
        
            
                
            
        

    
Presented to the Businessmen
A Younger Woman Older Men Workplace Menage Erotic Story


by Jessica Whitethread



Young, beautiful, and assigned to sell software to shy tech guys, Zoey has learned that a little sexy flirting is a great way to get what she wants.

But when several older and more experienced executives decide to sit in on one of her pitch meetings, they quickly see the game she's playing and know exactly how to handle her.

They challenge Zoey on her tactics, but she insists that it's never wrong to turn someone on to get what you want.

So they decide to turn the tables on her and put her self-serving attitude to the test.

Before she's fully thought through what she's agreed to, she's giving a very public sales pitch in a very embarrassing condition, and her big mouth just keeps getting her into bigger trouble.

This is a bad time to discover that being publicly humiliated is her newest turn-on ...


Reader Advisory: This story is for mature audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, several dominant older men and a submissive younger woman, public humiliation and exhibition, workplace nudity, and rough sex. All characters are 18 or older.
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Not A Typical Meeting

A well-dressed man approaches me as I pull up in front of 1400 Waldorf St. He gestures for me to roll down my window. After a moment of confusion, I realize he's a valet.

"You want my keys?" I ask, hurrying to roll down my window.

Immediately I feel like an idiot. He needs the thing the keys are attached to, too. The car I'm sitting in.

"You can step out here," he gestures. I unlock my door and he opens it for me, handing me a ticket.

"Umm, thanks. I've got a meeting at HLM. It's with -" I scramble for the phone in my purse, trying to remember the details my boss gave me.

He points inside. "Tell them. I just do the parking."

"Oh, right." I flush. "Of course. Thanks."

"No problem."

I extract myself from my car, wishing I'd thrown out the empty coke can in the cup holder or at least kicked the spare tampons out of sight under the passenger seat. How was I supposed to know this place had valet parking?

I'm a bit of a mess this morning. I had a date last night that went wrong in every way it could have. I thought I was going to get laid for the first time in three months, and instead I got to listen to a cryptocurrency pitch and then got ditched to take the bus home - two transfers, one of which I missed.

I deleted the asshole from my phone, but I'm still running on lack of sleep, coffee, and latent, unsatisfied horniness. I got home so late and exhausted I couldn't even treat myself to a chapter of a steamy book and a playdate with Mr. Vibrator and I really could have used one. My alarm woke me up from a dream about being bound in front of an open window with someone taking my clothes off one by one from behind. Even in the dream I didn't get to finish.

The valet pulls away from the curb and around the side of the building, leaving me on the broad sidewalk. I'm looking up at the tall, glass facade of a commercial high rise. It's at least twenty or thirty stories, but it just blends in against the other steel and concrete and glass towers of the central business district.

I don't get over this way that often, or downtown at all for that matter. A year ago I finished my computer science degree and ran headfirst into what all the recruiters have been calling the worst job market in tech they've seen since the housing crash. Well, I'm a resourceful girl and I know how to dress myself and do a bit of makeup, so I came up with plan B and landed a position as a sales rep for a dumpy little startup that sells business solutions software.

I spend my days dressed in a low-cut top or clingy sweater and a cute skirt giving sales pitches to nerdy assistant IT managers in the back offices of corporate server rooms. Am I proud of it? Not particularly. Am I using my degree? Not really. Does it pay the bills? Kind of, yeah.

I've been doing on-site presentations like the one I'm here to give today for a few months now, but none of them have been at a place anything like this. Maybe the building has a basement?

My feet carry me in through a huge revolving door to a soaring atrium. There's lots of polished, expensive-looking marble whose only job is to look big and empty, probably while costing more rent per square foot than my entire apartment. It's literally a thirty second walk to reach the reception desk at the far side near the elevators and I'm in three-inch heels. It feels like an eternity that I'm just listening to the echo of my own footsteps and making awkward eye contact with the guy at the huge front desk waiting patiently for me to get into earshot.

"Hi, I'm Zoey Paulson from Connectra Business Solutions," I say as I finally reach him. "I have a meeting with someone from HLM. They didn't give me a name."

He looks me up on what must be some kind of security clearance list and nods. He points me towards the bank of elevators. "Floor thirty-nine. Use one of the three elevators all the way on the left. I'll call to let them know you're headed up."

"Oh, okay … thanks." No basement, I guess.

I try to run through my presentation in my head as the elevator climbs. The doors ding open to a reception area even more expensive-looking than the lobby, but smaller and more intimate. Instead of polished marble, the surfaces are polished, dark-stained wood.

I give my name to the woman at the desk. As she looks me up in her appointments system, I run my eyes down the directory. All the names have VP next to them. VP of Product Management. VP of Holdings Coordination. VP of Compliance.

I realize my mouth has gone a little dry. Am I … in the executive suite? Why?

I'm about to interrupt the secretary to tell her I think there's been a mistake, but she's already talking to someone in her ear piece. After a moment she clicks it off and motions me to follow her.

"We're right this way," she tells me.

Down a hallway, she stops to hold a door open for me and I step through it into a small conference room.

I poke my head inside. A youngish guy in a gray suit is sitting at a long conference table. He doesn't look like a VP of anything, but looks can be deceiving. I'd guess he's only my age, maybe even a little younger.

"Hi," I say a little uncertainly. "I'm the Connectra rep. Is this the right place?"

