyes rolled in my head at the powerful sensation that swept over me. My mouth hung open, ringing with the cries of bliss and shame that were forced out of me by Brett’s frantic pounding. In the raw heat of our passion, I hadn’t heard the door open downstairs. I had no idea why Grant would be at the office so late. But there he was. And while I waited for him to act, I moaned and gasped in pleasure and fear and shame. And he watched it all, his burning brown eyes fixed on me.

"Grant!" I gasped. And as though jolted into life by me calling his name, my ex-boyfriend stepped forward. Finally, Brett saw what I saw. He froze where he stood, my legs on his shoulders and his hands on my hips. But a powerful contraction made my pussy tighten around his cock, and Brett groaned in pleasure right along with me, and as though he couldn't help himself, he began to fuck me again.

“Grant,” Brett said, breathless with his exertions and obviously drunk. “You let this girl get away from you. Bad idea. She’s mine now.” I shrieked with outraged pleasure at his words. But my eyes were still on Grant, watching his reaction through the waves of pleasure that washed over me.

“Aren’t you…going to…do anything?” I panted, and I heard Brett chuckle darkly as he continued to fuck me in front of my ex. But Grant said nothing. He didn’t even look at Brett, as though our boss wasn’t even there. Instead, he watched me intently, as though trying to commit every moan and gasp of pleasure to memory. Then, he reached for the front of his pants. I gasped again as Grant took his cock out and began to stroke it.

“Oh my God!” I moaned. And Brett roared with lust as my pussy tightened around him.

“That’s it,” he sneered. “Jerk off while I show you how to treat a slut like this.” And at those words, I felt my first orgasm explode inside me. I moaned and thrashed and gasped, squeezing my eyes shut as the pleasure engulfed me. My body shook as though a series of small explosions was taking place inside me. And all the while, Brett continued to fuck me, burying his cock deep inside me with all the pain and rage and lust he was feeling while his own life collapsed.

And silently, intensely, hungrily, his cock surging in his busy hand, Grant watched the whole thing.


5. A Slut Gets Ready

You could call it a new experience for me. But then, all I’d been having lately was new experiences, ever since I starting dating Selina.

Every guy in the office wanted her, but it was me that had the guts to ask her out, not them. I could hardly believe it myself when she said yes. And since then, things had been moving so fast, it was hard to keep it all straight in my head. I’d never been with a woman who was so free and uninhibited. And sure, it was my fetishes and inclinations that had started us down the path we ended up on. I loved to see her dressed up all sexy, and I loved the way other men looked at her with obvious desire in their eyes. When she rubbed that guy’s cock in the mall while we made out, I had thought my cock would explode with outrageous lust. When she had tied me up in the change room I had thought I was in some twisted version of heaven.

But what happened after didn’t sit so easily with me. Listening to her fuck a stranger in the stall next to mine was torture. Not to mention that it was the hottest thing I had ever experienced in my life. Which only made things worse. It was a blow to my pride, just like it was supposed to be. But my pride struck back.

The day it happened, I didn’t know what to think. We drove home in near silence. Selina seemed pleased with herself, not to mention worn out from her sexual exertions. But fear and doubt were gnawing away at my heart. I needed some space, and some time to think. I knew that she was worried by my silence and my sullenness, but I could hardly bring myself to look at her after what had happened. So I drove away. And, later, like a coward, I broke up with her over the phone.

It was war that raged inside me. A war between who I was and who I wanted to think of myself as. We’re all raised to think a certain way, to see the people we love as something close to property. It’s not polite to say, but it’s the way it is. There’s that raging ape in all our brains, fed by fear and insecurity, that demands that we cling to what we want, even when what we want is another human being. My ego was wounded by what had happened, and it was that shameful thrill that made the way Selina dressed and flirted with other men so hot. But to actually fuck one was a blow I was finding it hard to absorb.

And then, of course, pride takes over. Almost the moment I broke up with Selina, I felt like I had made a huge mistake. But you can't go back. I took that as an article of faith. To go back to her after what she had done would be tantamount to admitting that I couldn't go on without her, an open admission that she could treat me any way she liked and I would put up with it. I knew it was true, but if she learned it, I thought, I'd be screwed. And so I tried to stay aloof. Not easy when you work with the girl you just dumped. I tried to avoid the office as much as possible, but there were times when I simply had to see her at work. Times when I was forced to confront those sad, red-rimmed eyes and the look of obvious pain on her pretty face. Forced, too, to confront the fact that it was me who had done this to her. I could hardly blame her for not knowing where the line was when I hardly knew myself. She had been caught up in my own private obsessions, and now she was paying the price for it. I couldn't fail to notice the changes in her, too. The way she stopped wearing sexy clothes to work. The way she seemed to have stopped taking care of herself in any but the most basic ways. She was a poster girl for heartbreak, and every time I saw her, I felt like my heart was breaking all over again too. There was no escape from shame and guilt, no matter which way I turned. It was either the shame that she had fucked another guy while I listened helplessly, or else the guilt that I had clearly hurt her so badly.

