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Chapter One




Iwas halfway through a call with a customer when the computer system went down again. The only thing on my screen was a small, swirling wait circle that spun round and round.

“I’m sorry, madam, I’ll have to call you back,” I said into my headset. “There’s a problem with our computer system. It usually takes a while, but I’ll call you back as soon as it’s fixed.”

I clicked off the caller and leaned back in the padded office chair. Next to me, my best work friend, Amber-Rose, took off her headset, too. I glanced over at her with a sigh. She was way more glamorous than I was, with her blonde highlights, professional-looking make-up, and huge fake eyelashes. I wondered for the hundredth time if I should get my boring brown hair highlighted like that.

But even if I did my hair like hers, I’d never have such amazing, big breasts. Mine were okay, kind of medium, but hers were the first thing you noticed about her. Although partly that was because she always left the top two buttons on her blouse undone, so you could see the lace of her bra. They were practically falling out today.

“Just what we need on a Monday morning,” I complained, opening my notebook and reviewing the meticulous notes I’d made last week on all the cases I had to follow up. “I’ve got loads on at the moment.”

“Who cares?” laughed Amber. “If the system’s down, there’s nothing to do. Let’s go for a fag.”

“You know I gave up,” I said, but it was only a half-hearted objection. We both knew I’d go anyway and blag one of hers. I patted my ponytail to make sure it was in place.

Amber stood up and stretched, sticking her huge chest out. For a moment, I thought the rest of the buttons might pop off her blouse. She straightened her pencil skirt that looked a size too small for her curvy ass and turned to the two girls at the desks behind us.

“Sarah. Summer. Coming for a fag while the system’s down?” she asked.

They both swung around in their chairs.

“I don’t smoke,” said Sarah, frowning over the top of her glasses. She was always so serious, with her freckles and long, straight ginger hair. She was thirty and had never even had a proper boyfriend, constantly worrying about her targets and keeping her lovely figure hidden under baggy cardigans.

“I know that,” replied Amber with a little eye-roll. “Just come and get some fresh air then.”

“It won’t be fresh if you’re smoking,” she said in her serious, soft voice.

Summer, however, was already grabbing her bag and checking she had some cigarettes left. “I’ll come; these IT issues really piss me off.” Summer was petite and pretty, with naturally blonde hair and an attitude like the universe was personally out to get her. “Where the fuck is Graham? I’m going to have his balls off if this happens again.”

As if summoned by her words, the double doors at the end of the office smashed open, and Graham came through, practically at a run. He was only nineteen and our resident IT geek. As usual, he was wearing baggy combat trousers and a T-shirt with some computer joke that I didn’t get.

“Graham, you nerd, what’s happening?” Summer shouted at him as he hurried past.

He paused, the same panicked look on his face that he always had when one of the women spoke to him. And now he was confronted with four of us; he looked like he might pass out. I saw his eyes flick nervously to Amber’s chest and then back to Summer.

He touched his glasses. “Er… the UPS on the main server’s died, I’ll have to take the floor up in the server room. It will probably be about an hour.”

“An hour?” Amber’s eyes lit up at the prospect of an hour without any work to do. “Did you download too much porn or something?”

Summer was less impressed. “A fucking hour?” she growled. “That’s completely unacceptable, Graham. Wait until I tell Mr Lockwood.”

Graham went even whiter. “It’s not my fault,” he whined. “I told them it needed replacing, but they said there was no budget.”

Summer scowled even more. “Well, what are you doing standing around here? Get on with it, then.”

“Yes… right!” he said, looking relieved that we were letting him go. He hurried away towards the server room.

“Twat,” said Summer to his back.

“Leave him alone, Summer,” said Amber, tilting her head and watching him go. “He’s not bad looking, you know. Under the glasses and messy hair. Nice ass.”

Summer rolled her eyes. “Jesus, Amber, you’d fuck anything in trousers. Have you tried not being a slut for once?”

“I tried it once, but I didn’t like it,” she grinned. “Come on, let’s go for a smoke.”

Outside, we gathered round the back of the office block, by the bins. I accepted a cigarette from Amber, lit it, and took a long, hard drag. The nicotine hit my system instantly, a smooth, warm rush that seemed to melt away the morning’s stress. I watched the smoke curl from my lips and sighed happily.

“God, I needed that,” Summer muttered, her petite frame leaning back as she exhaled a thin stream of smoke between her narrow lips. She smoothed down her skirt, which clung to her skinny hips, and flicked some ash onto the concrete floor.

Sarah stood awkwardly to the side, waving a hand in front of her face to dispel the clouds of smoke we were creating.

“Right,” Amber said, her voice dropping into a mischievous tone that usually meant trouble. She reached into her pocket and pulled out her phone, her long, manicured nails tapping rapidly on the screen. “Since Graham is going to be buried under the floorboards for an hour, and Maddison is busy in the department meeting. I think we should have some real fun.”

“If you’re going to suggest going out to get more cake, I’m going back inside,” Summer snapped, though she didn’t move. “I’m on a diet again.”

“Better than cake,” Amber grinned, her fake lashes fluttering as she turned the screen around to show us. “I found this new app last night. It’s called Office Dares. You all have to download it. We join a private group, and it generates fun tasks for us.

“Dares?” said Summer, scathingly. “What, are we twelve now?”

I squinted at the screen. The app icon was a pair of bright red lips biting a computer mouse. “I don’t know Amber. What sort of dares?”

Amber laughed, her massive breasts jiggling as she nudged me. “Come on, don’t be such a square. It’s just a laugh. Sarah, you too. It might actually give you something to talk about other than claims renewals. I’m sending you all the link.”

Sarah blushed, her freckles standing out. “I… I don’t know. Is it safe? I don’t want to get a virus.”

“It’s perfectly safe, babe. And totally private,” Amber insisted, her eyes gleaming. “It’s got different levels. We’ll start with ‘Naughty’ and see how we go. Imagine Summer having to do something actually fun instead of just being a bitch all day.”

Summer scoffed, but I saw her reaching for her own phone. “Fine. But this better not be lame.”

I hesitated for a second, then sighed, pulling my phone out of my pocket. I took another deep drag on the cigarette. I clicked the link Amber had messaged us and installed the app.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ve got it. Now what?”

Amber grinned. “Now we play.” She tapped the button on her screen.

All our phones pinged at the same time. “Dare for Amber,” I read out. “Work for the rest of the day without your underwear.”

Summer laughed, choking on her cigarette. “Appropriate.”

“You don’t have to do this,” said Sarah, sounding concerned.

But Amber was already shimmying her knickers off from under her skirt. As they slid past her hips onto the floor, she stepped out of them and picked them up. They were a bright pink thong, nothing more than a couple of bits of lace.

“Don’t worry about me, Sarah. I’ve been dying for a bit of air down there anyway,” Amber laughed, stuffing the tiny scrap of pink lace into her handbag with a wink. Her hands went to the back of her blouse. I watched, mesmerised, as her shoulders shifted and she unhooked her bra through the thin fabric of her shirt. She didn’t even take the blouse off; she just reached up through her sleeve, expertly snagging a strap and pulling the whole thing out through her armhole.

It was a massive, padded pink underwire thing. She bundled it up and shoved it into her bag next to the thong.

“There,” she sighed, rolling her shoulders. “Much better.”

Without the industrial-strength support of the bra, her breasts dropped and spread in the blouse. The two top buttons of her blouse were already undone, but now, the heavy weight of her tits caused the fabric to strain and gape even further. They were absolutely massive, swaying freely with every move she made.

“Jesus,” said Summer, shaking her head. “You’ll cause someone an injury with those.”

I could see the distinct, dark circles of her large nipples pressing hard against the white material of her blouse. Amber stubbed the remains of her cigarette out, deliberately leaning forward so her heavy, braless tits practically spilled toward us.

“Better get back to work,” she purred. “I feel so much lighter. It’s actually quite liberating.”

“You’re going to get us all sacked,” Summer hissed, though she took one last, hurried drag of her cigarette before stubbing it out. “Come on, we need to get back inside before Maddison or Lockwood notices we’re gone.”

We trooped back through the service door and into the air-conditioned hush of the call centre. It felt different now. Knowing Amber was completely naked under her office wear made my own sensible knickers feel suddenly very tight.


Chapter Two




We’d barely reached our cluster of desks when the door of the boss’s office swung open. Kevin Lockwood stepped out, looking every bit the handsome silver fox in his tailored suit. He was adjusting his cufflinks, but he stopped dead when he saw the four of us standing around our dark monitors.

“Ladies,” he said. His voice was deep and smooth, and I knew nearly all the girls had a thing for him. He walked straight toward us. “Can’t hear the phones ringing. Is there a problem?”

“Systems are down, Mr Lockwood,” I said, trying to keep my voice professional while my heart hammered. “Graham is in the server room. He said it would be an hour.”

“An hour?” he said, stepping closer. I noticed his eyes immediately drop to Amber’s chest. Amber didn't shrink back. Instead, she leaned back against the edge of her desk, thrusting her tits out in front of her.

“It’s a nightmare, Mr Lockwood,” she purred. “We’re just sitting here with absolutely nothing to occupy us.”

She leaned forward. Without her bra, her massive tits spilt forward, the weight of them pulling the blouse taut. They bounced softly as she adjusted her position, jiggling with a life of their own. Kevin’s eyes were fixed on the gaping space between her buttons, where the pale, freckled curve of her cleavage seemed to go on forever.

“I… see,” Kevin stammered, his usual cool boss persona slipping. He cleared his throat. Every time she shifted, the hem of her skirt teased the very top of her thighs, and I held my breath, wondering if he could see that there wasn't anything underneath.

“Well,” Kevin said, finally forcing his eyes back up to her face. “I suppose if the system is down, there’s nothing to be done. Just… try to stay productive. Or at least, stay out of trouble.”

As he turned to walk away, Amber let out a giggle and gave her chest a wobble. Kevin paused. “And, ladies, can we review the office dress code, please?” He disappeared back towards his office.

“Amber, you’re going to get sacked,” hissed Sarah, sounding horrified.

“He totally saw,” Summer whispered, looking like she couldn’t decide if she was disgusted or not.

“Don’t worry about Mr Lockwood,” Amber said with a smug grin. “He and I have a history.”

Summer’s mouth dropped open. “You… didn’t?”

Amber couldn’t have looked more pleased with herself. “Christmas party. We had a moment. He fingered me behind the plastic plants in the conference room, and then I sucked him off.”

All of us were looking at her in amazement.

“You slut,” said Summer, but she looked impressed.

“He’s married. You should report him to HR,” whispered Sarah.

“Report him?” Amber laughed, making her braless breasts give another heavy jiggle. “Honey, I’ve been trying to get him alone again ever since.”

I felt a sudden rush of heat between my legs. The image of Amber on her knees in front of handsome, silver-haired Kevin Lockwood was doing something dangerous to my pussy. I looked at Amber’s chest, the way her heavy tits hung so naturally and shamelessly against her blouse, and I wondered what it would be like to see Kevin groping them… sucking on them…

Get a grip, Bex.

Suddenly, the row of monitors hummed. The black screens flickered, and the familiar Windows login chime echoed through the quiet office.

“Oh, looks like Graham has pulled his thumb out of his ass,” Summer muttered, dropping into her chair with a disgruntled sigh. “Back to the grind.”

“Wait,” Amber said. “My dare is officially finished, let’s see what happens next.” She tapped the screen with a manicured nail. “Completed.”

Simultaneously, all four of our phones on the desk let out a loud, synchronised ping.

I reached for mine, my pulse racing.

“Dare for Bex,” it said. I read the text under the heading, and my stomach flipped. “Continue with your normal work. You must use your hand to make yourself climax at your desk.”

“Oh my God,” I whispered, staring at the screen.

Amber winked at me. “Don’t look so scared, Bex. It’s just a bit of multitasking. You’re great at that.”

“I can’t do that here!” I hissed, looking around frantically. Maddison’s door was shut, but Kevin was still visible through the glass partition at the end of the office, talking on his mobile. “People will see!”

“This is an easy one,” said Summer, pulling her headset back on. “I’ve done it before, and no one noticed.”

My mouth dropped open again. Summer had masturbated at her desk?

“I won’t look,” Amber said. She was staring at her own screen, her chest heaving slightly. “Actually, I might a little bit. To make sure you’re doing your job.”

“I really don’t think we should be doing this,” said Sarah, but Summer and Amber silenced her with a glare.

My clit gave a frantic throb. My knickers already felt soaking at the thought. The room was filled with the sounds of voices as each of my colleagues connected to a call. With trembling fingers, I reached for my headset and slid it over my ears. I clicked the 'Available' button on the screen. The green light turned on.

Ring. Ring.

I took a deep breath, making sure my chair was slid as far under the desk as possible. I slid my right hand under the hem of my skirt. My heart was thumping so hard I thought it would burst through my blouse.

“HandleIt Insurance, this is Bex speaking,” I said, my voice shaking as my fingers found the damp heat of my crotch through my knickers. “How can I help you today?”

A man’s voice droned in my ear about a discrepancy between the amount he should be paying and the amount on his bank statement. He sounded middle-aged and tired. He had no idea that the professional woman on the other end of the line was currently sliding her fingers past the elastic of her cotton knickers.