"Hey, welcome!" he greets me enthusiastically.

His eyes get a little big as he takes me in. It's a sort of giddy, disbelieving look I know all too well. Immediately, I'm a bit more at ease.

Even when I'm running on sexually frustrated fumes, I know how to look good: thin plunge bra, low-cut blouse, dark skirt that stops above the knee.

Do your worst, boys. Get yourselves the fanciest building in the best sector of downtown - I'll still win you with a smile. This is still my home turf.

"I'm Zoey," I introduce myself.

"Blake," he reciprocates, holding out a hand. "I'm the new IT solutions lead here."

"Perfect, I'm a solutions girl myself! We're going to get along really well, I think. Should I get set up?"

He nods eagerly.

"This is a much nicer place than where I'm usually doing my presentations," I tell him conversationally as I figure out the connections for the projector. "You must be a pretty important guy around here."

He laughs. "I'm not usually up on this floor. One of my bosses has been mentoring me recently and he's going to pop in if he has a minute."

"Oh, okay. I was kind of wondering," I admit. "For a minute I was sure there was some kind of mistake."

"Welcome to my world. I have that thought most mornings. Apparently it's called impostor syndrome."

I laugh, only barely exaggerating for his benefit. I'm starting to like this guy. He's going to be easy to talk to. "Everyone has that," I promise him. "We're all just trying to keep the charade going as long as we can."

"You feel that way, too?"

"Oh, all the time." I wave a spec sheet at him from my materials packet. It's covered in statistical regressions and performance analytics that nobody ever asks about. "Look at all this stuff I'm supposed to have memorized. Talk about unrealistic." I set it down on the table.

"I'm a simple girl, Blake," I explain familiarly. "I hate all the details. I just like making people happy. What I know for sure is that we have some crazy smart people who made some really good software that makes our clients lots of money. With all of that already done, my job's pretty easy in comparison, isn't it?"

He nods. "I guess so."

"Blake," I tell him sagely, "I can already tell you're a good guy and that we're going to get along really well."

I lean backwards against the conference table next to him. My chest lines up with his eyes and I catch him taking several discrete glances. I don't think he could look away if he wanted to, and it's a sensation I kind of love.

"We'll get started in a minute," I assure him. "Maybe you could tell me a bit about your department and what it's like to work here? I always like to give my presentations a … well, personal touch."

"Oh, sure. Well, like I said I'm the solutions lead."

He starts to talk about his responsibilities and how long he's been here. I nod encouragingly. Everybody loves talking about themselves.

I watch him as he speaks. I pick out his good qualities - that makes it easier to establish a good relationship dynamic, I always find.

Good quality one: he smells good. He takes care of himself. He's wearing a decent cologne and it's not so strong that I can't detect a hint of his own fresh, masculine scent beneath it.

He's not bad looking, either. He's got a bright, sort of exuberant face and he clearly gets to the gym. His chest and arms have the kind of relaxed thickness that makes me want to see him in motion, maybe a little sweaty. I bet he works hard to please.

Whenever his account slows down, I encourage him with an admiring 'You did all that?' or 'Wow, that must have gotten some heads turned.'

"It's crazy you've accomplished so much so fast here," I tell him. "I hope your girlfriend knows she's hitched her wagon to a rising star and treats you accordingly."

He shakes his head in confusion. "Oh, no, I don't have a … I'm single."

"You don't!?" I touch his leg in expressive disbelief. I feel dense muscle under the pant fabric. "You probably work crazy hours, huh? You don't even have time left over to have any fun."

I shake my head sympathetically. "Well, I guess you've got to make it count then, right?"

Being a little flirty like this is something that mostly happens on auto-pilot for me at this point. But this guy is such an nonthreatening puppy dog - with a body that could be a lot of fun - that I'm considering breaking a rule or two …

My eyes flick to his crotch. Sometimes these flat-ironed suit pants give you a surprisingly good idea of what a guy is working with.

God, I'm really in a certain kind of mood.

I'm about to suggest he let me take him out for a drink after work to celebrate our soon-to-be-finalized contract, but I'm interrupted by the door swinging open.

It happens suddenly and without warning. My hand shoots off Blake's leg and I scramble upright off the table. By the time I've done so, three men have entered.

The newcomers are older, probably forties or fifties. They're dressed in expensive suits. They have good skin and crisp haircuts. Without exception, they're attractive in the way that only rich, successful people seem to be. Next to them, Blake is suddenly a lot less impressive. These guys match the surroundings in a way few could.

For a moment, I just stare at them.

The one closest to me steps forward. He's got dark hair with just the hint of distinguished salting. His shoulders are broad and the hand he reaches out to offer me is strong and moves with ease. What roots me to the spot, however, is his piercing eyes. They seem to look into me and through me, seeing every layer in a glance. They're a deep brown, almost black.

I feel myself blushing.

"John Mann," he introduces himself. "VP of Logistics."

He turns to gesture to the two others. "This is Peter Galford, Head of Shipping, and Simon Atkins, Senior Operations Consultant. Blake probably mentioned we'd be stepping in for a few minutes. He's part of our executive-track mentee program and we like to get a sense of his decision-making environment from time to time."

John Mann. Should I know the name? I feel like I should.

"Nice to meet you," I manage to say. "I'm Zoey Paulson, here from Connectra."