And shame and guilt compound like interest, setting down pale roots in the darkness. I’d go home from work to the silence of my empty apartment, and whenever my animal nature got the best of me and I reached for my laptop, it was a very specific type of scene that I looked for. Cruel, selfish, greedy woman. Aggressive, well-endowed men. And hapless, helpless husbands, forced to watch and sometimes participate in their own cuckolding. The images from that day at the mall haunted me, constantly overlaid on top of whatever naughty video I might be watching as I frantically stroked myself to lonely pleasure. I couldn’t get it out of my mind. And every time I saw Selina at work, the old wound was reopened. Everyone feels sorry for the person who got dumped. But being the one to initiate a breakup is no easier. It means forever second-guessing yourself, constantly questioning whether what you did was really the right decision. It means forever feeling like the bad guy.

And then, as if by magic, I went into work to find the old Selina sitting there. The beautiful girl who had stolen my heart and inflamed the lust of every man in the company. Her eyes glittering under carefully applied makeup, her black hair shining like silk. And her body, the body I still longed for on a nightly basis, wrapped up in the tightest clothes imaginable. As though none of it had ever happened. As though our breakup meant nothing. Sexy Selina was back, and the moment I saw her, I felt raw desire tighten my throat as she smiled at me. I had to get out of there quickly, terrified of saying or doing something I might regret. All day, while I worked, I couldn’t shake the impact of that sight of her. As though I hadn’t been struggling enough with my decision already.

My final job of the day took me close to the office. It went longer than I had expected, not helped by my own absent-mindedness that saw me forgetting tools in the truck and losing track of what I was supposed to be doing. The sun had long since set by the time I left the customer's house. I was almost on autopilot as I drove slowly by the office. Selina's car was still there. I didn't give myself any more time to think. I didn't want to talk myself out of what I was about to do. I swung my van into the parking lot and sprang up the stairs towards the office, all the words I planned to say bubbling on my tongue as I climbed. And it was only as I reached the top of the stairs that I heard the unmistakable sounds of sex.

There she was, bent over Cindy's desk with our red-faced boss Brett behind her, slamming his cock deep into her pussy. Her mouth was open, ringed by the perfect O of her red lips. Her hands gripped the edge of the desk as her body rocked to Brett's thrusts, but her bright eyes were fixed on me. The blood roared in my ears as I stepped slowly forward, feeling rising lust pierce through the fog of confusion and disbelief that had descended on me. Selina was always beautiful to me, but I didn't know if she'd ever looked more desirable than she did at that moment, with Brett's cock buried deep inside her and the air in the office vibrating with their moans of mutual pleasure.

“Aren’t you…going to…do anything?” Selina panted, and I winced at the accusation in her voice. But there was no choice for me. The pressure was too great, my desire far too strong for me to resist any more. It was as though the videos I had been watching lately had come to life right in front of me, and I was barely even conscious of what I was doing as I pulled my cock out of my pants.

“That’s it,” Brett sneered. “Jerk off while I show you how to treat a slut like this.” But the shame of his words was swept away by the rising howl of pleasure that swelled from Selina’s throat. She was getting off on my humiliation just as I was, and that dark knowledge tore at my heart with iron claws as I desperately pleasured myself. I watched her cum with her pussy spasming around Brett’s cock, and I felt it as though it was me and not him buried inside her, and I groaned in shameful bliss as I squeezed my own manhood in my hand. I watched my boss fuck Selina while she watched me jerk off, and one orgasm after another rolled through her beautiful body, leaving her breathless and gasping, and when Brett finally sighed happily as he pumped his cum deep inside her, I achieved my own release. A hot wad of semen was launched from the end of my cock to splatter on the carpet in front of me, and Selina shrieked with pleasure and surprise as she watched.

Just as I knew it would, just as it always did, the shame engulfed me the moment my desire cooled. Brett’s eyes were glassy as he stepped back, panting from his exertions, and Selina moaned as he withdrew his cock from her body at last. She lay sprawled on Cindy’s desk her face flushed with pleasure, her whole body trembling with the aftershocks of orgasm. For a while, the only sound was the labored breathing of all three of us, our bodies slowly recovering from three very different climaxes.

"I'm sorry, Selina," I panted. With difficulty, Selina sat up on the edge of the desk, looking at me over her shoulder. Worn out, Brett slumped down into Cindy's swivel chair. He was watching me carefully, his normal cautious manner returning now that he was no longer in the heat of the moment. The truth was that Brett was a good guy, and the cruel words he had directed at me while he was balls deep in Selina had been wildly out of character. But they fit the scene so well. It was as though we were all caught up in it, all playing some kind of character without any formal discussion beforehand. I knew that Selina could be the perfect little slut when she wanted to be. But the fact that I was apologizing to her while another man's cum dripped slowly out of her ravaged pussy was something I hadn't expected.

“Apology accepted,” Selina grinned at me. “But if you think I’m going to stop fucking other men…”

I gulped. Technically, we were split up. Selina could fuck whoever she liked, and so could I. But all I wanted was her. No other woman came close, and even when I watched porn, it was Selina I imagined in the place of the actresses. I couldn’t imagine ever wanting anyone else. I couldn’t imagine a scene sexier than the one I had just witnessed. I was being forced to confront something that had been building inside me for a long time, and it wasn’t easy. But even as the last traces of my solitary orgasm dripped slowly from my cock. I felt desire growling within me again.