"I... I can certainly help with that, sir," I stammered. My fingers found the soft, damp fur of my trimmed bush. I was already even wetter than I expected, probably because I’d spent the last ten minutes staring at Amber’s bouncing chest and thinking about Kevin Lockwood’s hands.

I smeared some of the arousal from around my opening up my slit, and started to rub in small, circular motions, right on my clit. The sensation was electric. The contrast between the cold, professional office air and the mounting heat between my legs was overwhelming.

"Sorry, can you repeat your policy number, please, sir?" I asked, my breath catching as I found my rhythm.

Next to me, Amber leaned closer, her blouse gaping so wide I could see the dark ring of her nipple. She wasn't even pretending to work; she was just watching me, a predatory smirk on her face. Behind me, Summer was talking to a customer, but she kept glancing back over her shoulder.

The man repeated his policy number, and I tapped it into the computer with my free hand. "You okay there, love? You sound a bit out of breath."

"Just... ran up the stairs," I lied, my voice dropping into a desperate, airy gasp. I pressed harder, my middle finger sliding through the slickness. I could feel the orgasm building, a tight knot of tension in my lower belly. I was getting close; I just needed to get rid of this customer and let myself go. I looked up and saw Kevin Lockwood finish his phone call. He was looking right at our bank of desks.

I swallowed a moan. "I'm just... processing... your details now."

Amber’s eyes went wide as she saw Kevin approaching. She quickly straightened up and connected to a call. I froze, my hand still buried deep in my skirt under the desk, my heart hammering so hard I thought I’d pass out. I was halfway to a climax, but I couldn’t move.

Kevin stopped at the edge of my desk, close enough that I could smell his expensive aftershave. I squeezed my eyes shut for a split second, my hand still buried deep in my skirt, my fingers curled tightly inside my soaking wet knickers. I was right on the edge, the pressure unbearable. I couldn't move my hand without it being obvious, so I just pressed my fingers hard against my clitoris, trying to maintain the friction without moving my arm.

He watched us all for a second, nodded, and then spun on his heel, striding towards the exit. The second the office door clicked shut, the man in my ear said, “Hello? Are you still there?”

“Yes!” I gasped, my hand finally moving again, faster and harder than before. My fingers were slick with my own juices. “Everything is fine, sir. Your payments will be correct in the future. I’ve updated the file. Goodbye!”

I didn't even wait for him to respond. I slammed the ‘Disconnect’ button on the screen and shoved my chair back an inch. My ponytail whipped against my neck as I arched my back, my toes curling inside my sensible office heels. The orgasm hit me hard, a sudden rush of heat that made my vision blur. And then… blissful release.

“Oh… God,” I whimpered. I felt the hot, sticky essence soaking into my cotton knickers, my muscles twitching uncontrollably. I slumped forward, my forehead resting on the edge of the keyboard, my breath coming in ragged, shallow gulps. I slowly withdrew my hand, feeling the cold air hit my damp skin. The other three girls were staring at me with wide eyes.

Amber let out a low, appreciative whistle, her heavy, unsupported tits jiggling. “Holy shit, Bex. You looked like your soul left your body.”

“Uh-huh,” I breathed, trying to straighten my hair and regain some shred of dignity, even though I was currently sitting in a pair of ruined knickers.

Sarah looked horrified. “I’m really worried we’re going to get in trouble,” she complained. “Maybe we should uninstall this app.”

I reached for my phone with a trembling hand, opened the app and clicked the Completed button.

A few seconds later, our phones pinged again. I looked down at my screen. “Dare for Summer,” it said. “Wear a butt plug to the office tomorrow.”

Summer was still on a call, but Amber grinned. “Oh, this is funny.”

We waited as Summer finished with her customer. Then she casually turned her phone over, glanced at the message, and put it back face down on the desk. She didn’t even blink, just connected to another call.

“HandleIt Insurance,” she said, her voice completely normal. “How may I help you?”

Amber and I exchanged looks. We sat there in stunned silence, watching Summer type away with her usual brisk, clinical efficiency. She didn’t look like a woman who had just been dared to come to work with a piece of silicone shoved up her ass.

Finally, she hit the 'Disconnect' button on her headset and turned her chair around, crossing her thin legs.

“What?” she said.

“Are you coming to work with a plug up your ass tomorrow?” asked Amber.

"That's an easy one," she said, shrugging. "I’ve done it before, anyway. It actually helps me focus."


Chapter Three




Ididn’t sleep well. Every time I closed my eyes, I imagined Kevin Lockwood watching me masturbate. By the time I walked through the office doors at five to nine, I felt like my sensible ponytail was the only thing holding my sanity together.

I headed straight for the break room, desperate for a caffeine hit before the phones started. To my surprise, Summer was already there, leaning against the counter, waiting for the kettle.

She looked as immaculate as ever; petite, blonde, and wearing a grey pencil skirt that hugged her frame.

“Morning,” I said.

Summer didn't look up from her phone. “Hey.”

My eyes drifted down to the way she was standing, but it seemed normal.

“So,” I whispered, checking the corridor to make sure Maddison wasn't stalking the halls yet. “The dare. From yesterday. Did you… Are you?”

Summer finally looked at me. A slow, triumphant smirk spread across her lips. “Of course. I don’t back down from a challenge.”

“You’re actually wearing it?” I breathed.

“Since I arrived nice and early at eight-fifteen,” she replied coolly. “It’s a medium-sized stainless steel one.”

“What’s significant?” Amber-Rose’s voice boomed as she swept into the room. Her hair flowed over her shoulders in messy waves, and her blouse, as usual, was missing its top two buttons. She wasn't wearing a bra again; I could see the heavy, rounded weight of her breasts swaying freely under the fabric as she walked.

“Summer says she’s already wearing the plug,” I whispered.

Amber’s eyes lit up. She set her handbag on the table and folded her arms, her massive tits resting on her forearms. “Is that so? Because talk is cheap. I want proof, Summer.”

Summer rolled her eyes. “Fine. But keep a lookout for Maddison.”

She turned around and reached down, her fingers catching the hem of her grey skirt. With a defiant look over her shoulder at Amber, she hiked it up to her waist. I gasped. Summer was wearing sheer, black tights, but she’d completely ditched her knickers. Because the tights were so thin and stretched tight over her petite ass, there was nothing left to the imagination.

Tucked neatly between her cheeks was the flared base of a polished steel plug. It glittered under the harsh fluorescent lights of the kitchen.

“Holy shit,” Amber whispered, leaning in close. Her own tits hanging down as she inspected the view. “You really are a little slut, aren't you, Summer? You’ve got that shoved right up your ass, and you’re about to go sit in a team meeting?”

“I told you,” Summer said, dropping her skirt back into place with a sharp snap of the fabric. “It helps me focus. Besides, I like the idea of Maddison droning on about targets while I’m squirming in my chair.”

“Well,” Amber purred, reaching for her phone. “Verification confirmed. Let’s wait for Sarah to get in, and then I’m clicking the button. I wonder what the app has in store for the rest of us today?”

When we arrived in the meeting room for the morning meeting, Maddison was already there with her PowerPoint presentation ready. Sarah was sitting primly in the front row, while the rest of our colleagues scattered around the room. I noticed Kevin Lockwood had decided to join us today, leaning against the back wall, looking effortlessly handsome and watching everyone with his steady gaze.

“I saved you all a seat,” called Sarah, pointing to the row at the front.

“Great,” muttered Summer sarcastically.

I sat between Amber and Summer. Amber was slumped in her chair, her braless tits heavy and swaying every time she took a sip of her coffee.

"Right," Maddison barked. "Our conversion rate this week on upsell is down three per cent. We need to be more aggressive on the initial calls, get them interested in those add-ons.”

Summer was sitting bolt upright. Her face was pale, but two spots of bright pink were burning on her cheekbones. I glanced down. She was perched on the very edge of her plastic chair, her thighs squeezed tight together. Every few seconds, she’d give a tiny, microscopic shimmy, her back arching just a fraction.

"Summer," Maddison said, tapping a pen against a screen. "Your individual numbers for third-party recoveries are excellent, but I noticed a dip in your call-handling time yesterday after the outage. Was there a problem with the system?"

Summer didn't answer immediately. She let out a long breath, almost a moan. Suddenly, her grip on her notepad tightened so hard her knuckles went white.

Maddison froze. "Did you say something, Summer?"

Summer’s eyes were glassy, fixed on a point somewhere on the wall behind Maddison’s head. She swallowed hard.

"No," she managed to squeeze out, her voice an octave higher than usual. "Just... a cramp. In my lower back."

"Well, try to stay focused," Maddison snapped, though she looked suspicious. "Now, onto the renewal targets..."

Every time Maddison said the word 'target' or 'penetration,' Summer would give another little moan, her jaw clenched tight. The second Maddison dismissed us, Summer bolted. She didn't wait for the rest of us; she was out the door before Kevin could even offer his usual 'well done' to the team.

Amber and I caught up with her in the corridor, just outside the ladies' toilets. Summer was leaning against the wall, her eyes shut, her breathing ragged.

"Jesus," Amber whispered, her unsupported tits jiggling as she hurried over. "You okay, babe?”

Summer opened her eyes. "I'm going to kill you for this dare, Amber," she hissed. "The way that metal is sitting... every time I moved, it nearly made me come. I’m absolutely soaking."

She looked toward the toilet door. "I have to go in there," Summer whispered, her hand straying toward her thigh just below the hem of her skirt. "I have to wank. Right now. If I don't get this thing out and come, I’m going to start screaming in the middle of the office."

“Don’t worry,” said Amber. “We’ll cover for you.”

Summer didn't even answer. She shoved the door open and disappeared inside.

Ten minutes ticked by, the office buzzing with the sound of phone calls. I kept glancing at the heavy wooden door of the ladies' toilets, but Summer didn’t reappear. Suddenly, Maddison emerged from her office, looking agitated, her heels clicking across the floor as she marched toward our bank of desks.

“Where is she?” Maddison barked, stopping at Summer’s empty chair. She checked her watch; her eyes narrowed. “Summer has been logged off for twelve minutes. I don’t care how bad her ‘back cramp’ is, I’m not paying her to take a shit.”

“I’m sure she’ll be here any minute,” I said.

Maddison scoffed. “If she’s sick, she needs to go home. If she’s slacking, she needs a disciplinary.”

She turned on her heel, heading straight for the toilets. “I’m going to see what’s taking her so long. I won't have my staff hiding in the cubicles.”

My heart plummeted. If Maddison caught Summer wanking in the toilets, the Office Dares app might be the last thing any of us ever downloaded.

“Wait!” Amber shouted, suddenly jumping to her feet.

Maddison stopped and stared, her eyes lingering on the way Amber’s chest swayed before she regained her scowl.

“Maddison, don’t worry,” Amber said. “I’ll check she’s alright. Probably got her period.”

“Period?”

Amber gave me a pointed look. “Bex and I were just about to go and check if she needs… supplies. You know how it is. I’m sure you’ve got better things to do, right? I thought I heard Mr Lockwood looking for you a minute ago.”

Maddison’s hand went to her hair, checking it was all in place. “Kevin was looking for me?”

“Er… yeah… he said it was important,” I added helpfully.

Maddison’s eyes flicked to the toilet door. “Okay. You girls make sure Summer is back at her desk in two minutes. I’ll go and see what Kevin… Mr Lockwood… needs.”

I scrambled out of my chair, nodding frantically. “Yes, absolutely. I’ve got some… uh… spare products in my bag. We’ll have her back at her desk in five minutes, Maddison. Promise.”

We practically ran to the toilets. From the end cubicle, we could hear it, the rhythmic, wet sound of skin on skin, and a low, desperate whimpering. The cubicle door wasn’t even locked. Amber shoved it open with a grin, and the sight that met us was enough to make my glasses steam up.

Summer was leaning back against the cold tile wall, one high-heeled foot hiked up on the toilet seat to give herself better access. Her skin-coloured tights were bunched around her thighs, and her grey skirt was hitched up to her waist. Her face flushed, her eyes squeezed shut, and she had two fingers buried deep inside her soaking wet cunt, pumping them in and out with frantic intensity that made a squelching sound in the small space. I noticed that she was mostly shaved, with just a small landing strip about her swollen opening.

As the door swung wide, our presence seemed to be the final trigger. Summer arched her back, her small breasts straining against her blouse as she let out a long scream of relief. Her eyes rolled back in her head, showing only the whites, and her entire body began to shudder.

"Oh, fuck..." she whimpered, her fingers twitching one last time as she came so hard that she slumped against the wall, shivering.

I stood there, frozen in the doorway, my mouth hanging open. Amber didn't look shocked at all. She leaned against the doorframe as she watched Summer come down from the high.

"Nice work, Summer,” Amber laughed.

Summer finally opened her eyes, blinking rapidly as she realised she had an audience. She didn't look embarrassed; she just looked exhausted. She slowly withdrew her fingers, which were coated in a thick, translucent cream, and wiped them on the back of her thigh.

Amber turned, already walking away. "But you'd better clean up fast. Maddison is counting the seconds until you're back on the phones."

Summer looked at me and then reached behind herself. There was a wet pop as she pulled the butt plug out. “You should really get one of these,” she said, her voice shaky.


Chapter Four




We had to look busy for the rest of the morning. Between the ringing phones and Maddison prowling around like a shark smelling blood, we didn't get a chance to move on to any more dares. Finally, we drifted toward the break room for our lunch break, the four of us claiming our favourite table by the window. Summer pulled her usual Tupperware container full of salad out of her bag.