They move past me and take seats at the table.

"So, Blake, what did we miss?" John asks.

It's clear that Blake, like me, is made a bit nervous by the new arrivals. "Not too much. We were just getting to know each other."

The man checks his watch - its thick, gold band and crystalline face flash from beneath his sleeve. "Still on the pleasantries? Well, let's not waste anymore time, then." He turns to me. "Proceed whenever you're ready."

The other men regard me expectantly.

I'm suddenly very aware of the discount brand logo stitched into the chest of my blouse and the several inches of gratuitous cleavage I'm showing right next to it. My mouth has gotten a little dry. Being under their scrutiny is something like a physical sensation.

"Umm, I'll just the presentation going, then," I offer.

"Thank you, that would be welcome."

I clamber back around the table to my laptop and click open the sales pitch PowerPoint I've lined up.

A very bad, neon slide with a clip art pun pops up against the far wall. Leave LOGistics to the lumberjacks! it reads. There's an animation and everything. There's even a goofy little trombone sound effect that is not nearly high quality enough to sound good over this room's expensive multimedia system.

I die a little inside. The presentation is designed by our graphics team - well, our graphics guy. My job is just to have a pretty face and stick to the script. Sometimes I make a few self-deprecating jokes about it, but my sense is that those wouldn't land too well with this audience.

"Right. Great. Ah, well, I'll start with a little bit about us, then." I click over to the next slide. "Connectra is -"

"Zoey, clients don't care who you are until they know what you can do for them," one of the newcomers interrupts. I look around in surprise to see it's the man introduced as Peter Galford: lighter colored hair, a slightly impatient expression. "Start with the useful part. The background and due diligence can come later."

My blush deepens. "Umm, right. Of course. Let me just skip … ahead …"

I try to click through the slides. The one that reads, What can we do for you? is literally the last one in the deck. Finally I get to it.

"Our cloud-based logistics coordination suite will help you streamline your operations, save you time and money, and reduce loss-age by two-hundred percent or more." I deliver the line as brightly as possible. It's usually the finale of the pitch.

"Reduce losses by two-hundred percent?" Now it's the third man, Simon Atkins. At least he seems to find this all a bit funny. "Does that mean we'll start finding products we didn't pay for on our warehouse shelves?"

"Sorry, I meant to say twenty percent." I shuffle my notes. "Twenty percent or more. Not two-hundred percent, sorry."

"Twenty percent," John repeats accommodatingly. "I think we knew what you meant."

My eyes flash to him gratefully. He's so intimidating that even one gracious word is like the sun coming up.

Something tightens hotly in my lower abdomen. He's really, really attractive.

Have I mentioned I have a bit of a thing for older men?

Before I can try to find some flow for my presentation, Peter indicates a question with a wave of his hand. He's holding one of my brochures.

"It says here you operate the software via your cloud partners, but we have privacy agreements that require us to hold our customer records in-house. Can we interface with your analytics directly over a remote connection?"

"Umm," I falter, "that question would have a bit of a technical answer." I'm trying to think back to my undergrad networking protocols course from three years ago. "I would have to check with …"

"Your API, then. I imagine the answer would be in the documentation?"

"Our API? What about it?"

He squints at me, exasperation growing on his face. "The access protocol. As I said."

He glances at his colleagues, as if to reassure himself that his question is perfectly reasonable. I can only assume that it is, but I have no idea how to answer.

"I can have one of our engineers get back to you on that when -"

"You're the one they sent. Surely you have some purpose?"

"I - uh - yes, in fact I do." My voice becomes a little testy. "If you'd let me resume my presentation, I think a lot of these questions can be explained."

He checks his own watch and then makes a face. He seems to have written this all off as a waste of time.

I glance to John for support, but even he is frowning a little bit. As if he's a little disappointed in me. Who can blame him? I'm a hot mess, standing up here. He'd probably put me straight. A little guidance, a little discipline …

I don't have a father-figure kink. I don't.

"Maybe you'd learn more from her if you let her actually speak." To my amazement, it's Blake who's sticking up for me. He's clearly afraid of conflict with his superiors, but he's risking it anyways.

Unfortunately for both of us, it doesn't have the desired effect.

"I wish," Peter erupts, "that I had the time to waste to give every obviously incompetent person a third chance to get the basics right, but -"

Before he can finish, it's now John Mann who silences him with a wave. "Peter, we were supposed to be here just to listen, remember?" He points to Blake. "What do you make of Ms. Paulson's presentation, so far? If we weren't here?"

"Well, it sounds like they have a lot to offer. Before you got here, Zoey was telling me about it."

"Would you mind sharing the details that led you to that conclusion?"

Blake starts to get flustered. John puts him out of his misery.

By turning his eyes on me. His piercing gaze locks me in place. I've been subconsciously trying to pull down the hem of my skirt, but at best it only reaches to mid-thigh.

"You're quite attractive, aren't you, Ms. Paulson?"

I gape at him. I was prepared for just about any set of words out of his mouth other than those. "Me? Umm, well, thank you."

"Were you flirting with Blake, before we arrived?"

A slight blush comes into my face. "What do you mean? No. We were just talking."

"Was it an accident you had your tits in his face?"

I freeze in shock. My hand falls to my side. "My t - tits in his face?"