“You can fuck whoever you want,” I croaked. “Just…give me another chance.” I tried to ignore the bark of laughter from Brett as he watched the twisted drama play itself out. For all his involvement, he seemed to me more like a prop than a real person with hopes and desires of his own. As far as I was concerned, his part in the drama was done for now. I had no idea how I was going to continue working for him after what had happened, but I wasn’t thinking about the future. Sex has a remarkable ability to strip away everything extraneous and break life down to the basics.

"I'll think about it," Selina grinned, her white teeth showing between her red lips. "Run along now. I'll call you later." And like a dismissed servant, I turned and went. Haunted by the laughter of Brett and Selina behind me, haunted by my own fear and inadequacy, I silently climbed down the stairs and out of the office, leaving Selina and Brett behind.



Selina was already in the bathroom when I woke up. It took me a moment to remember why I had woken up so happy, my heart singing with delight before I was fully conscious. It wasn't a dream. Selina and I were back together. She had taken me back, erasing one of the great mistakes of my life. That there was a price to pay for being with her now never even entered my head. All that mattered was that she was there. I was there, waking up in her bed where I longed to be, beside her again. The rest was just details.

But they say the devil’s in the details, don’t they?

Selina took her time in the bathroom. By the time she left it, I was busting to use the toilet. I rushed past her, barely noticing the way she looked in my mad rush to relieve myself. It was only once I had used the bathroom and brushed my teeth and returned to the bedroom that I was able to take a longer look at her.

Selina had a plan. That much I knew. My morning erection hadn't faded, but looking at her made it worse. Her right eyes sparkled like jewels under her darkened lashes, her makeup more appropriate for a night on the town than a weekday morning. Her sleek black hair shone in the bedroom light, framing her beautiful face as she smiled at me. She stood in front of the dresser in her underwear, her hands on her hips as she waited. And my eyes roamed over her body the way they always did. It was as though, far from familiarity dulling the effect of her looks, she was becoming sexier to me each and every day. The makeup helped, of course. But her body called to me in a way I couldn't ignore, even when she was dressed plainly and practically. The indrawn curve of her stomach with a faint vertical line running down its center where the muscles separated, like an arrow pointing ever downwards. Her boobs in her bra, perfectly proportioned for her body, as soft as two scoops of ice cream. The ample spread of her hips as her narrow waist bloomed into her pelvis, and her tones legs beneath framing the pussy that was the center of all my desire, even hidden beneath her panties. She was gorgeous that morning and every morning, the sexy slut of my dreams, and if my kinky desires had created a monster, at least she was a very beautiful one.

“Here,” Selina said, “you can help me get dressed.” My cock surged as she reached behind herself and unhooked her bra. Her breasts barely moved as she cast the garment aside, and my hands seemed to drift towards her of their own accord. Selina sighed softly as I took her boobs in my hands, my thumbs sliding over her engorged nipples while she closed her eyes. I bent my head toward her, running my tongue over the puckered flesh as I took her nipple in my mouth. Giggling, Selina placed her hand on my forehead and pushed my head away.

“That’s not what I asked you to do,” she said. But her eyes burned as she looked into mine, and I knew that she was feeling the same deep thrill that was echoing through me. Holding my gaze, she pulled open a drawer behind her and retrieved a new bra. She handed it to me. I’d never seen one quite like it. The padded white cups were separated by a large empty space, joined only by a thin band that sat low down below the cups themselves. Reluctantly, I slid the straps over Selina’s arms and walked around behind her to fasten it shut. I saw at once the way the cups lifted and supported her boobs, making the soft flesh jiggle and bounce with the smallest movement of her body. Every breath she took was a provocation, and my body responded predictably, and I heard Selina chuckle faintly as my hard cock brushed against her thigh.

"Take my panties off," she instructed. She wasn't asking. She was ordering. But I wasn't about to argue with a command that fit my own desires so well. My fingers brushed her flawless skin as I reached for the waistband of her panties and pulled them down. I dropped to the floor in front of her the better to remove her underwear, and Selina lifted one foot at a time so that I could remove her panties completely. Kneeling, my face was level with her naked pussy. My gut twisted at the thought of all the other men who had fucked her in the last little while, Brett and the nameless man in the mall, but that did nothing to cool the flames of my lust for her. Quite the opposite. With a tiny groan that I'm not sure she heard, I leaned forward and kissed the inside of her thigh.

“Come on,” Selina said softly. But she didn’t push me away. “We don’t have time,” she said, but her voice was far from certain. Close to her as I was, I could smell her arousal, and it made my cock throb to know that she was as excited as I was. Pushing my luck, I nuzzled my face close against her body, pressing myself between her thighs. I felt her shudder as I ran my tongue over the swollen lips of her pussy, and the gasp that caught in her throat made my heart leap in my chest. The taste of her filled my mouth, lighting the touchpaper of my desire as my cock strained against the underwear that covered it. Selina sighed again. She adjusted her footing, spreading her feet just a little, and I smiled as I lapped at her more aggressively. I didn’t care if we ever made it to work again. All that mattered was giving her pleasure, worshiping the body that haunted my dreams, becoming even more desirable to me in the knowledge that so many other men wanted her just as badly as I did.