"Eating your weight in vitamins again, I see," Amber laughed, dropping a paper bag onto the table that was already translucent with grease and pulling out a giant sausage roll.

Summer scowled, trying to stab a piece of carrot with a plastic fork. "At least I won't die of a heart attack at thirty-five, Amber. How you aren't the size of a house is a medical mystery."

“It all goes on my tits,” said Amber, giving them a squeeze with her hands. She looked over at Sarah. "You okay, Sarah? You've been quiet all morning."

Sarah was picking at a plain ham sandwich, her ginger hair shielding her face. "I'm just... worried about the… the app. It will be me next."

"Speaking of the app," Summer said, setting her fork down. She pulled her phone out and tapped the screen to complete her dare. Our phones all pinged in unison. I felt a familiar jolt of adrenaline as I swiped to open the notification.

"Dare for Sarah: You must take a nude at your workstation and send it to a colleague of your choice."

Sarah’s sandwich hit her plate. Her face went from pale to a shade of red that actually matched her hair. "A nude? I’ve never taken a nude in my life.”

“Don’t worry, we can do it after work. I’ll help you,” said Amber, taking a huge bite of her sausage roll. “I’m a pro at the office-nude. The lighting in the office is actually surprisingly flattering if you angle it right.”

By 5:00 pm, the office began to empty. Maddison marched out first. Kevin followed shortly after, giving Amber’s chest a slow, lingering look that made her giggle. Finally, it was just the four of us. The hum of the air conditioning seemed louder in the empty office.

“Right,” Amber said, jumping up and clapping her hands. We huddled in our bank of desks. Sarah looked like she was going to pass out. Her hands were shaking as she reached for the buttons of her sensible, high-necked blouse.

“Come on, honey, off with it,” Amber coached, holding Sarah’s phone ready.

Sarah slowly unbuttoned the shirt. As it fell open, I caught my first real glimpse of her. Underneath, she was wearing a plain, functional white sports bra.

“The bra too, Sarah. A nude means a nude,” Summer prompted.

With a tiny whimper, Sarah peeled the bra off over her head and let it drop onto her swivel chair. I gasped. Despite her shy personality and the sensible clothes she usually wore, Sarah was stunning. Her breasts were small and incredibly firm, sitting high on her chest with pale, peach-coloured nipples that were already hardening in the office chill. A spray of freckles on her chest matched the ones on her face.

“Oh, Sarah, they’re gorgeous!” I whispered, adjusting my glasses to get a better look.

“See? I told you!” Amber cheered. “Now, put your hands behind your head.”

Sarah hesitantly raised her arms, locking her fingers behind her ginger hair. As she did, her movement revealed her unshaven armpits. The thick, reddish-gold hair there was surprisingly feminine.

“Lean back on the desk. Perfect,” Amber purred, the camera on the phone clicking rapidly. “The lighting on your freckles is amazing. You’re so sexy. You look like a dirty little woodland nymph who’s trapped in a call centre.”

“Can I put my clothes back on now?” Sarah squeaked.

“Not yet,” Amber said with a smirk. “Take your skirt off.”

“What?”

“Let’s see your panties.”

Sarah’s hands were trembling so much she could barely find the zip on her sensible grey skirt. The skirt pooled around her ankles, leaving her standing in the middle of the office in nothing but her socks and a pair of tiny, plain white cotton panties.

“Oh, Sarah," I whispered, my heart thumping against my chest and a heat between my legs.

The thin white cotton of her knickers couldn't begin to contain her thick and luxurious ginger bush. A thick, unruly tuft of bright ginger hair was peeking out of the top, and it extended from the sides down both thighs.

"Turn around," Amber commanded. "Lean over your desk. Put your elbows on your keyboard."

Sarah obeyed, her face flushed. Her ass was perfect; firm and round in the little white knickers.

"Now, look back over your shoulder at the camera," Amber coached, tapping the screen of the phone. "Give us that 'shy girl' look. The one that will make all the men want to ruin you."

Sarah turned her head, her long ginger hair spilling over her pale, freckled shoulder. Her eyes were wide and innocent-looking. I’d never seen anything so sexy. The sight of her unshaven armpits, her firm little tits, and that peeking ginger bush was a mix of innocence and pure, unadulterated filth.

"Perfect," Amber purred, showing the screen to Summer and me. “She should seriously start an OnlyFans.”

“I think I’m going to be sick,” Sarah whimpered, though she didn’t move from her provocative position. The photoshoot was clearly doing wonders for her arousal, despite her protests; her pale nipples were like hard little pebbles, and I could just make out a damp patch right in the gusset of her knickers.

“Don’t be dramatic, you look like a masterpiece,” Amber said, tossing Sarah’s phone back to her. “Now, the dare says you have to send it to a colleague. So, spill. Who is the lucky guy?”

Sarah scrambled to pull her sports bra back on. “I... I’ve been messaging someone. For about six months, but we’ve never sent anything like this.”

Summer arched an eyebrow. “Six months? In this office? Who?”

“It’s Dylan,” Sarah whispered, finally getting her blouse buttoned up.

“Dylan?” Summer racked her brain. “There isn’t a Dylan?”

“Oh! I know him!” Amber exclaimed. “He’s the one who always wears those knit cardigans. He and Sarah have that in common; they’re like a matching set of librarians.”

“He’s very sweet,” Sarah defended, her thumbs hovering over the screen. “He’s brilliant at chess. He actually sent me a picture of himself at a national competition last weekend.”

“A chess competition?” Summer groaned. “Jesus, Sarah, you really know how to pick the wild ones. Let me see.”

Sarah hesitantly showed us the photo on her phone. It was a skinny young man with thick-rimmed glasses, sitting intensely over a chessboard. He was wearing a beige cardigan that looked three sizes too big for him.

“He looks like a virgin,” Summer stated flatly.

“Well, he won’t be for long, if this photo does its job,” said Amber. “Trust me, after he sees that photo of your freckled tits and that glorious ginger bush, he’s going to forget all about his opening gambit. Send it, Sarah. Right now.”

With a trembling breath, Sarah tapped the screen. The little whoosh sound of the sent message echoed in the quiet office.

“It’s done,” Sarah gasped, sinking into her chair and finally pulling her skirt back up. “Oh god, I’m going to have to quit. What if he looks at me tomorrow?”

“Has he replied yet?” asked Amber, leaning over and trying to see her phone.

“He’s typing,” she squeaked. The little grey speech bubble with the three dancing dots appeared, stayed for an agonising thirty seconds, and then vanished.

"He stopped," I whispered, my own heart hammering.

"Wait... he's starting again," Sarah gasped.

The dots flickered back to life. Then they vanished. Then they reappeared. This went on for five minutes.

"Jesus, Dylan, just hit send!" Summer snapped, checking her watch. "I've got a Pilates class. I can't stand here all night watching a nerd have a heart-attack over a pair of tits.”

"He's probably writing a sonnet," Amber giggled. "Or maybe he's just trying to type with one hand."

Finally, the dots disappeared for good.

"That's it," Summer declared, grabbing her designer handbag. "I’m going. I’ve reached my limit of office-based sexual tension for one day. I'll see you sluts tomorrow.”

"I... I should go too," Sarah said, looking slightly heartbroken. She hurriedly shoved her feet into her sensible pumps. "Maybe he's just... in shock."

“Wait, before you go, complete the dare in the app. I want to see what my next one is,” said Amber.

Sarah did as she was told. Our phones buzzed.

I read it out. “Dare for Amber: Flash your tits at your boss.”

Amber couldn’t look happier. “Oh, Mr Lockwood,” she purred. “You’re in for a treat tomorrow.”


Chapter Five




As I walked through the double doors the next morning, I saw the girls were already there.

"Morning, Bex!" Amber chirped. She was sitting on Sarah’s desk wearing a tight, ribbed sweater. She wasn’t wearing a bra again, and the cold office air had her nipples standing out through the fabric. "You're just in time. Sarah got a reply from Dylan.”

“What did he say?” I asked, dropping into my chair.

Sarah squealed. “He asked me out!”

“Awesome!” I said, beaming for her. I adjusted my glasses, feeling a genuine surge of excitement.

“He eventually sent a message late evening,” Sarah whispered, her eyes sparkling. “He said… he said the composition of the photo was mathematically perfect and that he’d like to take me to watch the canal boats going through the lock at the weekend.”

“Canal boats?” snorted Summer. “What the fuck?”

“I think it sounds romantic,” I said, hesitantly.

“Hopefully it’s a euphemism for fucking,” said Amber.

Just then, Mr Lockwood walked past. He was wearing a smart navy suit that made his silver hair look even more distinguished. He didn't say a word, but as he passed our cluster of desks, his pace slowed. His eyes didn't just flick to Amber’s chest; they lingered there, running over every inch of her impressive curves. He disappeared into his office, the door clicking shut behind him.

“Right,” said Amber, standing up and smoothing down her top. “Wish me luck.”

She grabbed a file at random and headed toward his office, her hips swinging in that tight skirt. She didn’t even knock; she just slipped through the door with a cheerful, “Mr Lockwood.”

We sat in stunned silence, me, Summer, and Sarah, all staring at the closed door. The office hummed with the sound of conversation and the clicking of keyboards from our oblivious colleagues.

"She's going to get fired," Sarah whispered, her fingers twisting the hem of her cardigan. "Or he's going to call HR.”

"Please," Summer scoffed. "Kevin’s been staring at those tits since the day she was interviewed.”

Five minutes passed. I tried to focus on a claim form, but the words blurred behind my glasses. All I could think about was Amber in there, with those massive, heavy breasts straining against her ribbed sweater.

Suddenly, the door clicked open.

Amber stepped out first. She looked flushed, her blonde highlights a little messy, and she was busily tugging the hem of her ribbed top back down over her hips. She had a massive smirk on her face.

Seconds later, Kevin Lockwood emerged. He didn't look toward us. He headed straight for the men’s toilets at a brisk pace, his face a shade of red. His silver hair, usually perfectly styled, was sticking up at the back, and his silk tie was noticeably crooked.

Amber practically floated back to our desk.

“Well?” Summer demanded. “What happened?”

Amber dropped back into her chair, her chest heaving with a triumphant laugh. Her nipples were protruding so sharply against the fabric of her sweater now that they looked like they might actually tear through.

She lowered her voice so we had to huddle close. “I walked in, leaned over his desk, and told him I was having trouble with some of the figures in the file. He started to say something, but I didn't let him finish.”

“And?” I breathed, my heart thumping.

“I just reached down, grabbed the hem of my sweater, and hiked it up to my chin,” Amber purred, her eyes dancing. “I don’t have a bra on, obviously, so my tits just spilt out right in front of his face. You should have seen his eyes, girls. They nearly popped out of his head.”

“Amber!” Sarah gasped.

“He didn't complain,” Amber continued, her voice dropping even lower. “I leaned right over the desk, pushing them toward him. He didn't even hesitate. He reached out, cupped the weight of them in his hands, and then he just dived in. He was sucking on them so hard I thought he’d leave marks, groaning into my skin while I ran my fingers through his hair.”

I felt a sudden, hot rush of heat between my legs. The image of our distinguished head of department losing his mind over Amber’s massive, pale breasts was almost too much to handle.

“He wanted more,” Amber smirked, smoothing her hair. “But I told him he had to wait. I told him I had a meeting to get back to.”

She slapped her phone down onto the desk and completed the dare. Ping. Our phones let out that familiar, high-pitched chime. I looked down, my hands trembling.

“Dare for Bex and Summer,” I read out. “Wait. Both of us?”

Summer continued it. “Make out with each other while the others watch.”

My heart was racing so fast I thought I might faint. I looked at Summer. She was so beautiful, so out of my league, that the thought of kissing her… I don’t think my knickers had ever been so wet.

“We can do it on our smoke break,” Summer declared. I couldn’t tell if she was annoyed or pleased by the dare.

I nodded dumbly, my tongue feeling too large for my mouth. For the next half hour, I was a total disaster, making mistake after mistake. My gaze kept darting to Summer. She looked as composed as ever, chewing on the end of her pen. I looked at her lips, small and perfect, with a hint of lip gloss, and tried to imagine what it would be like kissing them.

Finally, the clock hit 11 am.

“Break time,” Amber cooed.

We trooped out to the smoking area at the back of the building. The air was crisp, but I was burning up. We moved behind the bins, out of sight of the CCTV cameras and the main road.

“Well?” Amber prompted, leaning against the brickwork. “The clock is ticking, girls. Let’s see some tongue.”

I looked at Summer. She stepped into my personal space, smelling of expensive perfume. Up close, her skin was perfect, her pretty face framed by her blonde hair. Then, she leaned in. At first, the kiss was hesitant, a dry, light press of lips against mine.

But then something snapped. Maybe it was the adrenaline or the thrill of the others watching, but I reached out and grabbed her waist, pulling her flush against me. Her breasts pressed against mine, warm and soft. Summer let out a low moan into my mouth, and the kiss turned deep and desperate. Her tongue fought against mine, tasting of cigarettes. The rush of arousal between my legs was instant and intense.

As we kissed more, Summer’s hand slid up my side, her fingers splaying across my chest. She let out a sharp breath as she began groping my breasts through my blouse, her palm squeezing the firm weight of them with a surprising, rough intensity.