His eyes are steady and unapologetic, rooting me to the spot. "Yes, they generally end up where you choose to put them, don't they?"

I look down at my chest, too taken aback to think of an appropriate response. A sliver black bra cup is peeking out and I hastily fix it.

"I didn't mean - I mean, I don't think - I wasn't trying to …" I trail off. "I don't think that's a fair accusation," I say finally.

John turns to Blake. "Son, this woman doesn't appear to know her own pretty little ass from an order form. You're going to learn that when you have decision-making authority, people will take any advantage they can to get on your good side. This is what that looks like."

Blake is looking uncomfortable and keeps trying to catch my eye, but I avoid his gaze. This is all beyond mortifying.

"Your team is having a staff meeting at the moment, I believe?" John asks.

Blake nods. "That's right."

"I think it would be a better use of your time to go join them and keep communication lines with your staff open. We'll conclude our business with Ms. Paulson here. If we need you, we'll let you know."

Blake is looking thoroughly confused and a bit embarrassed. I'm sure I'll end up being the jerk in all of this, but right now he's still processing what has been a very strange ten minutes. He stands.

"Of course. You always teach me it's critical to stay involved in my team's operations first and foremost."

"Good boy."

Blake makes his way out of the room. There's a sinking feeling in my stomach as I watch him go.


Getting What's Coming

"Sweet kid," John says idly after the door has closed. "Impressionable and a little naive at times, but certainly easy to like. That can go a long way."

He turns back to me. It takes me a beat to realize he's waiting for me to agree.

"Oh, right," I nod. "Yeah, I thought so from the moment we met. He seems very nice."

"Eager to please. Easy to take advantage of, maybe."

All of a sudden he's talking to me like we're friends. After what he just accused me of? I should leave. The sale is blown, so I should just leave.

But shock is slowly resolving into anger as I process what's happening. Who is he to talk to me this way?

"I don't really see what business it is of yours where I put my tits," I tell him, my voice becoming a bit steadier. "If you're so obsessed with them, that's your problem, isn't it?"

He laughs. "Ah, I see. That's how you justify it to yourself."

"I'm not justifying anything to myself!"

I can feel a blush spreading up my neck and across my face.

"Now you've gone and embarrassed her, John," Peter murmurs. "And you tell me I'm the one who's too direct."

"She's a pretty little thing," Simon Atkins adds. "If she wants to trade on her looks while she has them, let her."

John nods. "You're right. We all make our choices. I just hope she's being more honest with herself than she's being with us. The guilt in her face tells me she knows what she's doing isn't entirely commendable."

"That's enough!" I burst out. "Fine, I like it when I get along with my potential clients. They like it when I'm nice to them. Sometimes physical attraction plays a part in it. So what? As far as I'm concerned, if you're so easily led around by your dick that you buy something from me that you shouldn't have, I'm not going to lose sleep over it."

"No empathy at all, then. You can't imagine the roles being reversed?"

I scoff. "Sex is fun, but I have a functioning brain. So no, I can't imagine the roles being reversed."

John looks at me speculatively. He points towards one of the information packets and Peter hands it to him. He leafs through it briefly. "A three year contract would be … yes, not too bad."

I watch him in utter confusion. "What?"

"I'm willing to make you a bet. A challenge. If everything you're saying is true, it'll be easy for you. And if you succeed, we'll commit to the contract you came here to pitch."

I turn from him to the others, experiencing whiplash. "You want our software?"

"If you can sell it to us, yes."

"That's what I was trying to -"

He holds up a finger and I fall silent. He has such an air of authority, even when I'm hating him with every fiber of my being, I can't help but live in his world.

"I'm going to give you a distraction. You will ignore it easily, I'm sure. If you do, you win our business. Three full years at the offered price."

I glare at him. There's nothing I would like more than to wipe that confident smile off his face. And besides, what do I have to lose? It's not looking like I'm going to making this sale the old-fashioned way.

"Okay, sure. Let's play your game. Set the rules. I'm going to enjoy taking your money more than I probably should."

His smile widens. He produces a set of keys from his pocket and removes something from the keyring. Leaning forward, he slides it across the table towards me.

I pick it up in confusion. It's a small black disk, about the diameter of a bottle cap and only a little thicker.

"One of our subsidiaries makes those," he explains. "Nifty little device, isn't it?"

"What is it?" I ask uncertainly.

"It's for people who lose their car keys." He holds up his phone. "I have an app on my phone. When I press this button -"

Suddenly, the little disk jumps to life in my hand, vibrating gently. I almost drop it in surprise.

"There, like that. It's programmable. It makes your keys jingle. A handy little trinket, really. We don't charge much for them. We sell a decent number around the holidays. People buy them as gag gifts, mostly. Poke a bit of fun at the forgetful person in your life."

"Why are you telling me all this?"

He clicks it off and it falls still in my fingers. "That's my challenge to you. If you're so immune to your own impulses, it will be easy."

"I still don't understand."

"You said anyone who can be led around by their dick deserves the trouble it gets them in. Wasn't that how you put it?"

"I don't have a dick."

He tilts his head in amusement, watching me intently. "We'll settle for your oh-so-innocent little pussy, then."

I stare at him. Then I stare down at the little object in my hand.

He's joking, right? He must be joking.

He isn't joking.

"You want me to put this …" I try to clarify. My voice emerges a little hoarse.