Selina’s resistance had been little more than a token effort to begin with. With my tongue and lips teasing and tasting her, she was unable to resist. She turned, and I turned with her, my face following her wet sex as though nothing else mattered in the world. Selina sat down on the edge of the bed, spreading her legs in front of me as she leaned back on her elbows. I gripped her thighs as I leaned in between them, my nose rubbing the swelling bud of her clitoris as my tongue probed deeper and deeper, parting the soft and sensitive folds of her sex as I licked her hungrily. Selina gasped as the pleasure swelled like music inside her, and I delighted at the feel of her pussy twitching against my mouth as I kissed her wet womanhood. Her warm juices flowed freely into my mouth and I swallowed them as though I had never tasted anything more delicious in my life. I was lost in the moment, my head moving up and down as I ran my tongue over her quivering folds and plunged it inside her.

Selina moaned. She raised one leg and planted her foot on my shoulder while I re-positioned myself for better access. I knew the way her body responded, and I knew that she was getting close, and making her cum seemed like the most important thing in the world. I swallowed as she moaned and thrashed, her hands gripping the back of my head in the extremity of her desire while she bucked her hips against my face, greedy for more pleasure. Selina came, and I lapped it all up, swallowing her orgasm for breakfast while she moaned and wailed.

When the spasm passed, she sat up. Her face was flushed pink and lit by a goofy grin as she smiled at me. She looked so fucking sexy, her breasts jiggling in her unusual bra, and my cock was as hard as iron as I kneeled in front of her. Selina stood, and I stood too, and I took her hips in my hands as my cock pressed against her. But Selina, still smiling that maddeningly sexy smile, pushed me away again.

“That’s enough,” she said. “Here. Put my panties on.” One hand trailed over my bare stomach as she stepped past me, reaching again into her underwear drawer and producing a skimpy pair of underwear. Groaning inside, I took the tiny thong in my hands. The last thing I wanted to do was cover her up, even if I was excited to see what she was going to wear. But Selina was adamant. And her refusal to entertain my ideas only made me want her more. Sighing outwardly this time, I dropped to the floor again. Selina beamed down at me as she lifted her feet, one after the other, and I pulled her panties reluctantly on in a reversal of my earlier action. The back of the thong disappeared completely between the twin globes of her buttocks, and the scrap of white fabric in front barely covered her sex. I could see the outline of her pussy through the fabric clearly, and my body ached for her as she stood above me.

“OK,” Selina said, stepping away from me once her panties were on. Still kneeling, I watched with a kind of low-level despair as she walked over to the closet. Hangers whispered along the rack as she rifled through her hanging clothes. Finally, she produced a white dress that I had never seen before. Her eyes danced over the fabric as she held it out in front of her before handing it to me. “Put this on,” she ordered. And I did exactly what she said.

The dress, I soon learned, was extremely tight. The stretchy fabric clung to every curve of Selina's body as I stood and pulled it on over her head. It conformed to every inch of her as though it had been made for her, or she for it. Selina pushed her arms into the long sleeves, and I saw why she had chosen the bra she had. The front of the dress was a deep and plunging V that reached almost to her navel, showing acres of skin between the network of laces that did nothing the hide the way her boobs bulged underneath. The hem of the dress reached to the middle of Selina's thighs as I pulled it down. As she strutted and posed, she looked like sex on two legs, and my mouth watered at the mere sight of her.

“Do you like it?” Selina asked, smiling at me as she stood with one leg outstretched, her hand on one cocked hip.

“Yes,” I said, while my erection tented the front of my underwear. “You look amazing.”

“Good,” Selina grinned. “Let’s hope Brett likes it too.” Her smile grew wider as my cheeks prickled with shameful heat. Of course he would. Every guy in the company would be drooling over Selina in her dress that was made for the club, not the office. And she wouldn’t let me fuck her. My mouth was still alive with the taste of her orgasm, and my cock raged uncontrollably, but her beautiful body was not for me. The white dress strained around her as she sat down on the edge of the bed, the hem sliding up and revealing more of her muscular thigh as she crossed her legs.

"Get my shoes," she said. "They're in the box over there." Mutely, I did as I was told. Her shoes were as new as her dress, open black stilettos that I had never seen before. Crouching like a servant at my girlfriend's feet, I slid the shoes onto her and fastened the thick cuffed straps around her ankles. Once the shoes were on, Selina lifted her foot and turned it this way and that, admiring her new footwear.

“Sexy, aren’t they?” she said.

“Yes,” I replied. Her eyes were glowing as she turned them on me, recrossing her legs and giving me the quickest glimpse up her clinging dress. 

“Take your cock out,” she said. I didn’t hesitate. My erection sprang out over the waistband of my boxer shorts as I pulled them down, and Selina laughed in delight. “You don’t get to fuck me,” she said, staring deep into my eyes as she spoke. “But if you’re quick, I’ll let you look at me while you jerk off.”

I gulped. Her idea was every bit as humiliating as she intended it to be. But the pressure inside me was too much to bear. My body was crying out for relief, urging me to forget about my wounded pride and take what was on offer. Selina laughed again as I reached for my cock, clapping her hands in delight as I wrapped my fingers around my shaft.