She didn't stop there. Summer hiked her knee up, wedging it firmly between my thighs. She started to grind it upward, right against my soaking wet knickers. The friction was incredible, firm, rhythmic, and exactly what I needed. I arched my back, my breasts spilling over her hands as I let out a loud, unashamed moan.

The world reduced to the sensation of Summer's mouth on mine and her knee driving into my crotch. Both my hands grabbed her ass cheeks, squeezing them tightly and pulling her even closer. I was seconds away from a messy, public climax when she suddenly pulled back, gasping for air.

I blinked, my vision blurry, my chest heaving. I looked over her shoulder and saw Amber and Sarah. Amber’s jaw was literally hanging open, her eyes wide with shock. Sarah’s hand clutched her throat, her face a shade of red that made her hair look pale by comparison.

“Holy shit,” Amber whistled.

“That was so hot,” Sarah breathed, her voice barely a whisper.

Summer smoothed her hair, her face flushed. “Erm, sorry… may have got a little carried away there.”

“It’s fine,” I whimpered, my pussy throbbing. I pulled out my phone to hide my embarrassment and completed the task. “Oh, wow,” I said when I saw what Sarah’s next dare was.

“What is it?” Sarah asked, sounding worried. I showed her the phone.

She peered closer to read it out. “Dare for Sarah: Let the other contestants play with your tits.”


Chapter Six




Sarah’s eyes went wider than I’d ever seen them. We were still tucked behind the bin, smoking. Amber crushed the remains of her cigarette out under her heel.

“Let’s do it now,” she said.

“Right here?” Sarah squeaked. “But... someone might come out.”

“Then they’ll get a nice show?” Amber purred. She stepped forward, her braless breasts swaying under her ribbed sweater. Her long, manicured fingers reached out and began unbuttoning Sarah’s sensible blouse. Sarah let out a shaky breath as her blouse fell open. Beneath it, she was wearing another plain white sports bra. Amber peeled it up until Sarah’s breasts fell out. She reached out with both hands, cupping the weight of Sarah’s breasts and kneading them like dough.

“Oh God,” Sarah moaned, her head falling back against the brick wall.

I moved in on the other side. All I wanted was to feel that soft skin. I reached out, my fingers tracing the curve of her right breast before leaning in. I took her pale, pink nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the pebble-hard tip.

Sarah’s knees buckled. Summer, never one to be left out, moved into the centre. She grabbed Sarah’s waist, pulling her forward and hiking her knee up, just like she’d done to me, wedging it firmly between Sarah’s thighs. Summer leaned in and began sucking on Sarah’s other nipple, her cheeks hollowing as she pulled on the sensitive tip.

The three of us had Sarah pinned against the wall, our hands all over her in a tangle of limbs. Amber sucked on her earlobe before pulling her face in for a deep kiss. Summer was grinding her knee upward into Sarah’s crotch. She lifted one of Sarah’s arms up, holding it against the wall. Her tongue flicked out, licking at Sarah’s ginger hair under her arm. I sucked harder on her nipple, as if my life depended on it.

“Oh God,” Sarah moaned again, her hips squirming. She seemed overloaded with pleasure, her eyes tight shut. Amber broke away from her kiss and dipped down to take a turn sucking her wet nipple. We were all over her, kissing her neck, sucking her tits, and rubbing against her. I moved my mouth from her breast to her lips, giving her a deep, tongue-filled kiss.

“Come on, Sarah,” Summer hissed, grinding against her. “Come for us.”

Between the friction of Summer’s knee and the three of us worshipping her body, Sarah finally snapped. Her body went rigid, her fingers clawing into Summer’s shoulders. She let out a long, high-pitched wail that echoed off the brick walls. Her back arched, her small tits thrusting forward as she came with a violent intensity that left her shaking in our arms.

We finally broke apart, all of us breathless and dishevelled. Sarah’s blouse was hanging off her shoulders, her ginger hair a wild mess.

“Holy... shit,” Amber breathed.

Suddenly, there was a sharp voice behind us. “What the fuck is going on?”

We all turned to see Maddison standing in the doorway.

“Maddison! We were just… taking a quick smoking break,” I stammered. I tried to step in front of Sarah to shield her as she frantically did her buttons up.

“A break?” Maddison marched forward. “Sarah, why is your blouse open?”

Amber leapt to the rescue. “A bee, Maddison! A massive, angry bee flew right down Sarah’s top. She panicked, obviously. We were just helping her get it out before it stung her… You know… on the sensitive bits.”

Maddison’s eyes narrowed, her gaze flickering from Amber and back to Sarah.

“A bee,” Maddison repeated. She stepped closer to Sarah, reaching out a hand. I held my breath as she tucked a stray ginger curl behind Sarah’s ear. “That sounds very… traumatic. You’re shaking, Sarah. Do you want me to get a first aider?”

“I… I’m fine. Thank you.”

“Well, girls, get back to work,” said Maddison, turning on her heel. “Excitement is over.”

“That was close,” whispered Amber, as the door clicked shut behind Maddison.

“This game has gone way too far,” said Sarah. “I think we should take a break. I’m not completing my task just yet.”

Amber looked sad, but she didn’t argue as we walked back into the office. As we reached our row of desks, Amber and Summer immediately dove back into their screens and started taking calls. But Sarah held back. She reached out, her fingers trembling as she caught my arm.

“Bex,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the background office noise. Her face was still flushed, and the top button of her blouse was still undone, revealing a glimpse of the pale, freckled skin we had all been worshipping moments ago.

“Are you okay, Sarah?” I asked, adjusting my glasses. “Maddison didn't seem to suspect anything.”

“I… I’ve never come like that before,” she whispered. “I don’t know what’s come over me. I think I must be turning bisexual.”

“It’s okay,” I said, patting her arm. “You and me, both.”


Chapter Seven




For the rest of the day, Amber tried to get Sarah to mark her dare as completed so that we could move on to the next one. Finally, as the office began to empty at the end of the day, Sarah relented. The moment her thumb hit the button, our phones let out a synchronised buzz.

"Finally," Amber breathed, her eyes lighting up. “Dare for Amber. Give a blow job to a colleague.”

“Amber, this is getting too much,” said Sarah.

“Nonsense,” Amber replied as she stood up. She marched toward the office at the end of the room. I heard her knock and then disappear inside.

"I have to see this," Summer hissed, sounding excited. “Look, there’s that glass panel to the side of the door.”

Sarah and I exchanged a panicked look before following. We huddled together, pressing ourselves against the wall next to the glass side-panel. Inside, Kevin Lockwood was standing by the side of his desk as Amber said something to him. She reached out, her long, manicured nails touching the side of his face and then trailing down his neck.

“Let me see,” said Summer, pushing me to the side so she could get a better view.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” said Sarah, looking nervously back at the open-plan office behind us. But everyone else had left.

Inside, Amber’s hands had found his belt buckle, unfastening it and then unzipping his fly. With both hands, Amber yanked down his trousers and underwear to his thighs. Kevin’s cock sprang free, thick and heavy, already hard.

"Oh my God," Sarah whispered, her face pressed against the glass right next to mine. I could feel the heat radiating off her.

Kevin looked up, his eyes meeting mine through the glass. The three of us jumped back, hiding behind the wall.

“Fuck, he saw us,” gasped Summer.

“Oh shit, we’re in trouble now,” said Sarah.

But nothing happened. The door didn’t fly open. My Lockwood didn’t emerge, shouting at us for spying on him.

After a few moments, I peered back through the glass. Amber was on her knees, looking up at him through her long, thick fake eyelashes. Both hands were wrapped around his shaft, stroking it slowly up and down. Then, she leaned in. We watched, mesmerised, as she opened her mouth wide and took the head of him inside. Her cheeks hollowed instantly as she began to suck, her head moving in a slow, rhythmic bob.

“Oh God,” whispered Summer. She was pressed up against me, trying to see. Her hand slipped between her own legs, lifting up her skirt and sliding into her knickers. "She's taking all of him," she breathed.

Amber was using her tongue, swirling it around the tip before sliding her mouth down even further, her throat working visibly as she swallowed him whole, her lips pressing right up against Kevin’s body. Every time she pulled back, the glistening skin of his cock shone under the office lights before she dived back in, her unsupported breasts swaying and jiggling with the force of her movements.

Kevin’s fingers twisted in her hair, his knuckles white. He glanced at us again, not seeming to care that we were watching. He looked like he was trying to hold onto his sanity as Amber's mouth worked her magic on him. The sound of wet, rhythmic sucking reached us even through the glass.

"I can't believe... he's letting her do this... here," Sarah whimpered, but she didn't look away, her hand gripping my arm.

Amber looked up through her lashes, her tongue flicking frantically as Kevin began to groan, his hips starting to thrust uncontrollably into her face. Summer was masturbating quite frantically now, and Sarah looked like she was about to pass out.

The sight inside the office was hypnotic. Amber was a blurred motion of blonde hair and cream ribbing, her braless breasts swinging heavily with every frantic bob of her head. She was deep-throating him now, her eyes watering as she took the full, thick length of his cock, her throat bulging as she worked to please him.

Suddenly, Amber pulled back with a wet, popping sound. A long string of saliva trailed from her glistening lips to the head of his cock. She didn't stop, though. She reached up with both hands, wrapping them around his shaft. She began to wank him off with a fierce, two-handed grip.

“Look at her,” Summer gasped. She had her skirt hiked up to her waist now, her fingers working frantically inside her soaking knickers.

Amber sped up, her knuckles white as she pumped him. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick the base of his cock.

“I’m going to…” Summer hissed. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and her body went rigid. With one final, desperate thrust of her fingers, she let out a muffled groan as she slumped against the wall. Inside, Kevin reached his limit at the exact same moment. He let out a low growl, his body stiffening as he erupted.

Amber didn't flinch; she kept her hands wrapped tight around his dick, watching the thick, white ropes of his release splash across her face and into her hair. It was everywhere, streaking down her neck and dripping onto the cream knit of her ribbed sweater.

Inside the office, Kevin slumped back against the desk, his chest heaving, a look of dazed exhaustion on his face. Amber didn't wait for him to recover. She stood up, deliberately dragging her finger across her dripping chin and then sucking her own fingers clean. She gave her messy blonde hair a toss, and then she turned toward the door.

She stepped out into the corridor, not looking at all surprised that we were gathered there.

“Jesus, Amber, you filthy bitch,” Summer breathed, finally pulling her skirt back down and leaning against the wall for support. “You’re… you’re covered in it. It’s in your hair.”

“I know,” Amber purred, sounding satisfied. She took a tissue from her bag and gave her eye a half-hearted wipe, but she didn't seem in any rush to clean the rest. “God, I love it when they come across my face like that. There’s something so empowering about it.”

“I don’t know about empowering,” Sarah whispered, her face pale. “I read once that in Japan, they call it Bukkake. It started as a form of punishment for women, a way to shame them.”

Amber let out a mocking laugh. “Punishment? Honey, if that’s a punishment, then lock me up and throw away the key. There is nothing hotter than a man losing total control and marking you as his prize.”

As Amber headed to the toilets to clean up, I glanced back at Kevin’s office. He was still sitting there, staring at the floor with his trousers around his ankles, looking completely broken. I felt a surge of heat between my legs again and butterflies in my stomach. It was my turn next, and things had started to get serious.


Chapter Eight




The next day, Amber waited until the morning meeting to complete the dare on her phone. Our four phones buzzed in unison, and Maddison turned around from the presentation to glare at us all. When she turned away again, I slipped my phone out of my bag and peeked at the screen.

“Dare for Bex: Give a handjob to someone during office hours.“ What the fuck?

Back at our desks, Summer and Amber couldn’t stop laughing.

“Who are you going to jerk off, Bex?” asked Amber.

Summer shook her head with a smirk. “And how are you going to do it in the office?”

But I felt a steely determination. After all the sex stuff that had been happening, I was actually dying to get my hands on a hard cock. But who?

“Morning, girls.” I turned. It was Graham, wearing combat trousers and one of his T-shirts with a joke I didn’t get. Something about a python. “I’m just going to do some work in the server room. There shouldn’t be any downtime, but just warning you in case.”

“Down time,” giggled Amber, making him turn red behind his thick glasses.

“Um, yeah,” he said, ruffling his messy hair and then turning to go. I sat there for a moment, watching the way his combat trousers hung off his hips as he walked toward the heavy, soundproofed door at the back of the office.

“I think I'm having... connection issues,” I murmured to the girls, my voice trembling.

Amber’s eyes went wide. “Graham?” She shrugged. “Go on then, Bex! Show the IT department some real plug-and-play action!”

I didn't look back. I smoothed my skirt down and followed him. The server room was full of blinking LED lights, the servers making a low-frequency noise that seemed to vibrate right up through my body. Graham was already on his knees in front of a rack, his back to me. From this angle, the way his T-shirt pulled across his shoulders showed off a surprisingly athletic build.

"Graham?" I said, my voice barely louder than the sound of the cooling fans.

He jumped, nearly dropping a tangle of yellow cables. "Bex! Whoa, you scared me. Has it gone down already? I literally just got in here."

"It’s fine," I said, stepping closer. "I just... I realised I never thanked you for helping me with my password reset last week."