"Against your clit, I think. No need for anything unsanitary. Do it as discretely as you wish. It doesn't make a sound. Put it under your clothes and then give your presentation. If you can put together a coherent sales pitch, you take our business."

He wants me to put a remote-controlled vibrator against my clit? And then give a professional presentation?

What a demeaning thing to ask me to do … made all the worse by his confident assumption that I'm incapable of it, rather than just unwilling.

I want to tell him to go to hell. I also want to prove he isn't half as smart as he thinks he is. To his arrogant brain, I'm sure, refusing out of self-respect is the same as backing down for fear I can't do it. And all of this proves me a hypocrite somehow?

No, he's an asshole. He doesn't get to be right. He doesn't get to win.

"Five years," I demand.

"Five?"

"That's my price. A five year contract, or no deal."

"And if you lose?"

I give him my most dismissive look. "Name anything you want. Knock yourself out. I'm not going to lose."

John glances at his colleagues. They return unreadable expressions. No objection is made.

"Done," he says.

Adrenaline surges inside me at the sound of the word. What I've just agreed to is insane. It's demeaning. It's … a little exciting?

These men are rich, powerful, handsome. Anything they want in life, they get. And right now, their exclusive focus is my sexuality. It's a little intoxicating. And if I make a fool of myself … well, I'll never see them again. The secret will stay in this room. I'll have only …

My train of self-justification pauses at the sound of John clicking on the intercom. "Amy, would you have Blake rejoin us, please?"

Blake? Was that part of the deal?

"In fact," John muses, "have him just bring his staff meeting. The entire team is going to be working with this software, they deserve input on whether we adopt it."

"Yes, sir," his assistant answers crisply.

He looks around him, counting the chairs against the wall. He looks back to see me staring at him. "Don't worry, we should all fit."

No, actually, that wasn't really what I was worried about.

But I don't protest. He's trying to get in my head and I'm not going to let him.

"I suggest you get yourself arranged now," he advises, "unless you'd prefer a bigger audience while you go rooting around in your underwear?"

I flush. "Here? In front of you?"

"I'm not sure we know each other well enough to go on the honor system."

I ball my hands into fists in frustration, but do as told. I turn my back to the men, slip my hand into my skirt and position the small disk inside my panties. The plastic is a little cold against my skin but it quickly warms.

I feel a tremor of self-doubt. I have an extremely sensitive clit - more sensitive than most women. The men I've been with always seem really satisfied by how fast they can make me come when they finger or suck on my clit, but that's just how I am. It's always been my weakness.

But I'm not going to let some self-righteous suit know anything about that.

"Done," I report.

"It's in position? Directly?"

With a grimace, I adjust it slightly. It's now directly against my clit. I can feel the nub already a little swollen. There's a warm tightness somewhere in my core and I can tell I'm actually a little wet.

Am I turned on by this?

I take a deep breath.

"It's in position directly," I say.

"Show me."

I should already be regretting this, but my pride won't allow the thought to cross my mind. I turn stiffly and face him. I lift up the hem of my skirt until my panties are visible and, inside them, the circular outline of the little device. Maybe it's not the only outline he can see.

I stand there, face flaming, skirt raised, waiting for him to acknowledge I've fulfilled the terms of our obscene little agreement.

"Good, that looks about right," he approves. "From this point on, if I see you touch it under or over your clothes - or let your hand get anywhere close to it - we'll have no choice but to assume you're moving it and giving up. It will mean you lose the bet."

I glare at him. He's changing the rules of this left and right. "Fine," I grate. I drop my skirt, no longer waiting for his permission.

It's not a moment too soon. The fabric of my skirt has barely fallen from my fingers before the door opens and strangers start filing into the room. There's ten, fifteen, then twenty of them. They occupy the chairs along the wall. When those are filled, the remainder uncertainly take seats at the conference table itself. Last among them is Blake, looking a little surprised.

I straighten my clothes and turn away towards the projection screen for a moment, trying to recapture at least the tiniest bit of professionalism and focus. Adrenaline is pumping through my body, but nothing has even happened yet.

Get a grip, I tell myself. This is just like any other sales pitch. You could do this presentation in your sleep. To most of these people, this is just a meeting.

But as I feel John's level, patient stare boring into me - I can't say anyone else's ignorance brings me any comfort. Every hitch of my breath or quaver in my voice is a sign of weakness. I won't give him that.

I take a deep breath and prepare to face my new audience. I just need to dive in before I get in my own head.

But before I can do any of that … I feel it. The little vibrating disk comes to life.

And it is so, so much more intense than I expected.

It's a slow, pulsing vibration that penetrates directly into my body and my very core. I have to put a hand out to the wall to steady myself. I clench my mouth shut to hold in an explosive breath, but despite my efforts an amazed, high-pitched laugh escapes my lips anyways. My thighs clamp together, as if doing so would close me off from the sensation. Of course, it does no such thing.

Powerlessly, I feel my body responding. My nipples tighten and harden against my bra. My pussy clenches on emptiness, quickly becoming slick with arousal. My clit throbs in response to the attention it's always so sensitive to.

All I trust myself to do is stand motionless, waiting for it to stop. Does it have a timer? A rhythm? Or does this go on forever … or until I give in?

Finally, mercifully, it does stop. I open my eyes. I take in a breath.