"That's it," she said as I began to stroke myself. "That's right. Look at me." As though I could have looked anywhere else. Selina sat on her bed like a goddess on her throne, poised and elegant and dangerously beautiful, and my member throbbed in desperate need as I kneeled at her feet and debased myself. "Slower," she said, and let out another little giggle of pleasure as I did what she said. "Just imagine how all the guys are going to react when they see me in this dress," she purred. My breathing was getting short as I continued to masturbate under her watchful eye. "They're all going to want to fuck me. Especially Brett. You know, for an older guy, he really knows how to fuck. He made me cum so hard last time, while you just jerked your cock and watched me get fucked."

“Oh my God,” I gasped. The veins stood out on my cock as I thundered towards orgasm. Selina was so cruel and so sexy as she sat and watched, tormenting me with my own inadequacy.

“Maybe I’ll let him fuck me again,” she grinned evilly. “Maybe, if you’re a really good boy, I’ll let you watch. Would you like that? You want to watch me get fucked by your boss again?”

“Yes,” I panted, too lost in lust to put up any kind of argument any longer. The pressure inside me was impossible to resist, and all I wanted was to cum.

“Look how hard it makes you, thinking about it,” Selina gloated. “Stroke it faster. That’s it. Are you going to be a good boy?”

“Yes,” I gasped, “yes, I will! I’ll do whatever you say!”

"I know you will," Selina smiled. "Now cum for me. Go on. Quickly. We don't want to be late." With a great sigh, I felt my orgasm swell up inside me. Several spurts of cum erupted from my twitching cock as I came, emptying myself out all over the floor at Selina's feet. She shrieked with laughter as she watched, pleased to no end with my total submission to her.

“That’s it,” she grinned. “That’s a good boy.” Hot cum was still leaking from the tip of my cock as she stood. Stepping daintily over the puddle I had made, she strutted over to the closet again. Producing a black blazer, she pulled it on over the scandalous dress.

“Come on,” she said, suddenly all business. “Hurry up and get dressed. I can’t wait to get to work and see what Brett thinks.”


6. Hard At Work

I was never likely to get much work done that day. Wearing a dress more suitable for a night at the club than a day at the office, I knew the kind of reactions I was going to get. I only had to look at the way Grant had reacted. And, OK, I'll admit that things were a little different for him. Having him eat me out that very morning, I knew, had him in a state of high excitement. And sure, he might have jerked off in front of me - thinking about it was still so hot, an image that haunted me throughout the day as I sat behind my desk, squeezing my thighs together. But I knew that was never going to be enough. Not for him, and not for me. Grant loved to have me show off in front of other men, and I had grown to love it too. But this was the ultimate. After what had happened with Brett, and Grant's willingness to go along with it - it was all I could think about as I carefully climbed the stairs to the office that morning.

Cindy's reaction to my outfit was more or less what I expected. She didn't say a word. She never did. But I could see the judgment in her eyes as they flickered over me in my tight white dress. The black blazer I wore over it helped a little to dress it up, but there was no getting around the tightness of the fabric or the deep plunge of the neckline. Still, I wasn't dressed that way for her, I reminded myself as I said good morning and took a seat at my desk.

Brett’s reaction was more interesting. He started the day in an off-site meeting, so it wasn’t until mid-morning that he showed up at the office. I felt a nervous fluttering in my stomach as I heard him climbing the stairs towards me. As he reached the top of the stairs, his eyes latched onto me, and I saw them widen as they moved up and down my body. I sat with my legs crossed under my desk, the tight dress sliding even higher up my thigh with my position, and his hungry eyes seemed to almost caress my legs as he looked at me. My cheeks prickled with heat. I knew what he was thinking. It was all right there, in his predatory stare of unbridled lust. It was exactly the reaction I had been looking for. And as he stared at me, I felt a new heat rising between my legs. He wanted to fuck me, that much was obvious. And he was going to fuck me. I knew that. A flurry of imaged danced in front of my eyes at that moment, visions of Brett and of Grant colliding and merging in front of me. The way Brett had fucked me right on top of the desk Cindy was currently sitting at, and the way Grant had simply stood and watched. The way my boyfriend’s face had looked as he kneeled at my feet that morning and stroked his cock, humbly following my directions as though he had no will left of his own. I swear, I almost came right there and then, sitting at my desk, just from a mixture of memory and fantasy and anticipation.

But Brett couldn’t let on what had happened between us. He tried to maintain his professional demeanor as he stepped into the office, greeting Cindy and I with the same bland greeting. He made his way to his own office, set back behind Cindy’s desk, and only I saw the way he turned to take another long, lingering look at me before stepping through the door of his own office and vanishing from sight.

But I’ve never been one to let sleeping dogs lie.

