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      Farrah leaned against the edge of my desk, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders like a waterfall. There was an aura of effortless elegance around her, from the way her sapphire-blue blouse perfectly complemented her olive skin to the sparkle in her hazel eyes. I had always admired how she could make even the simplest outfit look runway-ready.

      "Allison, did you hear the news?" Farrah's voice was soft but urgent, pulling me out of my reverie.

      I looked up from my monitor, trying to focus on her words rather than the way her lips moved. "News? What news?"

      "The company got sold," she whispered, as if sharing a secret. "We're getting a new boss."

      My heart skipped a beat, and not just because of Farrah's proximity. "Seriously? Who is it going to be?"

      She shrugged, a delicate gesture that made her seem almost ethereal. "No idea yet. But apparently, they want to make some changes."

      I leaned back in my chair, the fake leather creaking under my weight. "Changes? Like what?"

      Farrah sighed, and for a moment, I was lost in the way her breath seemed to make her whole body shimmer. "Not sure. But you know how it goes. New management always means new policies, new procedures... basically a whole lot of uncertainty."

      "Great," I muttered sarcastically. "Just what we need."

      She smiled then, that radiant smile that could light up even the most dreary office grayness. "Remember our last boss? She was such a control freak."

      "Oh God, don't remind me," I said, shaking my head as memories of micromanagement and endless meetings flooded back. "I just hope this new one isn't as bad."

      Farrah nodded thoughtfully, tucking a stray lock of hair behind her ear—an action so simple yet so mesmerizing to me. "Maybe we'll get lucky and they'll actually know how to lead without breathing down our necks."

      "Fingers crossed," I replied with a weak laugh.

      Farrah's eyes met mine then, and for a split second, it felt like the world paused. Her gaze was intense but kind, and I had to remind myself to breathe.

      "You okay?" she asked gently.

      "Yeah," I said quickly, breaking eye contact and fiddling with the pen on my desk. "Just nervous about all this change. You know how it is."

      She reached out and placed a comforting hand on my shoulder. Her touch was warm and sent tingles down my spine. "We'll get through it together. We always do."

      I smiled back at her, wishing I could say more—wishing I could tell her how much she meant to me beyond our work friendship. But instead, I just nodded.

      "Thanks, Farrah. That means a lot."

      She gave my shoulder a reassuring squeeze before straightening up and returning to her own desk across from mine. As she walked away, I couldn't help but marvel at her grace and beauty once more.

      It wasn’t until the next day when we finally met our new boss. He stepped into the large, open office space with a commanding presence and an air of confidence that immediately caught everyone's attention. Heath was tall, easily over six feet, with broad shoulders that filled out his tailored suit perfectly. His chiseled jaw was accentuated by a hint of stubble, and his steel-blue eyes seemed to pierce right through you. His dark hair was artfully tousled, giving him a ruggedly handsome look that made it hard to concentrate.

      "Hello, everyone," Heath began, his deep voice resonating through the room. "I'm Heath Maxwell, your new CEO."

      The room fell silent, all eyes on him. I glanced at Farrah and saw her biting her lip, her expression a mix of awe and amusement. She caught my eye and immediately began making exaggerated pouty faces as if swooning over Heath. I had to stifle a laugh, covering my mouth to keep from bursting out. Heath was probably twice our age, but even I couldn’t deny how attractive he was.

      "I know change can be intimidating," Heath continued, his gaze sweeping across the room. "But I'm here to ensure that we not only continue the great work you've all been doing but also take this company to new heights."

      Farrah raised an eyebrow and pretended to fan herself dramatically. I shot her a look, trying to keep my composure. But honestly, I couldn't blame her—Heath looked like he had stepped straight out of a GQ magazine.

      "We'll be implementing some new strategies," Heath went on, "and I'll need your cooperation and openness to make these transitions as smooth as possible."

      Farrah made a dreamy face and clasped her hands together as if in prayer. I could feel my cheeks burning from holding back laughter.

      "If anyone has questions or concerns," Heath said warmly, "my door is always open."

      Just then, Farrah mouthed the word 'HOT' while making exaggerated air quotes with her fingers, causing me to nearly lose it. I cleared my throat loudly to cover my laugh and tried to focus on what Heath was saying.

      "I believe in collaborative leadership," he added. "Together, we'll foster an environment where innovation thrives and everyone feels valued."

      His words were met with polite applause, though I noticed several of my colleagues exchanging bewildered glances—clearly still reeling from the sudden change in leadership.