I've made a serious, serious mistake.

I was wrong to think I could ignore this. This feels much, much, much too good. I can't ignore it.

All I can try to do now is outrun it. I need to finish my presentation fast.

"Thank you all for joining us," I say, spinning around abruptly. I swallow wet saliva. "My name is Zoey and my job is helping companies like yours find solutions to streamline your operations and elevate your business efficiency."

I launch into the presentation at full speed.

Powered by spite and a little desperation, my voice is loud and only a little rushed. I avoid looking at the three men who are in on my secret. I need to do anything I can to avoid provoking more of what I just experienced.

I move into my second slide, then third. My heart is a jackhammer.

"And that's when our co-founder had an idea," I explain. "He realized … hhhe … "

Mid-sentence, the pulsing returns. It erupts with a vengeance - hard, penetrating waves press against my very core. The sound drops out of my voice as I falter. I try to fight against it. "He … realized … if he … if they … cross-referenced the … client databases …"

I close my eyes, pleading with my body to recognize the empty sensation for what it is. The vibration stops. I'm looking down at the floor.

"Are you alright, Ms. Paulson?" John asks.

I clear my throat. "Yes, sorry, I just lost my train of thought."

"If you need a moment to get a glass of water, we could pause here."

I force myself to look up and meet his gaze. His expression is a knowing one. He cocks his head at me as if to say, this can all end now if you want. He's offering me surrender. He's telling me I've lost and I'm free to admit it now. It can all stop.

But one look at that smug, handsome face is all it takes. I'm not giving him what he wants.

"Thank you, but I think we were just picking up momentum," I tell him sweetly. "No need for a pause. It won't happen again."

His eyebrow raises. A quick, one-off pulse drives into my body. I'm not expecting it and a gasp of surprise escapes my mouth before I can stop it. I glare at him.

He controls me.

I break eye contact. I turn to my presentation slide. "Tell me if this sounds familiar," I say. "You're entering a sale. You create an entry in the transaction ledger, you increment the inventory database, and you … you update the … customer … history." The pulsing disk has come alive again. I fight through it. " A … all of that … happens … independently."

Is it possible the pulses are getting stronger? I try to focus on one word at a time. I force myself to turn back and face my audience.

"It's … inefficient. It's error … error-prone. And …"

I notice several sets of eyes flicker to my chest.

I look down. My nipples are so stiff they're visible peaks through my blouse. You'd have to be blind not to stare at them. My panties are also now perceptibly wet between my legs, but at least that mortifying little detail is invisible.

The vibrations pause again. I've stopped speaking. Warm, blushing humiliation rises in my face. Everyone is staring at me.

My body responds to the attention. There's something erotic about being in this state under so many scrutinizing eyes. The tech workers are bad enough, but the three executives at the center of it, watching me, enjoying my struggles, knowing exactly what's happening to me and why …

I shouldn't be turned on by this. I can't afford to be turned on by this.

I force myself to keep going.

As John torments me, I struggle through my slides, slowly making progress. I start to get better at keeping my voice stable. I'm learning to anticipate. I'm learning not to let myself go all to pieces every time it hits.

As if in frustration, the device's vibrations change from long, uninterrupted barrages to shorter, teasing spurts. At first I think he's out of ideas. He thinks this is going to … but then I realize.

The pulses are very … regular. Rhythmic.

I'm being fucked.

In front of all these people, I'm being mechanically fucked.

And that's exactly what it feels like, too. It's working.

The sensation of tightness inside me starts to grow and the crests of each wave start to link together. Even between pulses I feel my pussy clenching and soaked.

I make the mistake of looking at John. Triumph and lust are badly disguised on his face. Triumph over me. Lust for me and the power he has to make my body respond.

He's winning and I'm losing and there's nothing I can do about it.

I'm humiliated. I'm getting invisibly fucked. I'm making a complete spectacle of myself in front of thirty people.

And worse, I'm really starting to like it.

I've sometimes wondered if I have an exhibitionist kink. Maybe that's why I'm okay letting my body get leered at for an advantage on a sales visit. It makes sense - it was just never something I was comfortable exploring or even thinking about.

But now I'm thinking about it. I'm thinking about it a LOT. I'm in front of thirty strangers, in a short skirt, revealing blouse, visible nipples, and a vibrating fuck device nestled against my most sensitive part.

And as I accept this reality, a new possibility hits me, too.

This might make me come.

No. Absolutely not.

I promise myself that's the one thing I won't let happen. That, at least, I can fight off. No way.

But that's when I discover one more, completely unfair way this was always - from the very start - rigged against me.

The vibrating device has intensity levels.

And John just increased them.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!

The pressure and eagerness inside me is suddenly increasing faster. Unstoppably. It builds on itself. I try shifting the way I'm standing. I try to widen my feet or bring them together, but my panties ensure the device stays nestled against my most sensitive organ like it'll never go away.

I'm going to come. And everybody is going to watch me do it.

And the more I fixate on it, the hotter it becomes.

I realize I've stopped speaking, but it's too late now.

The hot, tingling builds. The sensation of being watched is overwhelming. I should try to make it to the hallway, but it's too late for that. I don't know what to do, and I'm out of time to figure it out.

I'm in that mental head space of extreme arousal where everything feels a bit like a dream. I hold off a sudden, intoxicating urge to strip my clothes off and give these onlookers a real show.