The coffee machine stood in the small room behind Brett’s office, and could only be reached by walking right past his desk. So it was hardly my fault that I seemed to spend as much time walking past his desk as I did at my own. At some point during the day, I had to switch to decaf so that I could keep drinking coffee. And every time I walked through Brett’s office, whether he was on the phone or on his computer, I felt his hungry eyes on me, following my every step as my tight dress clung to my body. I wondered if he was getting hard under his desk, and felt my own little thrill of arousal at the thought. Brett was a decent-looking guy who kept himself in shape as much as the demands of running a small business allowed. But my desire wasn’t so much for him as it was for the sheer naughtiness of the situation. I was fucking my boss, like the stereotypical office slut, and my boyfriend knew all about it. Grant would be out there, I knew, trying to focus on work, trying not to think about me. But with what I had given him that morning, not to mention what I hadn’t given him, I knew that he was facing a virtually impossible task. And that only made me hornier as I strutted through Brett’s office over and over again.

The heat in the office was hard to take. The sexual tension was so raw that I began to be surprised that Cindy couldn’t feel it. If she noticed how often I got up from my chair and headed to Brett’s office, she gave no sign of it. But every cell of my body seemed alive with desire, and it was nearly impossible to think that it didn’t show somehow.

So when the middle of the day came, and Cindy decided to go out for her lunch break, I was both relieved and excited. Relieved to be spared her scrutiny for a while. And excited at the opportunities her absence presented.

I waited a full five minutes, timed by the clock on my computer, after Cindy had stepped outside. The last thing I wanted was for her to come back and see what I intended to get up to. Now if Grant were to interrupt us, well…the thought made the fire inside me flare and swell. But with Cindy gone, Brett and I had the office to ourselves.

Slowly, I swayed my way through the open door of Brett’s office. He was on the phone, holding the receiver to his cheek as he turned his eyes to me. Once again, I felt my skin prickle as he looked me up and down, as though trying to memorize the way I looked in my slutty white dress. I had left my blazer on my chair now that Cindy was gone, and Brett was getting the full visual of the dress I had bought with just this purpose in mind. Pressing a finger playfully to my lips, I stepped towards him.

“Yep,” Brett said into the phone. “Yeah, that’s right.” His eyes never left me as I stood next to his desk. My dress rode up on my thighs as I crouched, and Brett’s eyes widened. He leaned forward, pressing a button on his desk phone to mute the call he was on.

“What are you doing?” he hissed. But he didn’t try to stop me as I crawled under his desk to kneel in front of him.

“What do you think?” I smiled. “I’m doing my job as the office slut.” reaching for his belt, I unfastened it. Brett sat back in his chair, reaching for the phone to return to his call.

“Well, possibly,” he said. “I’m sure it’s doable. But cost is always going to be a factor.” But I wasn’t listening to the words he said. Some desert-dry discussion with either a customer or a supplier. It didn’t interest me at all. What interested me was the feel of my boss’s cock stiffening in his underwear, and the warmth of his smooth skin as I pulled his member out from under his boxer shorts as I slid them down his leg. I wondered if the person on the other end of Brett’s phone call could hear the new tension in his voice as I ran my fingers up and down his shaft, teasing him under his desk while my own body boiled over with lust.

“Yeah,” Brett panted. “That’s always an option, I guess.”

His whole body went rigid as I ran my tongue along his cock. He stiffened in his chair, and the plastic of the phone receiver creaked in his hand as he gripped it tightly. I could hear the moan of pleasure that he tried to suppress as I engulfed his cock with my mouth, and my free hand gripped my own thigh while the other held the base of his cock as I licked and sucked.

“Listen, I’m going to have to let you go,” Brett said, while my pussy spasmed at the delicious naughtiness of what we were doing. What I was doing. “I’ll shoot you an email with the details. Yep. Yeah. Yeah, definitely. Ok. Bye. Bye.”

A long moan erupted from Brett as he set the phone down. I felt his hand on my head as he pushed my hair back from my face, and I let my smile show in my eyes as I peered up at him with his cock in my mouth.

“Oh my God,” he panted. “You really are a little slut, aren’t you?” His words raced along my spine, giving me a jolt of perverse pleasure. He moaned again as I lifted my face temporarily from his cock.

“That’s nothing,” I smiled at him. “Do you have your cellphone? Take a picture and send it to Grant.”

“Oh my God,” Brett chuckled. And despite myself, I felt a prickle of shame. I didn’t know where the idea came from, only that it had been building inside me while my boss was on the phone. To tell you the truth, I never knew where any of this came from. It was Grant that started all this, pushing me to dress and act like a slut to tease both him and other men. But he had no more idea that I would take it this far than I did. He might have started us down this road, but it was clear that I was the primary mover of everything that happened between us now. And, in a weird way, me sucking Brett’s cock was also something happening between Grant and me. The picture idea was one of diabolical cruelty, I know. But it was also what elevated what I was doing with Brett from an office affair to something else, something connected to my relationship with Grant.

Brett’s phone turned its black eye on me as he held it in his hand. I wrapped my lips around his cock again, staring up at the camera with those same smiling eyes. Brett grinned as he took the photo, and I caressed his hard cock as he pressed the sequence of buttons on his phone that would send it to Grant. My stomach was alive with nervousness. I felt as though I knew how Grant would react, but I couldn’t be quite sure. After all, I thought I had known how he would react to my little indiscretion in the changing room at the mall, and that had nearly destroyed our relationship. Still, if what you’re doing doesn’t scare you at least a little bit, you’re probably doing it wrong.