Graham stood up, wiping his palms on his combat trousers. He looked confused, his messy hair falling over his thick glasses. "Oh, uh, no worries. It's just part of the job, really. Everyone forgets their password from time to time. You don't have to…"

He stopped as I walked right into his personal space. I reached down and laid my palm flat against the front of his combat trousers. I could feel his cock, thick and long. I traced it down with my fingers… and down… and down… Jesus Christ, how long was it?

"Bex," he groaned. “What are you doing?”

“I… I’ve been given a dare, Graham. One that I think you might like.”

I fumbled with the button of his trousers, my fingers trembling with a mix of nerves and pure horniness. When I tugged down the front of his pants, his cock didn't just slide out; it practically jumped, heavy and pulsing. It was bigger than any cock that I’d seen before.

"Oh my God," I whispered, my eyes widening. I reached out, my fingers wrapping around the base. I couldn't even get my thumb to meet my middle finger; he was that thick. Slowly, I began to slide my hand up the velvet skin, feeling the heat radiating off him as he stiffened. As I reached the head, I used my thumb to rub it, watching his hips give an involuntary, desperate jerk.

"You like that, Graham?" I breathed. I moved even closer to him, my skirt brushing against his combat trousers. I reached up with my free hand, tangling my fingers in his messy, dark hair and pulling his face down to mine.

I kissed him, thrusting my tongue deep into his mouth. His cock was rock-hard now, standing up at forty-five degrees, long and straight. It was a monster.

“I’ve got to give you a hand job,” I gasped against his lips, my heart hammering and my pussy soaking. "But I think I might need both hands for this, Graham. You're... you're huge."

“Am I?” he said, sounding surprised.

I reached out with my second hand, stacking it on top of the first. Even with both of my hands wrapped around him, his thick head still poked out of the top. I could feel the heat of him radiating through my skin as I pumped the full, heavy length of his dick. Graham’s head fell back, his glasses sliding down his nose.

"Bex... oh God, Bex," he choked out, his fingers digging into my hip.

My own pussy was screaming. The steady, deep thrum of the servers seemed to be vibrating right through the floor, straight into my clit, and the feeling of Graham’s huge cock in my hands was making me lose my mind. I was so wet I could feel it soaking into my knickers.

I couldn't take it. I let go for a moment and grabbed one of Graham's hands. I guided it down, under my skirt, and shoved it roughly between my legs.

“Touch me,” I begged.

His fingers made contact with the soaked fabric of my knickers and then slipped inside. His middle two fingers immediately found the hard nub of my clit, and he pressed down hard. I whimpered, arching my back against the cold metal of the server rack behind me. His fingers started to massage my clit, sending waves of pleasure through my whole body.

I redoubled my efforts on his cock, wanking him firmly with both hands.

"I'm close," he warned. “You’re gonna make me come.”

“Me too,” I gasped. Graham’s fingers were a blur against my clit, sending electric shocks straight to my core.

I gripped the massive, pulsing shaft with both hands, my knuckles white as I gave one final, desperate series of rapid-fire tugs. I squeezed the base with my left hand and used my right to stroke the rest of his length.

His cock throbbed in my hands, and he erupted. A huge load of cum leapt across the room and splattered against the wall on the other side. Then came another, and another, thick, heavy bursts of cum that painted the grey anti-static floor tiles. The monster in my hands throbbed with every shot, jumping in my grip as he emptied himself.

"Oh... God... Graham!" I wailed, my back arching as I felt the intense, unstoppable force of my own climax. A white-hot explosion of pleasure burst from between my legs, making my whole body shake as it radiated outward. I was shaking as I slumped against him, my vision swimming, still holding onto his cock for dear life.

We stood there for a long minute, the only sound the frantic whirring of the server fans and our breathless gulps of air. I let out a shaky, hysterical little laugh, reaching up to straighten my glasses. My hand was covered in cum, glistening and sticky. He pulled his hand out of my pants, and I saw that his fingers were just as sticky and wet.

Graham fumbled with a pack of anti-static wipes.

“Thanks, Graham… I should go,” I said.

"Bex, wait," he said, pushing his thick glasses back up his nose. His cock was only just starting to soften, still long and pointing straight out. “I know that was a dare, but… um… I’ve wanted to talk to you for months…”

I felt my heart start to flutter. He was so cute when he was like this.

“I... I actually really like you,” he continued. “You're the only person in this office who doesn't blame me for any IT issue that comes up.”

"Graham..."

"I was wondering," he started. “If… maybe…”

The heavy server room door swung open, hitting the rubber stopper with a violent thud.

"Bex! You’ve been in here for ages, Maddison is looking for you and… HOLY MOTHER OF FUCK!" Amber stood in the doorway as she peered inside. Summer was right behind her, peeking over her shoulder with a look of pure curiosity. Amber’s gaze had dropped to Graham’s pants. He hadn't managed to get his zip back up yet, and his cock, still semi-hard and glistening, was draped over the waistband of his boxers like a heavy club.

"Look at that dick!" Amber shrieked, her eyes nearly popping out of her head. "Graham! You've been hiding that in those cargo pants this whole time? It’s huge! It’s like a forearm!"

“Alright, Amber,” I sighed, suddenly feeling protective of Graham. “No one can help how they’re made.”

Summer let out a low, appreciative whistle, her hand going to her mouth. "Bex... you lucky bitch. No wonder you weren't coming out. This gives a whole new meaning to the word uptime.”

Graham was red-faced, looking like he wanted the server floor to open up and swallow him whole. He stuffed his massive cock back into his trousers.

“Come on,” I said, grabbing Amber and Summer by the arms and leading them out of the room. “Leave the poor boy alone.”

As we returned to our desks, I couldn’t help thinking about what Graham had been about to say. Had he been about to ask me out? And why was the idea giving me a warm feeling inside?


Chapter Nine




As soon as Sarah got her dare, her eyes flicked immediately to Dylan.

“Do you think he’ll even want to lick me out?” she asked.

“Of course he will,” laughed Amber, snatching Sarah’s phone out of her hand. “Here, let me.” She quickly started typing into Sarah’s phone as she panicked and tried to grab it back. But Amber turned her back, shielding the phone.

“There,” she said finally, handing it back to Sarah.

“What have you done?” groaned Sarah, looking at her messages.

Across the office, I saw Dylan receive the text and check his phone.

“What did you say, Amber?” I asked.

“Oh, just invited Dylan to meet Sarah at her car in five minutes for some muff diving.”

Sarah went pale. “Amber!”

“No one calls it muff diving,” said Summer, scornfully.

"He’s already heading for the door!" Amber hissed excitedly, pointing across the office.

Sure enough, Dylan was already sliding his jacket on, a dazed but determined look on his face. Sarah didn't even have time to argue. Amber and Summer practically hoisted her out of her office chair, her ginger hair flying as they ushered her toward the exit.

"Go on, Sarah! If you don't do it, you’ll regret it forever.”

We raced to the office window. In the far corner of the car park, Dylan was standing by Sarah’s small, silver hatchback, looking around and checking his phone. A moment later, we saw Sarah appear and walk nervously across the car park.

"Right," Amber whispered. "We need visual verification. Come on."

Checking that Maddison was busy in a meeting, we snuck out through the fire escape and down the stairs. As we approached the car, the windows were already beginning to steam up. We stayed low, crouching behind a neighbouring SUV, until we were right alongside Sarah’s back door.

The car rocked slightly. We crept nearer and peered in the window.

Sarah was lying back across the rear seat, her sensible grey skirt hiked up to her waist. Her pale legs were spread wide, her feet pressed firmly against the glass of the opposite window, her toes curling with every movement. Dylan was positioned between her thighs, his head buried deep in that lush, untrimmed ginger bush, her white cotton panties pulled firmly to one side.

I could almost hear the rhythmic, wet sounds of his tongue working over her. Sarah’s head was thrown back, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure, her hands clutched tightly around Dylan’s hair, pulling him closer into her pussy.

"Look at that," Summer whispered. "Guess they’re both not so shy after all."

Just then, Dylan shifted, his hand reaching up to cup one of Sarah’s breasts through her top. His mouth latched around her clit, and I saw his cheeks hollow as he sucked. Sarah let out an audible moan, her back arching as she came.

Watching them through the glass, I felt a hot, throbbing ache begin to pulse between my legs. I clenched my thighs, feeling my own damp knickers. I was already soaked; I could feel my underwear clinging to me. My nipples were so hard they felt like they were trying to pierce right through my bra.

"Bex, you're shaking," Amber teased.

Sarah seemed to be coming again. Dylan didn't stop; he redoubled his efforts, his tongue lapping greedily at her as she shook and shuddered under him. My knees nearly gave out. I had to grab onto the SUV’s wing mirror to stay upright. I was so turned on that I felt dizzy.

“I really need to get laid,” I admitted.

“Don’t we all,” agreed Summer. “Come on, let’s leave Sarah to it.”

It was a good fifteen minutes before Dylan returned. I was busy on a call, but I spotted that his lips looked swollen and his hair was unusually messy. He sank down into his chair with a satisfied smirk on his face. Sarah appeared a few minutes later. Her legs looked wobbly as she crossed the office and collapsed into her chair.

“Thank you, Amber,” she whispered. “That was… wonderful.” Then she picked up her headset and put it on.

We were all so excited for Sarah, we couldn’t wait to see what the next dare was. It turned out to be for both Amber and Summer: “Seduce a colleague in the break room.” The only problem was that they couldn’t agree on who it should be.

"What about Mr Lockwood?" Amber suggested.

“Eugh, no, he’s like 105 years old,” said Summer, wrinkling up her nose. “And besides, he never even goes in the break room.”

Amber rolled her eyes. “He’s not that old. And anyway, I like an older man.”

But Summer wouldn’t be persuaded. “What about that intern by the watercooler?” she suggested.

"Ugh, please," Amber snorted. "He looks like he’d apologise before he even touched my tits. Not my type. I need a man, not a boy."

Just as they were about to start bickering in earnest, the door at the end of the room swung open.

A man walked in, and the air in the room seemed to shift. It was Leon, one of the high-flying remote salesmen, who only graced the office once a month to drop off contracts. He was tall, Black, and absolutely ripped, his charcoal-grey suit jacket struggling to contain a pair of shoulders that looked carved out of granite.

He didn't even see us gawping at him, huddled by our desks. He just unbuttoned his jacket, revealing a crisp white shirt stretched tight over a flat, muscular stomach, and disappeared into the break room.

Amber and Summer froze. They looked at each other, then back at the break room door.

"Oh," Amber breathed.

“Yes,” whispered Summer.

They couldn't get there fast enough, both of them bumping shoulders as they tried to get through the break room door at the same time. I followed a few paces behind, smirking to myself. Leon was standing by the kettle, his back to them.

"Leon!" Amber purred, her voice dripping with honey. "We were just talking about you. The numbers on your last quarter were... well, they were very, very large."

Leon turned around, a confused but charming smile playing on his lips. "Ladies. I didn't realise…”

He stopped as Summer walked right into his space, her hand reaching out to trace the silk tie resting against his broad chest. "We've missed you, Leon… You haven’t been to the office for weeks."

I decided to hang around by the door and make sure no one walked in. And I wanted to watch, of course. Amber moved in on his other side, her tits squashing against his bicep. She leaned in close.

"We’ve had such a stressful week, Leon," she cooed. "The systems were down, the targets are high... we're practically vibrating with tension."

Leon seemed unprepared for a pincer movement by two predatory women. His dark eyes flicked down, tracking the way Amber’s chest was heaving against him, before darting over to Summer, who was already breathing heavily.

"You look a little overdressed for the break room, Leon," Summer whispered, her hand loosening his tie. "Don't you find it... restrictive?"

She slid her hand inside his shirt, her palm flat against the warm, solid expanse of his pectoral muscle.

"Ladies," Leon managed. “I… um… only came in for a coffee.”

"Oh, you're in exactly the right place," Amber promised. She reached down and took his hand, guiding it to her large, soft breast. He seemed to be getting the idea and gave it a squeeze.

Summer unzipped his fly and slipped a hand in. Leon let out a low groan.

“Oh, Leon, you’re pleased to see us…” she purred, pulling out his thick, black cock, which was already nearly fully hard.

I stood guard by the door, my heart hammering against my ribs. I glanced back nervously out into the office, but everyone was still busy at their desks.

Inside the break room, Leon was leaning back against the laminate countertop with a huge smirk on his face. He had one hand on Amber’s breast and one hand up Summer’s skirt. The two of them were wanking his long cock.

And then Summer sank to her knees, her blonde hair falling over her face as she used both hands to guide his cock towards her mouth. She leaned in and licked the entire underside of the shaft, from the base to the head. Leon’s head hit the cupboard behind him with a dull thud, his eyes rolling back as he let out a moan of pure pleasure.

Amber lifted her top up, letting her tits drop down, and grabbed his hands again, forcing his fingers to map the heavy weight of her breasts. Then she leaned in for a kiss. Their mouths collided with a messy, wet intensity, tongues tangling while Summer redoubled her efforts below.

I glanced back toward the main office. The hum of printers and the drone of phone calls continued, everyone blissfully unaware. Summer stood up, reaching up under her skirt and tugging her knickers down to her thighs. Then she bent over the counter, lifting her skirt enough that I could see her cute little ass and the flushed pink slit of her pussy.

“Do it, Leon,” she begged, her head hanging low between her arms. “Put that fucking cock inside me. Now!”

I stood at the door, my legs shaking so hard I had to lean against the frame. I was so turned on I could practically feel my clit vibrating. I desperately needed to see that dark, heavy shaft disappear into Summer’s tight, wet cunt.