And then I'm coming. There's no stopping it.

It's not a weak orgasm. It's not something I can hide and play off. It's like a full-body spasm. Every muscle from my feet to the top of my head starts to clench. The world beyond my eyes has gotten really far away and inconsequential. The only thing I can focus on or think about is this feeling inside me, ecstatic and overpowering and so, so intense.

"Fuck," I gasp. I collapse forward, catching myself on the table with my hands and only barely managing to stay upright. I know every eye in the place is on me, watching me break apart, and there's nothing I can do about it.

I don't care.

I like it, actually. Let them see. Let it be obvious.

Two involuntary moans burst from my lips. And then another. I'm sure I'm load enough to be heard in neighboring offices.

The intensity peaks. And then slowly - after an eternity - it starts to ebb.

I come back to myself. My hands are gripping the edge of the table. Perspiration glints on my skin. The vibration has stopped.

I manage to look up at my audience. Mouths are hanging open. Most of the men are heated. I recognize the look of arousal on their faces. Their gaze seems particularly concentrated on my chest. I look down and realize two more buttons of my blouse have come undone and one of my breasts has fallen out of my bra. One stiff, eager nipple is on display for all to see, the other protrudes almost as visibly through the disheveled fabric of my blouse.

I shift my breasts back into place with a delicious throb of embarrassment.

"Um … I …"

"Ms. Paulson seems to be having some personal difficulties," John butts in. "We'll have to continue this presentation another time. Would you all return to your department on the tenth floor please?"

The IT workers are mostly silent as they file out. I hear muttering build up in the hall. A little bit of shocked laughter erupts.

Dimly, I hear John ask Blake to stay.

I watch the door close.

It's only the five of us now.


A Willing Conquest

John is watching me. "You can sit if you'd like," he offers.

I accept a chair and collapse off of my wobbly legs. I press a hand between my legs, feeling the pleasant tingle that follows an orgasm.

"I think it's safe to say you failed our little challenge."

"I guess I did."

"Immediately and spectacularly, in fact. I'm amazed."

"Thanks," I say wryly.

"I didn't think it would be nearly that easy. Are your sexual responses usually so intense?"

The fire has mostly gone out of me. I'm feeling sort of kittenish and sort of vulnerable.

"Sometimes," I admit. "I can be pretty sensitive."

Should I be angry? Really I have only myself to blame. And what would I be angry for? I'm going to be reliving that orgasm for a month.

And John isn't angry, either. He never was. It's lust in his eyes, not disgust. I don't know why I didn't realize that earlier.

He's attracted to me. He wanted to do this to me, and found any pretense he could.

Maybe that's the part I should be angry about, but it's the part that turns me on the most.

"Did it turn you on that it was happening in front of so many people?" he asks.

I blush. He reads the answer on my face before I can deny it.

"Go ahead," he tells me. "You can say it."

After the humiliating spectacle I just treated them all to, what does a little honesty cost me? "Maybe," I admit. My blush deepens. "I guess so."

"You didn't expect that, though, I think. We made a fun little discovery today."

"Yeah, I guess we did. You seemed to really enjoy putting me in that position."

He tilts his head. "You seemed like fun. You were the one that brought sex into our place of business, after all. That just made you fair prey."

I swallow. I have nothing snarky to say to that.

"And, as far as the stakes of the bet …" he murmurs thoughtfully.

I wince. What had I said? Name anything?

"Why don't you make Blake feel better about how you tried to use his attraction for you. However you want to do that."

I look from the older man to the younger one, considering both. This feels like another test. Suddenly, I don't want to fail this one. There's a sort of taunting graciousness on John's part. He doesn't want anything for himself?

John sees that I'm uncertain. "Why don't you let Blake feel your tits," he suggests, "and we'll call all fair."

I don't have it in me to be shocked or offended. My tits that were just hanging out in front of half a department, after all. I look at Blake. I see his wide eyes. I nod consent.

Blake approaches me, his eyes glued to my chest. He undoes several more buttons of my blouse. I oblige him by reaching back to open the clasp of my bra. Unhooked, my breasts settled out into his awaiting hands and he removes them from my top. He feels them, his strong palms pressing into soft, sensitive flesh.

I'm sure it's just the afterglow of the orgasm, but there's something erotic about being passed off to another man like the spoils of a fight. And Blake is gentle. I have a feeling John Mann wouldn't be.

I let my eyes fall closed and enjoy the sensation of my tits being fondled. I don't care that it's in front of three other men.

Right now I'm just going with what feels good, and feeling my tits handled and ogled feels … good. I like it. I'm going with it.

My nipples stiffen pleasurably against his palms and he moves his focus to them.

He shifts to stand a little closer to me and I realize my hand just brushed over his groin. There's a hard shape in his pants, long and girthy and very, very erect. I run my fingers down his length and listen to his breath catch in his throat.

"Are you hard for me, Blake?" I ask him quietly.

"Every man who's been in this room has been hard for you the entire time," he tells me. His voice is tight with lust.

I decide I like that answer. "Good."

I lick my lips, considering him. My hand is still pressed to the outline of his cock. His fingers are teasing my nipples, encouraging them into ever stiffer peaks. It feels really, really nice.

"Would you like me to suck your cock?" I ask him.