The message sent, Brett set his phone down on his desk again. Pinning my hair back behind my ears, I devoted myself to my task, bobbing my head up and down as he moaned and groaned above me. I could feel him getting more and more excited, his body growing ever stiffer as he sat in the chair above me. When his pleasure reached the point where he could hardly stand it any longer, he reached forward and grabbed my arms, trying to pull me towards him. I knew what I wanted, and I wanted it too. I wanted it more than I would ever have believed. But a new idea had bloomed inside my mind, fed by the black blood of desire that was roaring in my skull, and I was determined to make everything happen the way I saw it. I shrugged Brett's hands off, staying on my knees in front of him.

“No,” I said, lifting my tired mouth from his cock for a moment, “I want to do it like this.” I was nearly as breathless as Brent was as I spoke. He looked down at me with eyes dimmed by the intensity of the pleasure he was feeling, the pleasure I was giving him. Dumbly, he nodded. I slid my hand up and down his shaft, made slick with my saliva, and he moaned in ecstasy as I licked his swollen head. His cock surged in my hand, and I knew what was coming. Holding him with both hands now, I closed my eyes and opened my mouth, and I gasped as I felt the warm eruption of his cum splatter on my face. Brett moaned loudly as his cock spurted over and over, and I trembled with slutty delight as I felt his semen coating my face while warm strands of his seed dripped down onto my breasts. As Brett’s orgasm subsided, I opened my eyes. His chest rose and fell as he sat slumped in the chair in front of me, his eyes half-closed now, their fire temporarily extinguished.

Alive with desire of my own, I rose from under my boss’s desk. I had lost track of how long I had been under Brett’s desk, and Cindy could come back at any moment. But I couldn’t let this opportunity slip away. My boss’s cum was cooling on my face and chest as I hurried over to my own desk to grab my phone. Perching myself on my desk, I snapped a quick picture of myself, smiling at the camera with the obvious traces of Brett’s orgasm shining on my face. Then I sent that, too, to Grant.

My body felt as though it was practically glowing with pleasure as I hurried downstairs as quickly as my tight outfit would allow. I made it to the bathroom without being discovered, my heart pounding in my chest all the while. By the time I cleaned myself up and returned to my desk, Cindy had returned from her lunch break. Smiling, I settled in behind my own desk. The life of an office slut is anything but boring.



The day wore on, the hours made three times as long by my gnawing state of high excitement. Throughout the day, the guys came and went, and every reaction my outfit got fed the fire inside me. I knew why the guys lingered, making small talk with me while they oh-so-subtly sneaked peeks at my chest or my legs. Even Cindy noticed. And each time it happened, my excitement grew. I couldn't keep myself from flirting with them, even the ones that I would never consider actually doing anything with. It thrilled me to think of them going home with the image of me tugging at their brains, floating in front of them as they fucked their wives and imagined it was me they were plunging their cocks into. If only they knew what a slut I really was. I doubted they would have been able to keep their hands to themselves. And that thought only made things worse. Just how far was I willing to go? How much of a slut did I want to be? Possibilities bloomed in front of me like flowers in a time-lapse video that swell in seconds.

But Grant didn't come. And he didn't text. And with every hour that passed, my nervousness grew. Had I gone too far again? I was starting to think that I understood my boyfriend's fetish, but there were still aspects of his kink that were entirely hidden from me. It was impossible to know where the lines were without occasionally overstepping them. He knew what I had in mind when he helped me dress that morning. But it's one thing to think you can take something, and another to be confronted with the reality of it.

Even the longest days have to end eventually. We hadn’t discussed it, but I noticed that Brett was making no movements to leave as five o-clock approached, and nor was I. Cindy said her goodbyes as she shut down her computer. She had to suspect something now, I thought fearfully. The way I was dressed and the way I was suddenly staying behind at the office. She had to guess that something was going on. But the thought that she might only excited me more. After all, she was right. There most definitely was something going on. Even if it was dark and twisted beyond her wildest imaginings.

The downstairs door swung open. Brett was hidden inside his office, invisible to me. My body trembled as I heard the footfalls of a young man on the stairs leading to the office. I was bubbling over with excitement already when Grant appeared in the doorway of the office.

"Hi, honey," I said as I turned to face him in my chair. In my short white dress, I felt like Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct. And Grant's burning eyes traveled over my body the way the eyes of every other man I came across had that day. Whatever else he might be feeling, there was no denying that he wanted me as badly as he ever had. As badly as he had that morning when I had him jerk off at my feet. I knew that I had to take the reins again. It was what my kinky boyfriend wanted, after all. And it was the best way for me to get what I wanted, too.

I stood from my chair. Grant stepped toward me as I moved towards him. He placed his hands on my hips as I hugged him, raising my mouth to his. I don’t know if he thought about where my mouth had been that day as we kissed. But I know that I did. And it excited me. My hand trailed down his body, and I smiled, breaking our kiss as I found his cock already hard inside his pants.

“Is that for me?” I purred. “I’ve been dreaming about your cock all day. You know, I haven’t been properly fucked all day long. What’s the point being the office slut if you’re not getting cock every single day?”