      "Alright," Heath concluded with a smile that showcased perfect white teeth. "Let's get back to work and show everyone what we're capable of."

      As he walked away towards his new office—a glass-walled corner space that offered him a panoramic view of the city—I turned back to Farrah who was shaking her head slowly in disbelief.

      "Can you believe this?" she whispered conspiratorially once Heath was out of earshot.

      I shrugged helplessly. "He's definitely... something."

      Farrah giggled softly. "He's like the epitome of every office romance movie ever made." She leaned in closer, her hazel eyes twinkling with mischief. "Think he’s single?"

      I laughed nervously. "Focus on work," I gently reminded her—and myself—though deep down I knew that concentrating would be an uphill battle with someone like Heath around.

      “Why?” she asked. “If I procrastinate then I’ll have a perfect excuse to stay late and flirt with the boss.” She winked. “You could always stay late too and we can tag team him.”

      My heart fluttered at the thought of being so close to Farrah. But sharing a man with her? I didn’t know about that. And besides, we didn’t know Heath and he was attractive enough to snatch up any woman he wanted. Farrah, I could understand, but me? He wouldn’t want anything to do with me.

      Farrah did, indeed, procrastinate so that she had to work late. Heath had been seen coming in and out of his office all day and each time I saw him, I pictured Farrah trying to seduce him. And then I pictured the other thing she said. Sharing him with me. It all had me clenching my thighs together, trying to contain the arousal threatening to spill out.

      When it was time to clock out, I was conflicted about whether or not I should stay behind with Farrah or not. She was clearly determined to stick around.

      As I gathered my things, I noticed Farrah glancing in my direction, her eyes filled with a challenge. She was daring me to stay. Part of me wanted to run out of the office and forget the whole ridiculous idea, but another part—the bolder, more adventurous part of me—wanted to see how this would play out.

      "Well, are you staying or not?" Farrah asked, her voice tinged with impatience.

      I hesitated for a moment, then sighed. "Fine. I'll stay."

      Farrah's face lit up with excitement. "Great! Let's finish up these reports together."

      We settled back at our desks, the office gradually emptying around us. Despite my best efforts to focus on work, my eyes kept wandering towards Heath’s office door, which remained firmly closed. The silence was thick with anticipation and unspoken questions.

      About an hour later, when most of the building had gone quiet and the only sounds were the hum of computers and the distant clatter of a janitor's cart, Heath's office door finally opened. He stepped out, looking just as poised and striking as he had that morning.

      "Still here?" he remarked with mild surprise as he approached our desks.

      Farrah didn't miss a beat. "Just finishing up some reports," she said lightly, tucking a lock of hair behind her ear in an almost calculated move.

      Heath nodded approvingly. "I appreciate the dedication. It's exactly what we need to push forward."

      Farrah shot me a quick glance before leaning forward slightly. "Well, Mr. Maxwell," she began in a sweet tone, "We believe in what you're trying to achieve here."

      Heath smiled, though his eyes flickered between us as if assessing our sincerity. "That's good to hear," he said after a moment. "And please, call me Heath."

      There's that smile again—the one that could melt icebergs.

      "Of course... Heath," Farrah purred.

      A moment of silence passed between us, charged with an undercurrent of something electric. I could feel my pulse quicken as Heath looked over at me. My mind raced for something intelligent to say but came up empty-handed.

      "Is there anything else you need help with tonight?" Farrah offered innocently.

      Heath considered her question thoughtfully before shaking his head. "No, I think we're good for today." He glanced at his watch and then at both of us again. "But thank you for staying late; it doesn’t go unnoticed.”

      As if on cue, Farrah stood up and stretched languidly. "Well," she said softly, "if we're all done here..."

      I followed her lead and rose from my chair as well. The room felt warmer than it had any right to be.

      Heath raised an eyebrow and looked amused. "I'll see you both tomorrow then."

      We nodded in unison and made our way towards the exit together. Once we were safely outside and beyond earshot, Farrah let out a low whistle.

      "Damn," she murmured appreciatively. "He's even more magnetic up close."

      I couldn't help but agree silently as we walked side by side into the cool night air.

      "So," she said after a moment’s reflection, nudging me playfully with her elbow. "Why'd you really stay, Allison?"

      The question hung in the air like a too-bright neon sign. I shuffled uncomfortably, pulling my cardigan tighter around myself. "I told you, I wanted to finish those reports," I replied a little too quickly.