Amber was already on it. She reached down, her fingers wrapping around the girth of Leon’s cock to guide it. She aimed the head of his cock right against Summer’s dripping slit.

But then disaster struck… Maddison’s door flew open. She wasn't just walking; she was marching, her sharp heels clicking across the floor, her eyes fixed straight on the break room door.

“Abort!” I hissed, my voice a frantic, stage whisper. “It’s Maddison! She’s coming! Ten seconds!”

Leon let out a choked, frustrated growl as Amber let go of his cock and struggled to get her breasts back into her top. Summer yanked her knickers up, her skirt snapping back down just as she spun around to face the room. I barely had time to stand up straight before Maddison reached me.

“Excuse me,” she said, realising I was blocking the door.

I deliberately moved the wrong way, blocking her again. Behind me, I was vaguely aware of Leon trying to zip up his flies with a massive erection sticking out of his pants.

“Sorry,” I said, diving the other way and getting in her way again.

“Bex, for heaven’s sake!” Maddison snapped. She grabbed my shoulder and physically shoved me aside, her patience evaporating as she stormed into the break room.

Leon was casually pouring hot water into a mug. Amber stood next to him, taking a bite of a chocolate bar as Summer unloaded the dishwasher.

Maddison stopped dead, her eyes narrowing. She knew something was wrong, but couldn’t place it.

“Back to work,” Maddison growled. “We’ve got a queue building on the phone lines. I will not miss target again this month.”

“Yes, Maddison,” said Amber sweetly, walking past her towards our desks.

Summer followed, nodding at Maddison as she passed her.

It was only when I turned to watch them walk to their desks that I realised that Summer had her skirt tucked into the back of her knickers.


Chapter Ten




The next morning, we all met up at the coffee van before work. We stood in a tight huddle near the car park entrance, clutching our drinks and watching the steam from the cups curl into the crisp morning air.

"I’m still shaking," Summer admitted, the wind pushing her blonde hair across her face. “I was seconds away from feeling that massive cock stretch me wide open right there in the break room. I can still feel the heat of him. I’ve been thinking about it all night."

"It was a near miss for all of us," I whispered, glancing nervously at the main office entrance. "Maddison was a moment away from seeing the whole thing. We’ve got to be more careful next time."

“Next time?” squeaked Sarah. “Don’t you think we should call the whole thing off? I think it’s for the best you didn't actually do it in there." Sarah tucked her ginger hair neatly behind her ears and hugged her cardigan tight. "The break room is too exposed.”

Amber leaned against the wall. She didn't have a bra on again; she seemed to have completely given up on them since her dare on the first day. The cold morning air had her nipples standing out like bullets through the fabric of her top.

“Maddison knew something was up. But who cares? We seduced him. I say we mark it as completed and see what’s next.”

“It had better involve me and Leon, I think he’s in the office again today,” said Summer.

We all pulled out our phones. Amber completed the dare, and the new notification appeared instantly.

“Dare for everyone,” she read. “You must all have sex with a different colleague before the end of the day.”

Summer pumped her fist. “Yes! I’m taking Leon; the rest of you can keep your hands off.”

“At work?” whimpered Sarah. “Actually have sex at work?”

“Just take Dylan to your car again,” said Amber.

“Sarah’s going to lose her virginity in her crappy little car,” smirked Summer.

“It’s not a crappy little car, and I’m not a virgin!” she protested. “I just haven’t done it with the lights on before.”

That made us all laugh. I was already thinking about my own dare, and there was one obvious choice. A very thick and long choice. I thought of Graham in the server room, the way he’d looked at me after I’d jerked him off.

"Let's go," Summer purred, tossing her empty cup into the bin. "I've got a salesman to find, and I don't think Leon is going to need much convincing to finish what we started."

There were still ten minutes before the morning meeting when Summer spotted her prey. Leon was walking toward the lifts, looking sharp in a fresh blue shirt that highlighted the strength of his shoulders. Summer didn't even drop her bag at her desk. She veered off course, marching straight towards him. She caught up to him just as the lift doors opened, but instead of getting in, she grabbed his arm and dragged him physically into the disabled toilets next to the lifts. She slammed the door and turned the lock with a definitive click.

Ten minutes passed. The 9:00 am morning meeting was starting, and Maddison was already standing by the whiteboard, her arms crossed.

"Where’s Summer?" Maddison asked, her eyes narrowing as she scanned the rows of chairs.

Just as she reached for her laser pointer, the door at the back of the room opened. Summer walked in first. She wasn't just walking; she was floating. Her blonde hair was a bit more wild than it had been at the coffee van, and her face was a gorgeous pink. There was a love bite on the side of her neck that she wasn’t even trying to hide, and she had a huge, satisfied grin on her face.

Leon followed a few steps behind, adjusting his silk tie, his fingers trembling slightly as he tried to get the knot centred. He nodded to Maddison and went to stand at the back of the room.

"Nice of you to join us," Maddison remarked, her voice dripping with sarcasm. Her gaze lingered on Summer’s face, then flicked down to Leon’s fly, which I suddenly noticed was not done up.

"Sorry, Maddison," Summer chirped, sliding into the chair next to me. I could smell it, the unmistakable scent of fresh sex clinging to her skin. I was suddenly very jealous. I swallowed hard, my own pussy throbbing in sympathy, and made up my mind that I was going to proposition Graham in the server room at the earliest opportunity.

Amber went next. She actually scheduled a one-to-one with Mr Lockwood in Outlook.

"Wish me luck, girls," she purred, patting her hair before disappearing into his office. I heard the lock on the door click, and then the blinds on the glass partition tilted shut. The rest of us tried to pretend to work, but the silence from the corner office was deafening.

A full hour passed.

“What the fuck is she doing in there?” Summer whispered from time to time.

Finally, the door opened, and Amber emerged. Her blonde hair was a chaotic nest of curls, and her lipstick was completely gone, smeared into a faint, rosy halo around her mouth. She walked back to our row with legs that looked like they would barely function.

A moment later, Kevin Lockwood appeared in his doorway, his hair sticking up in tufts at the back and his tie half undone. He gripped the doorframe for support, his eyes glazed and distant as he looked around the office as if to make sure that no one had noticed anything awry. Then he took a deep breath and disappeared back inside, closing the door behind him.

Amber sank into her chair next to me, the scent of sex radiating off her. She leaned back, her heavy, unsupported tits bouncing as she let out a long, shaky breath.

"He's definitely giving me that raise," she said, her voice sounding hoarse.

“Oh my God, Amber, you whore,” said Summer, swivelling around in her chair. “What the fuck have you been doing in there?”

Amber didn’t answer. She unlocked her phone and tapped the screen with a chipped nail. A second later, all three of our phones let out a synchronised ping.

“I’ve sent you the video on the group chat,” she said, a big smirk on her face.

“The video?” squeaked Sarah.

I opened the file, my hands shaking so hard I nearly dropped the phone. The video started with a shaky, close-up shot of Amber’s cleavage; her massive, braless breasts swinging wildly as she adjusted the phone on top of the filing cabinet in Mr Lockwood’s office.

"Holy shit," Summer breathed, her eyes glued to her screen.

As Amber retreated from the camera, Kevin Lockwood, our dignified, silver-haired Director, appeared in the frame. He was seated in his office chair, naked from the waist down, his pale, hairy legs splayed wide and his trousers around his ankles. His silk tie had been looped tightly around his wrists and knotted behind the back of the chair, pinning him in place. His big cock, rock-hard with a massive erection, pointed directly upwards. He looked desperate, his head lolling back as he strained against his silk bonds.

Amber approached him, pulling her sweater completely over her head, leaving her heavy, unsupported tits to hang free. She straddled him, hitching up her skirt to reveal that she wasn’t wearing any knickers.

We watched in stunned silence as she gripped his thick shaft, guiding the throbbing, blunt head to her soaking wet entrance. With a slow, deliberate movement, she lowered herself down. The video caught the exact moment of entry, her cunt stretching and gripping his shaft until he was buried to the hilt.

Amber began to ride him with a violent, rhythmic intensity, her heavy breasts bouncing and slapping against Kevin’s face with every thrust. Kevin was groaning, his muffled cries audible on the recording as he tried to nuzzle into her soft, heaving chest, his mouth searching for a nipple while Amber threw her head back, her blonde hair flying.

“Jesus, Amber,” Sarah whispered. “You’ve breached about five HR policies in one go.”

I clenched my thighs. The erotic video was making my pussy physically ache. I was going to have to watch this properly with some alone time. I scrolled my thumb across the playback bar, the video stuttering through a fever dream of different sexual positions.

First, there was a shot of Amber bent over the desk, her pale, rounded ass thrust into the air and her huge breasts squashed against the desk. Kevin was standing behind her, his silver hair a mess as he gripped her hips, his thick shaft disappearing into her soaking wet cunt with every rhythmic, wet thud.

Then it cut to the windowsill. Amber was sitting on the ledge, her legs wrapped tightly around Kevin’s waist. His white ass pumped back and forth as he fucked her in full view of the car park. You could see the glistening length of his cock as it slid out almost to the tip before he slammed into her, her cunt devouring him whole.

I skipped forward again. This time, they were on the floor. Amber was on top, leaning forward, her massive, soft breasts dangling inches from his face, her nipples grazing his lips as she ground her pelvis against his in a slow, agonising circle.

Another skip forward. Amber was kneeling on his office chair, spreading her ass cheeks with her hands as Kevin stood behind. I watched mesmerised as he guided his throbbing cock to her tight, puckered asshole.

“You filthy bitch,” whispered Summer, but she sounded impressed.

On the screen, Kevin pushed forward. I watched the muscles around her rear entrance stretch and give way as it reluctantly accepted the intrusion. Amber’s eyes rolled up in her head, her knuckles white as she gripped the armrests for dear life.

"Oh god, Kevin... yes," she whimpered on the recording. As he sank deeper, burying the full, thick length of his shaft deep into her ass, she looked like she was coming apart. I couldn’t look away as he started to fuck her hard in the ass. Her tits slapped against the back of the leather chair as she arched her back, her mouth hanging open in a silent scream of overstimulated bliss. Kevin’s hands were clamped onto her waist as he drove himself home, over and over, until the entire office chair was rocking precariously on its casters.

The video showed the moment Kevin reached his climax. He let out a groan, his chest heaving against her back as he emptied himself deep inside her. Amber’s body shook as she slumped forward, toes curling and hands desperately clutching at anything as she came too.

I locked my phone, the screen went black, but the images of Amber getting destroyed by the boss were seared into my brain. My pussy was a soaking, throbbing mess, the friction of my knickers almost unbearable.

Where was Dylan? I hadn’t seen him all day, and I was desperate to fulfil my own dare.


Chapter Eleven




Then it was lunchtime. Sarah and Dylan had been eyeing each other across the office for the last twenty minutes. As soon as it was 12:30, she stood up.

“Good luck,” hissed Amber.

“Oh my God, I’m so nervous,” admitted Sarah. Her face was pale as she gripped her car keys. Her ginger hair was tucked tightly behind her ears, and she already seemed to be breathing like she was about to hyperventilate.

“You don’t have to go through with this,” said Summer quietly.

Sarah shook her head. “I’ve never wanted anything more,” she said.

We watched from the window as she hurried across the car park to her silver hatchback. Dylan was already there, leaning against the passenger door with his cardigan hood up like he was trying not to be noticed.

The moment they climbed inside, the car gave a small, suggestive rock on its suspension. Through the tinted rear window of the hatchback, we could see the silhouettes moving together.

The car began to rhythmically bounce.

"She's actually doing it," I breathed, my own heart hammering.

"Your turn, Bex," Amber purred. "Go and show that monster cock what a high-speed connection really looks like."

As expected, I found Graham in the server room. He was on the floor, plugging something into the floor port. Once again, the vibrating hum of the servers made me instantly aroused. The door clicked shut behind me, leaving us sealed in alone.

He looked up at me. “Bex…”

“Hi Graham,” I purred.

“About the dare…” he began.

“That dare was just the beginning,” I said. I reached under my skirt, my fingers hooking into the lace of my soaking wet knickers. With one fluid motion, I let them drop to the floor and stepped out of them, leaving them abandoned on the anti-static floor.

Graham’s eyes widened behind his thick lenses. I walked right into his space, straddling his head while he was still on his knees. I reached down, my fingers tangling deep into his dark, messy hair, and forced his face forward, burying his nose and mouth directly into my dripping pussy.

"Eat me," I growled.

Graham might be a geek at a desk, but with his face between my thighs, he was a specialist. He let out a muffled groan against my skin, his hands coming up to grip my hips and hold me to him. His tongue knew exactly what to do, flicking, circling, and delving into me with an intensity that drove me wild.

I was quivering within seconds. The cold air of the room contrasted sharply with the wet heat of his mouth. I leaned back against a rack, my knuckles white as I pulled on his hair, my head lolling back.

"Oh God, Graham... right there... yes!"

I was already coming, an explosion that started in my pussy and spread through my entire body. I cried out, my fingers tightening in his hair, pulling him even closer as my pussy clenched on his tongue in desperate pulses.

As the first wave of my climax began to dissipate, Graham didn't let up. He shifted his grip, grabbing my bare ass with one hand, as the other moved between my legs. I felt two thick fingers drive deep inside me, stretching me wide while his mouth maintained an expert friction on my clit.