“Oh my God,” Grant gasped. In my arms, I could feel his body trembling. He had wanted this, or something like it. But my slutty side had exceeded his wildest imaginings. “I can’t believe you did that.”

"So you saw the photos, then," I grinned. With one hand still gripping Grant's cock, I turned, and he followed me as I led him by his erection towards my desk. Silence reigned from Brett's office, and I wondered if he was listening. "That's my job," I went on. "Every office needs a slut. Besides, you dressed me up like this. What did you think would happen?" Smiling over my shoulder, I led Grant to my swivel chair. I turned and kissed him again, my hands gripping his shoulders. Then I pushed him down into the chair. Grant stared up at me in utter desire as I reached into my desk drawer and found a roll of tape. Then I climbed into his lap. Straddling him, I could feel the hardness of his cock pressing up between my legs, and my pussy responded with a wave of warm juices that I could feel in my skimpy thing under my dress. Grant didn't even try to resist as I held his wrist against the arm of the chair and wrapped a wide band of tape around it. He was too horny and too drunk with desire to worry about what was going to happen as I taped both his arms to the arms of my chair. And once he was secured, I stood. His eyes watched my hands intensely as I reached under my dress and pulled my panties down my legs. The wetness of my pussy had soaked into the thin fabric, and I smiled as I stepped out of them. Balling them up in my palm, I gripped Grant's chin with my other hand.

“Open wide,” I smirked, and Grant did as he was told. His eyelids fluttered as I stuffed the wet panties into his mouth, letting him taste the desire that had been building inside me all day. Bending at the waist, I treated him to a view down the front of my dress as I unbuckled his belt, just as I had done with Brett’s hours earlier.

“I want you to fuck me so bad,” I said as I pulled Grant’s pants and underwear down. His cock sprang out of his clothing, fully erect and bursting with desire as he watched me in silence. “But it’s my new job around here to suck cock. So that’s what I’m going to do.”

Grant moaned into my panties as I spread my legs wide, letting my dress slide up my thighs as I bent over him. I took his cock in my hand and opened my mouth wide, making him shudder and pant as I swallowed his swollen head. My own body burned with outrageous desire, but I tried to focus on pleasing him, teasing my boyfriend's cock with my mouth while he moaned and squirmed in my office chair.

I didn’t turn to look at the sound of Brett’s footsteps behind me. But my cheeks burned with delight as I watched the way Grant’s eyes widened. He had to know that Brett was around, but in the heat of the moment, I guessed he must have forgotten it. Well, he couldn’t ignore it now. And I couldn’t ignore the way that I must look to Brett as he approached, standing bent at the waist with my spread legs straight and my dress barely covering my dripping pussy. There was a reason I wasn’t kneeling as I sucked Grant’s cock. And that reason must have been abundantly clear to Grant as Brett held my hips from behind.

“Look at this slut,” he growled, and I moaned around Grant’s cock as Brett held me from behind. “Just can’t get enough cock, can you?”

“No,” I whimpered as I temporarily removed my mouth from Grant’s manhood. “Please, I need it. Please fuck me!” I’d never begged a man for sex before. I’d never needed to. And I’d never been with two guys at the same time. But the air was on fire with sexual need, and I wanted everything Brett was offering. My dress slid up around my hips as he tugged it out of the way, and I moaned out loud as his cock pressed against the wet lips of my pussy. I cried with lust as he entered me, his cock forcing the wet walls of my sex apart, forcing its way blindly inside me as I trembled and gasped. And Grant watched it all, powerless to resist or even to protest, his own cock as hard as a steel rod in my hand.

My body rocked as Brett began to fuck me. And I leaned forward to take Grant’s cock in my mouth again, hearing him groan with pleasure as I sucked him. The swivel chair he sat in rolled back and forth to the motion of Brett’s thrusts, and almost immediately, I felt my orgasm rising inside me. The pressures of a long day of near-constant arousal were getting to me. I heard Brett gasp as my pussy tightened around his plunging cock, and He drove himself deeper inside me, pumping harder and faster while I gasped and licked and sucked. I forgot everything, forgot who and where I was, becoming a creature of pure pleasure as I rocked back and forth between the two men. My legs trembled and shook, my whole body exploding as I reached climax, my orgasm washing over me like a wave pounding at the shore. Even with Grant’s cock in my mouth, my ecstatic moans filled the small space of the office, the plain white walls ringing with our mutual songs of physical pleasure.

Brett continued to fuck me right through my orgasm. He was like a man possessed, his hands gripping me tightly as he pounded me from behind. I felt as though he was all that was holding me up, and that without him, I would have crumpled to the floor. I fell on Grant’s cock with my mouth as though I was starving, and he threw back his head as he cried out in pleasure. The sudden eruption of his orgasm filled my mouth with hot semen, and I gulped it down as best as I could while more of it poured down my chin.

That seemed to set Brett off. The wet sound of my gulping told him all he needed to know, and I screamed through the cum that filled my mouth as he fucked me more aggressively than ever. His cock seemed to swell inside me, making me see stars as another sudden orgasm tore through me. And Brett came at the same time, filling my pussy with cum just as I was clearing my mouth of Grant’s. Filled at both ends with the ejaculate of two men, I felt like the biggest slut in the world. And it felt fantastic.
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