      Farrah laughed, the sound all light and knowing. "Right, sure you did. And I'm the Queen of England."

      I bit my lip and glanced away, focusing on our footsteps echoing off the pavement. Farrah's eyes sparkled with mischief as she continued, "Come on, you can be honest with me. You want Heath as much as I do. Maybe you even liked the idea of me sharing him with you.”

      “What? No. That’s ridiculous. He’s so old…old enough to be…”

      “Come on,” she teased, “just admit it makes your panties wet.”

      “He’s our boss,” I said, finally reaching my car in the parking garage. “We shouldn’t even be having this conversation.”

      Farrah, who was parked a few spaces down, unlocked her car with the key fob. “But we are, Allison. We are.”

      She got in her car and pulled away and I slipped into mine. It was then that I saw, across the way, a tall, dark shadow at his own car about to slip inside. I couldn’t be sure, but that frame looked awfully familiar. It had to have been Heath, and if it was, had he heard our conversation?
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      The next day at work, Heath had made himself more visible, popping in and out of the office to check on everyone’s progress. When he reached my desk, his woodsy cologne swirled into my nostrils. He leaned over and I swore he was leaning closer to me than the other employees.

      "Allison," he said smoothly, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine. "How are the reports coming along?"

      I blinked up at him, my brain momentarily short-circuiting from the close proximity. "Oh, uh, they’re coming along well," I managed to say. "I should have them done by the end of the day."

      Heath nodded approvingly, his gaze lingering on me for a heartbeat longer than necessary. "Good to hear. Keep up the good work." He straightened up and ambled towards the next desk, leaving a trail of bewildered nerves in his wake.

      As soon as he was out of earshot, Farrah threw me a conspiratorial look from across the room. She mouthed, “Told you,” with a smirk and returned to her screen.

      The hours dragged on, each tick of the clock magnifying my uncertainty. By lunchtime, I had convinced myself it was all in my head—that Heath’s attentiveness was purely professional. That is, until Farrah sauntered over to my desk with a determined gleam in her eye.

      “Lunch?” she asked casually, though her expression suggested otherwise.

      “Sure,” I replied, grateful for an excuse to escape the tension-filled office.

      We found a quiet spot in the nearby park and settled on a bench beneath an oak tree. The sun was bright overhead, but all I could think about was Heath’s lingering glance and Farrah’s implications from last night.

      “So,” she began once we were seated, “did you see how close he got to you this morning?”

      I rolled my eyes. “Farrah…”

      “No, seriously.” She leaned in closer. “Allison, he’s into you. You’d have to be blind not to see it.”

      I sighed heavily. “Even if he is, it doesn’t matter. He’s our boss, and—”

      “And what?” Farrah interrupted impatiently. “He’s just a guy like any other. A hot one, sure, but still just a guy.”

      I glanced at her sideways. “You really think it’s that simple?”

      “Absolutely,” she said without hesitation. She took a bite of her sandwich and chewed thoughtfully before continuing. “You know, I’m staying late again tonight.”

      My stomach did a little flip at her words. “Why?” I asked cautiously.

      She shrugged nonchalantly but there was an undeniable spark in her eyes. “I told you why before—I think I might score with him.”

      The air around us seemed to crackle with the weight of her statement. The idea of Farrah being alone with Heath after hours made my chest tighten uncomfortably.

      “What if… what if he’s testing us both? Seeing who’ll make the first move?” I pondered aloud.

      Farrah chuckled softly. “Well then,” she said slyly, “why don’t we make it interesting?”

      “What do you mean?” I asked warily.

      “Let’s both stay late tonight,” she suggested with a mischievous glint in her eye. “See what happens when we’re all alone together.”

      My pulse quickened at the proposition; part of me thrilled by the idea while another part urged caution.

      “Are you serious?” I whispered, my voice barely above a breath.

      Farrah nodded, her eyes dancing with excitement. "Come on, Allison. It'll be fun, and besides, we're both curious, aren't we?"

      I bit my lip, feeling the rush of adrenaline mixed with apprehension. "Okay," I agreed finally. "But just to see what happens."

      Farrah grinned widely and bumped my shoulder playfully. "That's the spirit!"

      As the afternoon wore on, I found it harder to focus on work. My mind kept drifting back to Heath's deep voice and the way his gaze seemed to pierce right through me.