"Mmm, you're so wet, Bex," he groaned, his voice vibrating against my pussy. "I could spend all day tasting you."

I let out a shaky, sob-like moan, my legs turning to jelly as he kept up the pace. I started coming again, my body a wreck of overstimulated nerves, and all I could think about was the monster I knew was still hidden in his trousers, waiting for its turn.

Letting go of his hair, I scrambled back until the heavy metal tech-bench was behind me. I hoisted myself up onto the edge, the cold metal biting into my bare backside as I shoved my pencil skirt up to my waist. My pussy was a mess, sticky white arousal leaking from my opening and matting the trimmed pubic hair around my swollen, flushed lips.

"Graham," I gasped, my legs falling open in a wide, shameless V. “Fuck me.”

Graham stood up unsteadily. “I’m not sure I’ve got any condoms…” he began.

“Fuck condoms, just fucking put it in,” I gasped desperately.

He reached for his belt, his eyes fixed on my soaking wet entrance. When he tugged his trousers and underwear down, his massive cock sprang free. He held it in his hand, and I let out a low, shaky breath. Even though I’d handled it before, I’d forgotten quite how big it was. It was thick and long, looking almost too big to be real.

"It's so big," I whispered, mesmerised as he stepped between my thighs.

Graham gripped the base of his shaft and lined the broad head up with my opening. He didn't rush, circling the tip of his cock around my entrance, brushing my clit and making me gasp. Then he leaned over me, his hands bracing on the desk on either side of my hips, and slowly began to work his way in.

I watched, unable to look away, as the head of his cock slipped between my glistening folds. My body put up a momentary resistance before I began to stretch around him. I let out a long moan as I felt him inching deeper, the sensation of being filled to the absolute brim making my vision swim. My legs were spread as wide as they could go, my skirt bunched around my midriff, and I watched in a daze as that monster of a cock slowly disappeared into me, inch by inch.

He finally bottomed out, with half his shaft still visible, and I let out a rush of pure, unadulterated pleasure. He reached down, gripping my legs and hauling them up onto his shoulders. The change in angle was instant and overwhelming. He leaned forward, putting his entire body weight behind a single, devastating thrust. I let out a strangled scream as he sank deeper, his girth filling me completely.

He set out fucking me with a hard, steady rhythm. Every time he slammed forward, the heavy metal desk groaned and rattled, the vibrations travelling up through my spine. When he finally worked his way in to the hilt, his balls slapped against my ass.

I was losing my mind, being fucked by something so big. I felt the climax building rapidly as he thrust into me. And then it suddenly washed over me, my pussy clamping down on him in frantic, desperate spasms. I was coming so hard I couldn't breathe, my body arching off the desk as he fucked me right through it.

Then, a sudden, vacuum-like pull as Graham withdrew with a wet pop. I gasped, my body feeling strangely hollow and empty. I was gaping wide, my internal walls still fluttering after being stretched to the absolute limit by his thick shaft.

"Don't... don't stop," I whimpered.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

I didn't need to be told twice. I scrambled around, standing on the floor and bending over the bench. I arched my back, shoving my ass toward him. He spread me with his hands, taking in the view of my dripping pussy and tight asshole.

"God, look at you," Graham breathed.

He stepped up closer behind me. I felt the heat of his cock as he pressed the blunt head against my opening again. From this angle, it felt even more massive as he slid back inside. Then he started to fuck me, harder than before.

"Graham! Oh God, Graham!" I sobbed, my vision blurring as the pleasure overwhelmed me, and I felt the climax building again. I was coming so hard I thought I might pass out, my internal muscles clamping down on him in frantic, desperate spasms.

Graham let out a groan of relief, his fingers digging into my hips as he gave one final, hard thrust, burying himself to the absolute hilt as he finally erupted deep inside me. His cum flooded my insides, warm and wet. As he gradually pulled out, it poured from my gaping cunt onto the floor.

I collapsed forward onto the tech-bench, my cheek pressed against the cool, hard metal as my breath came in ragged, shallow gasps.

“Bex, you okay?” asked Graham. I could hear him pulling up his trousers behind me.

“Mmm-hmm,” I murmured, still leaking cum.

“Umm… do you want to do something at the weekend? Together?” he asked.

“Mmm,” I murmured again. “Yes… As long as it involves you fucking me like that again.”

I tried to walk back to our row of desks, but my legs had other plans. Every step felt like my hip joints had been dislocated, and I could feel the slick, heavy warmth of Graham's release sliding down my inner thighs. I tried to keep my stride professional, but I was definitely overcompensating with a wide, rhythmic waddle.

Summer looked up from her monitor, a knowing smirk on her face. "Nice walk, Bex. You look like you’ve got a dildo up your ass.”

"Shut up," I hissed, though I couldn't stop the grin from breaking across my face as I gingerly lowered myself into my swivel chair. The cool texture of the cushion felt like a godsend against my aching, overstretched pussy.

Sarah was back from the car park. She didn't just look happy; she looked transformed. Her usually neat ginger hair was a wild, static-charged mess, and her cardigan was buttoned up completely wrong, leaving a gap near her waist. She was humming to herself, her cheeks a shade of bright pink.

"So, Sarah," Amber grinned. "How was the grandmaster?"

Sarah spun around in her chair, her eyes wide and sparkling with a manic, newfound energy.

"Oh my god, girls. Dylan... he’s not just got a great mind. He’s... he’s a wizard with the sex stuff. He knew exactly where to put his hands, and the backseat of my car is actually surprisingly ergonomic when you're pinned against the window."

She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a frantic, excited whisper. "I feel... incredible. I feel like I could run a marathon. Or, you know, go back out to the car park for round two. Is it weird that I want more already?”

“That’s pretty normal, honey,” laughed Amber.

"I want to try the stationery cupboard next," Sarah admitted, her fingers drumming a frantic beat on her desk. "Or the disabled toilets. Summer, was the handrail useful? I feel like he might need leverage."

But Summer ignored her; she was already pulling out her phone.

“Huh”, she said.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Now we’ve all got laid, I clicked completed on the dare. But it’s giving me a warning.”

“What sort of warning?” asked Amber.

“It says, do we want to continue to expert level?”

Amber grinned. “It’s a yes from me.”

Sarah nodded enthusiastically.

“Okay…” I said.

Our phones pinged. The message read. “Arrange an office trip to the pub after work and await further instructions.”


Chapter Twelve




It was Friday at six, and the pub was already crowded with the after-work crowd. Our group had managed to snag a large circular booth in the corner. Everyone was there. Summer and Amber were on one side, with Sarah and me next to them, sandwiched against the window.

Across from us, Leon was telling one of his anecdotes, loving being the centre of attention as usual. Dylan was nursing half a shandy, staring at Sarah across the table with puppy-dog eyes. Graham was next to him, sipping on a Guinness. Every time our eyes met, I felt a sympathetic throb deep in my cunt. I was planning on taking him home with me; he just didn’t know it yet.

Even Mr Lockwood and Maddison had joined us. Maddison was drinking a small white wine and hanging on Kevin Lockwood’s every word. I’d never noticed before quite how fawning she was around him.

"So," Kevin said, as he leaned back and ran his hand through his silver hair. "To a successful quarter!"

“Oh yes, Kevin,” breathed Maddison. “A very successful quarter. All thanks to your leadership.”

“Cheers,” Amber purred, raising her gin and tonic.

As everyone returned to their conversations, Maddison sidled over to us.

"You girls think you're being subtle," Maddison whispered, her voice cutting through the background noise like a knife. “Amber’s breasts are an office hazard. Leon has never looked so pleased with himself. I can see your car working its poor suspension from my office window, Sarah. And Bex… you haven’t been able to walk properly all afternoon.”

We all froze. My heart hammered against my ribs. We were fucked. Maddison was going to sack us all.

"I don't know what you're talking about, Maddison," Summer stammered, clutching her glass. “Which one is Leon, again?”

"Oh, please," Maddison scoffed, glancing toward Kevin, who was busy laughing at something Leon said. “Kevin has never given a performance review that has lasted an entire hour before.”

The pressure was too much for Sarah. She’d always been the weakest link when it came to office politics. She let out a squeak. "It's the app! It's the Office Dares app! We had to do it! We all had sex today! All of us! Even me in my hatchback!"

Silence fell over our little corner of the booth. Amber groaned, burying her face in her hand, while Summer and I stared at Sarah in pure horror. We waited for the lecture, the mention of HR, the immediate dismissal.

Instead, Maddison’s expression shifted, and she took a slow, deliberate sip of her wine.

"I knew it," she murmured with a smirk. She reached into her jacket pocket and pulled out her phone. Then she leaned in even closer. “I want in.”

“What?” we all said together.

“I want in,” she repeated. “If there’s sexual shenanigans going on in the office, then I want to be a part of it. Especially if it involves Mr Lockwood.”

Amber was already grinning and tapping on her phone. “Sending you an invite.”

Two minutes later, our phones pinged with a notification. “New Player: Maddison.” A second notification came through right away. “New players must complete a dare to join. Dare for Maddison: Give someone a blowjob in the toilets. You must swallow.”

Maddison’s eyes flared as she read the screen. She didn't look shocked; she looked hungry. Her gaze flicked instantly to Kevin Lockwood, who was currently draining the last of his pint, oblivious to what we were talking about.

Kevin slammed his glass down on the heavy oak table with a satisfied sigh. "Right then. I think I’ll make a quick trip to the gents before I get another round in. I think you guys deserve it.” He stood up, smoothing his hair and adjusting his suit jacket. As he headed toward the back of the pub, Maddison didn't even wait five seconds. She stood up with a predatory look in her eyes.

"I think I’ll just go and... powder my nose as well," she said, casting a quick glance back at our booth. "I might be a while."

We watched in stunned silence as she trailed after him. Kevin disappeared through the heavy wooden door marked Gents, and without hesitation, Maddison pushed through right after him.

"Oh my God," Sarah squeaked, looking flushed. "She’s actually going into the men's room.”

Amber picked up her phone from the table. “This I have to see. Who’s with me?” Summer was already reaching for her bag. We all headed for the back of the pub, with Sarah trailing behind and questioning whether we should be doing it.

The only occupied cubicle was the middle one; the red "engaged" latch flicked across, but the sounds coming from inside were unmistakable: a rhythmic, sloppy wet sound and the heavy breathing of a man.

Amber went straight into the neighbouring stall and stood on the toilet seat, peering over the divider. Summer and I followed, scrambling onto the rim of the toilet on the other side to get a bird's-eye view, while Sarah hovered nervously by the sinks.

Kevin Lockwood was backed against the stall door. His trousers were around his ankles, and his white shirt was half undone. Maddison was sitting on the closed toilet seat, with Kevin’s whole cock down her throat. Her cheeks were hollowed out as she worked him with a desperate suction, her eyes looking straight up at him.

Kevin’s head was lolling back against the wall, his eyes squeezed shut and his hands clenching, like a man on the edge. Maddison increased her pace, her manicured hand reaching up to cup his balls. We watched, mesmerised, as his thick shaft disappeared past her lips over and over again.

Suddenly, Kevin’s body went rigid. His back arched away from the wall.

"He's going to come!" Amber whispered, her chest heaving against the partition as she leaned in for a closer look.

Kevin let out a low groan of surrender, his hands flying to Maddison’s hair as he erupted. We watched in stunned silence as his body shuddered with the force of his release. Maddison stayed clamped onto him, her eyes wide and fixed on his as his cum flooded her mouth. True to the dare, she didn't flinch; she swallowed every drop, her throat gulping.

Maddison slowly pulled away, wiping a stray drop from the corner of her mouth with her thumb. She looked up at us, standing in a row like judges on top of the stalls, and flashed us a wicked grin.


Chapter Thirteen




For a while, I forgot all about the dares. We settled into a happy evening in the pub with all our colleagues. Mr Lockwood was paying for everything. Even Maddison was relaxed and friendly.

But then, just as it was getting late, the five of us who had the app all received a notification at the same time. We exchanged glances, each of us reaching for our phones to see what it said.

“Final dare. Return to the office for an after-hours sex party with as many colleagues as you can.”

It was Maddison who took the lead. "Alright, everyone," she announced, her voice projected with the authority of a woman chairing a meeting. "We’ve decided that the quarterly celebration isn't over. We’re heading back to the office for some real fun.”

By the time we reached the office, the moonlight was streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows. Maddison turned on the lights, and they flickered into life.

"Lock the front doors," Maddison ordered. Then she turned to Graham. “Turn off the security cameras.”

"So," Kevin said, “What exactly are we doing here?”

“Follow me.” She led the group to the break room. “I think the women should start,” she said, pulling us to the two sofas at the end of the room. “Let’s put on a little show for our male colleagues.”

She reached behind her head and pulled the pins from her tight, severe bun. Her dark hair cascaded down her shoulders in heavy waves. Although she was ten years older than the rest of us call-centre girls, I realised she was actually incredibly sexy.

She unbuttoned her smart, navy blue jacket and let it drop from her shoulders. Until that moment, I’d always thought Amber had the biggest tits in the office, but as Maddison’s blouse came open, I realised she’d been hiding her massive breasts behind sensible suits all these years. The whole office watched as she unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a sexy, lace bra underneath that could barely contain her huge chest.