      Finally, when the office started to clear out and the clock ticked closer to six, I packed up my things and gave Farrah a meaningful look. She nodded in silent agreement as we both made our way to Heath's office.

      To our surprise, when we arrived at his door, it was open, and he was still there, looking engrossed in some paperwork.

      "Hey Heath," Farrah called out casually as if this were an everyday occurrence.

      Heath looked up from his desk and smiled. "Ladies, what brings you here this late?"

      Farrah stepped forward confidently. "Oh, just thought we'd get a head start on tomorrow's work."

      I hovered near the door, inwardly cringing at how transparent we probably seemed.

      Heath raised an eyebrow but didn't comment on her obvious lie. Instead, he leaned back in his chair and studied us both for a moment. "I appreciate your dedication." His eyes flickered between Farrah and me before settling on me again. "Allison, could you come in for a moment? I need to discuss those reports."

      My heart skipped a beat as I nodded and walked into his office. Farrah shot me a quick wink before I closed the door behind me.

      Once we were alone, the room felt charged with tension. Heath gestured for me to sit down opposite him.

      "So," he began smoothly, "how are you finding your workload?"

      "It's manageable," I replied cautiously, unsure where this conversation was heading.

      His lips curved into that almost predatory smile I'd come to recognize. "That's good to hear." He leaned forward slightly. "I've noticed you put in extra effort lately."

      I swallowed hard, his proximity making my thoughts jumble together. "Just trying to do my best."

      "Your best is more than enough," he murmured softly.

      The air between us grew thicker with each passing second until there was an abrupt knock on the office door.

      Farrah poked her head in without waiting for an invitation. "Sorry to interrupt," she said brightly. "But I have a quick question about those figures from last week."

      Heath leaned back again and waved her in with an easy smile. "Of course, Farrah."

      As she stepped inside and closed the door behind her again, I couldn't shake the feeling that we were all circling around something inevitable.

      Farrah jumped straight into her questions about figures—questions I realized she already knew the answers to—and Heath answered patiently while occasionally glancing over at me as if gauging my reactions.

      When their conversation finally wound down, Heath turned his full attention back to both of us simultaneously.

      "You know," he started casually yet deliberately emphasizing each word, "I must admit, it's not often I have such dedicated employees staying late."

      Farrah's eyes sparkled with mischief as she leaned against the edge of his desk, her fingers tracing an imaginary line along the polished wood. "Well, we thought dedication might be... appreciated," she purred.

      I felt a hot blush creep up my neck as Farrah's innuendo hung in the air. Heath's gaze shifted from Farrah to me and then back to her again, his expression unreadable.

      "Farrah," he said, voice low and measured, "what exactly are you suggesting?"

      Without missing a beat, Farrah straightened and took a step closer to him. "I'm suggesting that sometimes, breaking the rules can be fun." She reached for the top button of her blouse and slowly began to unfasten it.

      "Farrah!" I hissed, my voice barely above a whisper. But she ignored me, her attention solely on Heath and the way he watched her movements with an intensity that made my heart race.

      His jaw tightened. "This isn't appropriate," he muttered. Yet he didn't stop her as she continued down the row of buttons.

      "But that's what makes it exciting," Farrah replied softly, slipping the blouse off her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. Her lacy black bra contrasted starkly against her smooth tan skin.

      I couldn't look away. Farrah's body was a work of art—her curves were perfectly proportioned, her waist tapering down to hips that flared out just enough to suggest both strength and femininity. Her breasts were full and high, held snugly by the delicate lace that did little to conceal their shape.

      Heath inhaled sharply as Farrah reached behind her back and unclasped the bra, letting it slip down her arms until it joined her blouse on the floor. She stood there unabashedly in front of us, completely at ease in her nakedness.

      "Allison," Heath murmured hoarsely, his eyes flicking over to me briefly before returning to Farrah's exposed form. "This—is this something you want too?"

      My mind was a whirlwind of emotions—fear, excitement, longing—all fighting for dominance. I opened my mouth but no sound came out. Farrah took advantage of my hesitation and stepped even closer to Heath.

      "We both want this," she said confidently on my behalf, placing one hand on Heath's chest. He seemed to waver for a moment before his resolve crumbled entirely. His hands moved instinctively to catch Farrah's waist as she climbed onto his lap and pressed herself against him.

      The sight nearly took my breath away—the taut lines of Farrah’s body against Heath’s muscular frame formed an intoxicating blend of power and vulnerability.

      "Allison..." Heath's voice pulled me back into reality even as his hands roamed across Farrah’s soft skin with a reverence that was impossible to ignore. "Are you sure about this?"

      In that moment all doubts vanished; replaced by an overwhelming desire that burned hotter than any fear or apprehension could ever hope to quench.

      “Yes,” I finally whispered.

      With that, Heath leaned up and kissed Farrah while his hands swept up her bare back. His fingers tangled in her hair, pulling her head back as he kisses his way down her neck and to her breasts.

      Farrah’s eyes fluttered closed, a soft moan escaping her lips as Heath's mouth worked its way down her chest. I could see the goosebumps rising on her skin, her body responding to his touch in ways that made my heart pound even harder, if that were possible.

      "Come here," Farrah murmured, her voice dripping with seduction. She reached out a hand to me. Heat and trepidation coiled within me, pulling me forward despite my inner protests.

      As I took a hesitant step closer, Farrah's hand found my wrist, guiding me around the desk until I was inches away from them. The smell of their mingling scents—her vanilla perfume and his musky cologne—was intoxicating.

      She pulled me down to her level, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, "It's okay, Allison. Just let go."

      I swallowed hard as she fumbled with Heath’s tie, yanking it off before her nimble fingers began unbuttoning his shirt. With each button that came undone, more of Heath's chiseled torso was revealed. His skin was a light shade of bronze, muscles rippling under the smooth surface as Farrah's fingers traced his collarbone.

      Heath's eyes never left mine as Farrah worked on his shirt, their dark depths ablaze with an unspoken hunger—a hunger that ignited something feral within me. I felt my breathing quicken when he shrugged off his shirt entirely, discarding it carelessly onto the floor.

      Farrah slid off his lap just long enough to shimmy out of her skirt. Her panties now barely concealed anything more than they revealed. She sat back down on Heath’s legs, rubbing herself against him as he groaned low in his throat.

      “Allison,” she called again, this time more insistently. Her hands drifted to the hem of my own blouse, fingers brushing lightly against my stomach as she lifted it over my head and cast it aside.

      I shivered involuntarily at the sensation and Farrah smiled knowingly before leaning in and pressing a gentle kiss to my lips—a kiss that was surprisingly sweet given the circumstances. She tasted faintly of peppermint from the gum she always chewed after lunch.

      Heath watched us intently but did not interrupt; instead he reached for Farrah’s hips and guided her movements against him rhythmically. His own arousal was unmistakable now, evident through his tailored trousers as Farrah ground against him with increasing urgency.

      “Touch him,” Farrah breathed between kisses while guiding my hands towards Heath’s chest.

      I hesitated momentarily before letting my fingers roam across the expanse of smooth skin and hardened muscle beneath them. He sighed into the contact, closing his eyes briefly as if savoring it.

      Farrah continued encouraging us both with soft words and gentle touches until she finally clambered off Heath long enough to step out of her remaining underwear entirely—leaving nothing between our hungry gazes and every inch of her exquisite form.

      She knelt before us both then leaned in towards Heath and began unfastening his slacks. He shifted his hips to help her pull them down with his briefs and when his cock fell back against his stomach, we both gasped.

      It was big. Porno big. Heath began to stroke it while staring at us. “Well?” he asked. “Who wants a taste?”

      Farrah was licking her lips and leaned forward, swiping her tongue along the underside of his shaft. I watched as I slipped out of my own skirt and panties, dropping beside her.

      As I kneeled next to Farrah, our eyes met briefly, a silent agreement passing between us. We were in this together. Farrah took the initiative, wrapping her delicate fingers around Heath’s thick length and guiding his tip towards her waiting mouth. The sight was mesmerizing—the way her lips parted and enveloped him, taking inch after inch with practiced ease.

      Heath drew a sharp breath as Farrah took him deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him slowly. His eyes fluttered closed for a moment before he looked back at me, the smolder in his gaze intensifying. “Your turn,” he murmured, almost as if it was both a command and a plea.

      Farrah pulled back just enough to let me in, her lips glistening as she nodded encouragingly. I leaned forward tentatively, my heart pounding in my chest as I took him into my mouth. The sensation was overwhelming—his taste, his size—all-consuming.

      His hand found its way to my hair, gently guiding me as I moved up and down his length. Farrah’s hands remained busy, one stroking the base of his shaft while the other cupped his balls, massaging them softly. She leaned over and whispered in my ear, her breath hot against my skin. “See? You’re doing great.”