"Jesus, Maddison," Amber breathed. But Maddison just grabbed Amber and pulled her in for a deep kiss. Then she reached for the hem of Amber’s top and lifted it up over her head, making her heavy breasts drop down. Maddison unhooked her own bra and then pulled Amber on top of her on the sofa, their naked tits squashed against each other as they kissed.

The others were watching, half-stunned and half-hungry. Leon leaned casually on the counter while Kevin sank down onto one of the break room chairs, his mouth wide open. Dylan looked the most nervous, leaning in the doorway, his fingers teasing at the hem of his cardigan. Graham stopped dead as he appeared behind him, having taken care of the security cameras.

I looked at Sarah standing next to me. She was flushed and breathing heavily, her freckles standing out, ginger hair tucked prettily behind her ears. Her eyes met mine, and then she reached out a hand. I took it, and together we moved to the other sofa.

I fumbled at the buttons of her sensible cardigan. As I peeled the knitwear back, Sarah let out a long, shaky breath. I made short work of her blouse, tossing it onto the break room floor. When I reached for her bra, she lifted her arms, and I caught a glimpse of her wonderful patches of ginger hair.

Sarah’s breasts were small, firm and perfect, covered in freckles. I leaned in, taking in one of her pale nipples and sucking until she moaned with pleasure. Then I moved lower, kissing her belly before reaching for the waistband of her skirt. I tugged it down in one go, along with her cotton panties. Her wild ginger bush practically glowed under the fluorescent lights.

I eased her legs apart, spreading them wide on the sofa cushions. Her hair was thick, soft, and shockingly bright, a fiery triangle that was already glistening and matted with her own soaking wet arousal. I could feel the heat of her as I bent between her legs and gave her a long, firm lick all the way up her slit.

She was soaking, a nectar-sweet flood that tasted of pure, unadulterated sex. I delved deeper, my tongue lapping at her clit while my fingers worked to spread her even further, exposing her pink, pulsing insides. Sarah moaned, her hips bucking against my face, her fingers knotting in my hair to hold me in place.

There was a sudden weight on the sofa behind me. It was Summer. My ass was up in the air as I knelt on the sofa eating out Sarah. Summer hiked my skirt up and pulled my knickers down. I knew I was now exposed to the men gathered there, my soaking pussy already slightly open, my tight asshole on full display.

Summer leaned forward and plunged her tongue deep into my cunt. I let out a muffled shriek against Sarah’s pussy. The sensation of Summer’s tongue on me sent a violent surge of pleasure straight to my brain. After exploring my depths, she started to flick my clit with her tongue, even as I sucked on Sarah’s.

I quickly glanced around at the others. On the other sofa, Maddison and Amber were completely naked, both fingering each other furiously. Behind us, the men were standing, some leaning on the counter, others just in the middle of the floor. They all had their cocks out. Four hard, rigid dicks, standing to attention and being stroked as they watched us.

I turned back to Sarah. She was so wet and open. I slid two fingers up into her cunt, curling them up inside her and making her back arch off the sofa. But it didn’t seem enough. I added my other two fingers, my hand making a cone that I used to fuck her with as her hot, wet muscles gripped me tightly.

Suddenly, Sarah was coming, gushing all over my hand as her body shook with release. As the waves of pleasure washed over her, I felt Summer’s tongue moving up. Her fingers spread my ass cheeks, and then her warm, wet tongue was on my asshole. The unexpected sensation made my head spin. When Summer plunged two fingers into my pussy, I came hard, screaming into Sarah’s hairy pussy.

The three of us moved together on the sofa. I put my tongue in Sarah’s mouth, then Summer’s. Then the three of us shared a sloppy three-way kiss. Summer quickly undressed, and I pulled off my remaining clothes. The feeling of our three warm, naked bodies pressed together was perfect.

On the other sofa, Amber and Maddison had finished making each other come, too. Now the men moved in, eager for their turn. Graham moved towards me, Sarah and Summer. His cock was as massive as ever, thick and long, right in our faces.

"Oh my God," Summer whispered. “It’s even bigger close up.”

Sarah, still dazed and twitching from her climax, reached out tentatively, as if it might bite her. She let out a little whimper. I took the lead, my hands shaking as I gripped the base of his cock. I leaned in, my tongue darting out to lick the full length right from the balls up to the head. He let out a low, vibrating growl of pleasure. Beside me, Summer leaned in from the left, her tongue swirling around his heavy balls, her fingers digging into his thighs to hold him steady. On the right, Sarah opened her mouth wide and took the tip inside, her eyes bulging as she tried to take it deeper.

Graham looked down at the three of us as we took turns to lick, stroke and suck him. Meanwhile, Dylan moved behind Sarah, kneeling on the sofa. His cock was throbbing, leaking at the tip. He rubbed it up against Sarah’s ass and then slipped it between her folds. She gasped around Graham’s dick as Dylan penetrated her pussy. The blissful look on his face as he filled her was so hot that I couldn’t resist pulling his face in for another deep, tongue-filled kiss.

On the other sofa, Kevin had spread Maddison’s legs open wide. Her huge, sagging breasts were spreading to her armpits as his cock rubbed up against her thick, black bush. And then he was inside her, his shaft stretching her lips tight around him as he plunged deep into her cunt. Next to them, Leon was taking Amber in a similar way, his hands groping her big tits as his firm ass worked up and down between her legs. Both of them were moaning loudly with pleasure at every thrust. The sight was too much for me; I needed some dick, and I needed it now.

I gave Graham’s shaft another long lick and looked up at him. “Fuck me,” I whispered.

Graham knelt down between my legs. I was already swollen and wet, and he stretched me open as he thrust his cock deep inside me. My head fell back, and Summer pulled one of my nipples into her mouth while squeezing the other one. Graham began to fuck me hard as Summer worshipped my tits. Sarah was practically bent over me, taking Dylan from behind.

Naturally, it didn’t take long for my climax to build, and when Summer’s fingers found my clit, I came so hard my vision went black. As soon as I’d finished climaxing, Summer dragged Graham off me and opened her legs for him.

Her pussy was mostly shaved, with just a small landing strip of hair. Graham’s cock looked massive as he stretched her open and pushed inside. Her tight pink lips gripped him as he penetrated her, and I leaned over to rub her hard, swollen clit and watch him destroy her.

Sarah had just climaxed noisily, too, and now I felt Dylan move to me. His cock slid easily inside me from behind. Although not as big as Graham's, his cock was thick and curved, and it rubbed against every perfect spot inside me as he gripped my hips and began to screw me.

The break room had dissolved into a blurred, sensory overload of fucking. The rhythmic slap of skin on skin, the wet sounds, and the loud moaning filled the air. We swapped around, again and again. Leon came to me with his long, black cock, and I rode him on the sofa as the others fucked around us.

Across the room, I saw Maddison’s massive, sagging breasts swinging wildly as Graham took her standing up against the vending machine, her wide hips pinned against the glass. At one point, Amber was being spit-roasted by Kevin and Dylan on the break room table, her tits jiggling like jelly with every frantic thrust.

Finally, Kevin Lockwood found me, panting and shaking in a pool of my own essence. His cock was still rock-hard, wet with the release from one of the others. With a smirk, he pinned my wrists down to the sofa above my head with one hand. His other arm hooked behind my knee, pushing my legs back towards my shoulders until I was gaping and exposed, then he rubbed his hard cock against my clit.

"You have no idea, Bex," Kevin grinned. "I’ve spent the last six months watching your perfect ass every time you walk back to your desk. I want it, Bex," he breathed, his cock sliding lower and firmly pressing against the centre of my rear entrance.

“Mr Lockwood,” I whimpered. “I had no idea.” I could feel the head of his cock start to stretch my asshole open. “Do it,” I begged. “Fuck me in the ass.”

He was experienced, and he knew exactly how to apply the pressure. He leaned his weight over me and began to inch his way into my tightest hole. I stretched around him in the most delicious way, my eyes rolling up in my head as the waves of pleasure washed through me. All around us, the sounds of fucking continued. Maddison was draped over the arm of the sofa, her tits swinging as Dylan took her from behind. At the same time, Sarah was riding Leon, her bright ginger bush a perfect contrast to his dark shaft.

But my focus was now on that one, tight point. Kevin buried himself deeper and deeper, his girth claiming every millimetre of me, filling me, stretching me.

"God... you're so... damn... tight," Kevin groaned.

Finally, he bottomed out, his balls slapping against my tailbone. He was so deep inside my ass I could hardly breathe. He began to fuck me, and every thrust was a slow, agonisingly perfect stretch that pushed me closer to the edge. I couldn't even form words. My head thrashed back against the sofa as he took me hard, filling me completely.

“I’m coming,” I cried out, my internal muscles clamping down on him as the climax overwhelmed me. I squirted at the same time, clear liquid spraying from my pussy and covering both of us. His body went rigid, and I felt the hot, thick pulses of his release flooding my ass as he emptied himself into me.

Kevin slowly withdrew, the wet, sliding sound a final, filthy signature on the night. I lay there wrecked, listening to colleagues reaching their climaxes around me. Leon filled Sarah so completely that as she slid up and down him, it ran down his shaft and over his balls. Dylan pulled out of Maddison, spraying her heavy, soft tits with load after load of cum.

That just left Graham. He stood in front of me, holding his massive cock, looking right on the edge.

“Bex,” he said. “I want to finish with you. In you.”

I nodded and opened my legs for him, feeling Kevin’s cum still dripping from my ass. Graham slid his cock into my used and abused cunt, taking my breath away again with the sheer size of him. We kissed, our bodies pressed together as he thrust a few more times and then exploded inside me. I could feel every throbbing release, as load after load flooded me.

Graham collapsed on top of me as my legs trembled uncontrollably. Around the room, the others moaned and panted, exhausted and satisfied. Everyone was naked, dishevelled and sweaty, not what I was used to seeing in the office break room.

Amber was already lighting a cigarette and passing them around, ignoring Madisson’s glare of disapproval.

"I expect the Monday morning briefing to be... professional," Maddison said. “But if anyone wants to book a meeting room to give me a good seeing to, you know where my Outlook calendar is.”

That made me smile. I wasn’t sure what was going to happen, but the office would never be the same again.


Epilogue




It was Monday morning, three weeks after the sex party. The atmosphere in the office these days felt less like a corporate grind and more like a shared, wicked secret.

I hopped out of the passenger seat of Graham’s black SUV, smoothing down my pencil skirt. He’d spent the whole weekend at mine again. He rounded the car and opened the door for me, then pulled me into a lingering, deep kiss right there in the car park.

"See you later, Bex," he whispered, his hand giving my ass a firm squeeze. "I’ll be in the server room if you get bored."

As we headed toward the doors, a familiar silver hatchback turned into the car park, the ancient suspension bouncing as it navigated the speed bumps. Sarah and Dylan tumbled out, looking like they’d barely slept.

"Bex! Graham! Wait up!" Sarah called, her face glowing with a happy energy, despite the bags under her eyes. She practically vibrated as she reached us, her freckles standing out against her flushed skin. I noticed she had faint, purple love bites peeking out from under her collar.

“Good weekend?” I asked.

“Perfect,” she replied. “But we wanted to ask you guys something. How about coming over tonight for some more filthy shenanigans?”

“Again?” smirked Graham. “I’m up for it if Bex is.”

“Try to keep me away,” I grinned.

We went up in the elevator. When the doors opened on our floor, the first thing we saw was Maddison. She was standing at the reception desk, looking every bit the terrifying manager in a sharp navy suit. But as she turned, I noticed her top button was undone, revealing the heavy curve of her impressive cleavage. I was sure her tops were getting lower-cut every week.

She caught my eye and flashed a slow, knowing smirk. "Good morning, team," she announced. "I hope everyone is ready for a hard week of work.”

Just as we reached the centre of the open-plan office, the door to Kevin Lockwood’s office swung open. Amber stepped out, looking flushed, her hair a sexy mess. She still hadn’t worn a bra since that first dare, and her breasts bounced enticingly as she walked.

"Morning, everyone," Amber purred.

Through the gap in the door behind her, I caught a glimpse of the office inside. Kevin Lockwood was seated in his high-backed leather chair. His suit jacket was discarded on the floor, his shirt was pulled open, and his trousers were completely gone. His arms were tied to his chair with two silk neckties, one around each wrist.

Amber turned to Maddison, a wicked glint in her eyes. "Oh, Maddison. Kevin has finished briefing me, and he said he’s like a word with you next.”

Maddison’s eyes lit up. She pulled her top a little lower and marched towards the office. She practically sprinted the last few steps, disappearing into the office and slamming the door shut behind her. A second later, we heard the distinct click of the lock, and then some giggling.

“I’m not sure she’s going to be out in time for the morning meeting,” grinned Amber.

We moved to our bank of desks. Summer was already at her desk, sitting unusually upright.

“Morning, Summer,” I said cheerfully.

“Good morning,” she said stiffly, as if trying to maintain her composure.

“Looks like Summer’s got her butt plug in again,” laughed Amber, dropping down into her chair.

“Shhh,” hissed Summer, glancing around. “Leon’s visiting the office today, and he insisted. He wants me to be ready for anything when we go on our lunch break. We’re going to go over the park and do it alfresco.”

The morning sunlight streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows, illuminating a workspace that had been utterly transformed. The Office Dares app had done more than just break the rules; it had completely changed our entire relationship with work.

THE END
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