      Emboldened by her words, I sucked harder, my tongue swirling around his sensitive tip while Farrah’s fingers continued their expert dance. Heath’s groans grew louder, reverberating through the room like a symphony of pleasure.

      Farrah then shifted slightly, her free hand drifting between my thighs. I gasped around Heath’s cock as she brushed against my clit through the thin fabric of my panties. “Just relax,” she cooed, pressing a kiss to my cheek before slipping her fingers beneath the lace.

      Her touch was electric, sending waves of heat crashing through me as she teased my folds with feather-light strokes. My moans were muffled by Heath’s cock but he clearly felt the vibrations because he growled low in his throat.

      Farrah alternated between pleasuring Heath and me with such skill that it left my head spinning. She would take him deep into her mouth while thrusting two fingers inside me before pulling away to let me take over again.

      The room was filled with the heady scent of arousal and the sounds of our shared ecstasy—moans, sighs, the wet slickness of mouths on flesh. Heath’s breathing grew ragged; his grip in my hair tightened almost possessively as he neared his climax.

      “Fuck, you two are incredible,” he rasped out, his voice thick with impending release.

      Farrah locked eyes with me one last time before we both increased our efforts, working in perfect unison to drive him over the edge. Her fingers moved faster inside me while I swallowed more of him down until finally—

      Heath tensed beneath us, a guttural cry escaping his lips as he came hard into our eager mouths. Warm jets of cum filled me first before I pulled away to share it with Farrah who hungrily took over again.

      We stayed there for a moment—our bodies trembling from the intensity—before eventually pulling back to catch our breaths. Farrah looked at me with a mischievous smirk and said, “Now I want to see him fuck you.”

      “What?” My heart raced. I couldn’t believe what she was saying.

      Heath smiled and ran his fingers through my hair. “You two are so beautiful. Still so new to life. Fresh out of college. And I’m so much older. We shouldn’t be doing any of this.”

      Farrah rolled her eyes. “It’s too late for taking the moral high ground now,” she said. She stood and pulled me up with her. Then she laid me back against his desk and spread my legs wide. “Tell me you don’t want to slide your cock into that juicy pussy.” Farrah leaned down and licked at me until I shuddered.

      “Fuck,” Heath hissed as he stroked his cock back to life. “Fine. You’ve convinced me.”

      With that, he stood and placed the tip of his cock at my entrance. Farrah’s fingers trailed up to my breasts as she leaned in to kiss me deeply. Her lips were soft, a stark contrast to the hard, throbbing length that was pressing against my entrance. Heath watched us intently, his eyes dark with desire.

      "You're so wet," Farrah murmured against my mouth, her fingers tweaking my nipples until they were taut peaks. "Heath is going to love every second inside you."

      Heath pushed forward slowly, stretching me inch by delicious inch. I moaned into Farrah's mouth, my back arching off the desk as he filled me completely. The sensation was overwhelming—Farrah's kisses, Heath's thickness sliding in and out of me—it was almost too much to bear.

      "God, you're tight," Heath groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he started to thrust with more urgency. "You feel incredible."

      Farrah's hand slipped between us, her fingers finding my clit and rubbing circles around it in time with Heath's movements. She looked down, watching the way our bodies connected with unabashed fascination.

      "That's it, baby," she whispered to me. "Take him deep. Show him how good you can be."

      I could barely form coherent thoughts as pleasure overtook me. Every thrust sent shockwaves through my body, building a tension deep within that had nowhere to go but up. Farrah's relentless caresses only heightened the intensity, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

      Heath's pace quickened, his breaths coming out in ragged gasps as he fucked me harder. "I'm not going to last long," he warned, his voice tight with strain.

      "Don't hold back," Farrah urged him, her eyes blazing with excitement. She leaned down again, sucking hard on one of my nipples before looking up at him. "Make her come with you."

      Heath's grip tightened on my hips as he drove into me with renewed vigor. My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave—sudden and powerful—sending tremors throughout my entire body. I cried out, clutching at Farrah for support as the pleasure consumed me.

      Heath followed moments later, a guttural growl escaping his lips as he spilled himself inside me. His movements slowed but remained deep as we both rode out the final waves of our climaxes together.

      He pulled out slowly, his cum trickling down my taint toward the desk. Farrah climbed over me, lowering her hips over my mouth and her mouth over my pussy. “I want to taste him on you,” she breathed against my skin, sending a new wave of pleasure through me.

      Seeing Farrah’s pussy up close was like seeing heaven. It was beautiful and dripping wet. I stretched out my tongue and tasted her while she tasted me. Heath shifted around us until he was behind Farrah.

      “Your turn,” he said with that deep, older voice of his. He pressed the tip of his cock to her pussy but she stopped him.

      “Not there,” she said, turning over her shoulder with a wink. She moved the tip of his cock to her ass and said, “There.”

      My eyebrows shot to my hairline and so did Heath’s. “You girls are so much dirtier than I thought.”

      Farrah moaned. “Filthy.”

      I sucked on her clit while I watched Heath dip his fingers inside Farrah’s pussy and use her own juices to lube her puckered asshole. He spit on his cock, adding an extra layer of slickness before pressing the tip to her entrance.

      Farrah gasped, her body tensing for a brief moment before relaxing against the pressure. "That's it, Heath. Just like that," she encouraged him through gritted teeth, her voice vibrating with both anticipation and pleasure.

      I kept my tongue working on her clit, feeling her muscles tighten and pulse with every inch of Heath's cock pushing into her ass. Her taste, a mix of sweetness and the tang of our combined juices, was intoxicating. It drove me to lap at her even more fervently, my own excitement building despite having just come.

      Heath grunted as he bottomed out, his hands gripping Farrah’s hips with undeniable possession. "You feel so good," he growled, starting to move in a slow rhythm that made Farrah's body writhe above me.

      Farrah's hands were everywhere—tangling in my hair, clutching at the edge of the desk for support, reaching behind to grab onto Heath's thighs. "Yes! That's it!" she cried out as Heath found a steady pace, thrusting deep and hard into her ass.

      Her moans grew louder, sending vibrations through my pussy as she continued to devour me with relentless passion. The sight of her arousal, the way her eyes fluttered shut and then opened wide with every thrust from Heath, made me want to give her everything I had.

      I slipped two fingers into Farrah’s wetness while my tongue continued to flick over her swollen clit. She responded instantly, bucking against both mine and Heath’s movements with a wild abandon that made something primal awaken inside me.

      "Don't stop," she begged, looking down at me with eyes that blazed with desire. "I'm so close."

      "Come for us, Farrah," Heath commanded from behind her, his voice rough and commanding. "Let us feel you."

      The combination of his authoritative tone and my unrelenting touch pushed Farrah over the edge. Her body tightened and shuddered as she climaxed hard around my fingers and Heath's cock. She screamed our names in ecstasy, trembling violently as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her.

      Heath groaned deeply, his pace becoming erratic as he neared his own release. He drove into Farrah one last time before stilling completely, his grip tightening on her hips as he poured himself into her ass.

      Farrah collapsed on top of me, both of us panting heavily as we came down from our highs. Heath slowly withdrew from her, leaving a trail of heat and satisfaction in his wake.

      For a moment, there was nothing but the sound of our breathing mingling together—the aftermath of something profound and electrifying. My body thrummed with a lingering euphoria that made it impossible to move or think about anything else.

      Finally, Farrah lifted herself off me enough to give me a languid kiss on the lips—a silent thank you and an unspoken promise all in one.

      Heath leaned in too, brushing his lips across Farrah’s shoulder before catching my gaze with a smirk that hinted at future possibilities.

      "Well ladies," he said with that deep rumble that never failed to send shivers down my spine. "That was... spectacular."

      "You two were amazing," she said softly, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. "I think we should definitely do this again sometime."

      Heath chuckled breathlessly. "I'd say that's an understatement."

      I nodded weakly in agreement, still trying to catch my breath and process everything that had just happened. The three of us hesitated on getting dressed, too busy admiring each other’s bodies still.

      “So does this mean I don’t have to worry about a lawsuit?” Heath teased. “Especially considering our age differences. That wouldn’t look so good for my career.”

      Farrah stepped into Heath while I rose up on my elbows, still laying on his desk. She touched his chest and smiled. “I did not come in here to ruin your career. I came in because I was wet for you the moment I saw you.”

      Heath gripped her wrist and leaned in to kiss her before turning to me. “You girls will be the death of me. Parading such ripe bodies around me all day will only lead to trouble.”

      “It’s too late for the moral high ground now,” Farrah said again.

      Heath took her hand and mine and yanked our bodies into his solid one. “Then I guess we better make the most of it.”
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