His breath hitches again. I feel his cock throb against my fingers. He nods.

I lower onto my knees in front of him. I don't bother to cover myself. My tits, full and sensitive and heavy, brush lightly against the fabric of his pants as I lean forward to kiss the outline of his cock head. I love the feeling.

With curious fingers, I open his belt and explore the contents of his pants. His cock emerges thick and long and looking so hard it might be painful. A bead of pre-cum already glistens at his naked tip.

I slide his pants and underwear down and place my mouth against the underside of his shaft, kissing down its length and once against his sensitive testicles before back-tracking and taking his full shaft into my mouth. The skin of his cock is soft and warm between my lips and the pre-cum is slightly salty on my tongue. I lick over the edge of his head and he groans above me.

A few feet away, I hear the older men placing bets on how long Blake can last. Even the most optimistic of them says less than sixty seconds.

I had almost forgotten they were there, but I'm glad to be reminded. I'm a dirty fucking slut to be doing this in front of them, and I don't care. I like it. And now they can watch me work and spend the rest of the day thinking what it would have felt like to have my lips around their cocks.

Blake is perfect. He responds instantly and powerfully to everything I do to him. I regain a teeny-tiny little sense of power from the the way I can drive him wild with just the swirl of my tongue. I take him as far down my throat as I can and he groans again, desperate and close to release.

I decide to give him the dignity of sixty-one seconds.

And then I make him come for me.

He explodes a hot gush of semen down my throat. His cock spasms between my lips. For a moment, he completely loses control. His fists grip my hair. Maybe not quite as hard as I wish he would, but hard.

I swallow his product and suck the last drops free.

I sit back and glance towards the older men. "Maybe I'm not such a tease," I tell them archly.

Peter and Simon are a little wild-eyed. John's expression is harder to read. There's still a color of lust just under his surface that makes me shiver just the tiniest bit. It's a good shiver. But all sense of power I've regained slips away again.

"That felt really good, Zoey," Blake breathes. "You're really, really good at that."

"Maybe your cock is just inspiring," I tell him.

I get up off my knees. The shakiness in my legs has lessened a little bit. I press a hand against one of my still-sensitive tits, savoring the endorphins coursing through my body.

"Do we call all debts settled, then?" I ask.

"Definitely," Blake agrees.

"Almost," John interjects.

My eyes flash to him. I guess I always knew there would be more.

"What's left?" I ask him archly. "Do I get a little punishment?"

He laughs. "I'm not interested in pushing you. I don't think there's anything wrong with the games you play. But it's a game I'm much, much better at."

I nod. I already understand him, anyways. He saw an opening to put me in my place and make me his toy. And then that's exactly what he did.

"It seems so," I concede.

"But I like it when a woman thinks she can win. I like that about you."

I look at the floor, taking my medicine. "Happy to help."

"Would you believe me if I told you there's something incredibly erotic about a woman that can't control herself?"

My eyes snap to his. A shiver of excitement and understanding runs up my spine. "Yes," I answered, the word almost catching in my throat.

He takes a step towards me. I root to the spot, waiting for him to reach me. Crying out for him to take his conquest. That's what I am now. That's what I want to be.

"Word of this never leaves this room," John says aloud for the benefit of our audience. "Zoey here is discovering new boundaries and some very fun new kinks. That's the sort of thing to be encouraged."

I just watch him, waiting for what comes next.

He approaches me. He takes one of my naked breasts in his hands and looks down at it. He lets out a breath of appreciation. "You are something to see," he tells me.

There's naked desire in his voice and it is the sexiest sound I've ever heard. It's also one of the most intimidating sounds I've ever heard.

"I think if this day ends without you getting fucked - really fucked - you'll leave here disappointed and let down. That's what I think."

My soaking pussy clenches in anticipation. "You're going to fuck me?"

"I think that's what you want more than anything. Deny it."

I can't.

He nods. He brings his hand down and raises my skirt. He reaches into my underwear and retrieves the now-dormant key-finder. He holds it up and looks at it once in disinterest. It seems so small and insignificant, compared to what it's done to me.

"Funny little thing, isn't it?" he murmurs.

Without waiting for me to answer, he pushes me lightly. I retreat an inch and my back lands against the wall. He reaches under my skirt again and pushes my panties down my thighs until they fall to the floor at my feet.

His fingers trace my lips. He spreads my wetness. He circles my clit - still so swollen and sensitive. While he does all of this, his eyes never leave mine. He holds me in position, watching every reaction as he claims each sensitive, intimate, private part of my body. With a touch, my breast is his breast. My clothes are his clothes. My pussy is his pussy. My clit is his clit. I am his.

Maybe I always was.

"Tell me you're a dirty slut who needs to be fucked," he instructs.

"I'm a dirty slut who needs to be fucked," I repeat dutifully.

"Again."

"I'm a dirty slut who needs to be fucked."

"Ask me nicely."

"Please fuck me. I need to be fucked. Please -" I gasp as two fingers slide into my opening. "Please fuck … fuck me."

He explores my inner contours, stroking every most sensitive crevice. He plunges to his knuckles. My breath catches in my throat. In one hand he still cups my breast, the other hand buries its fingers inside me. My back is to the wall. He has me completely in his power.

He could make me come right now if he wanted. He seems to be considering it. He could make me come really, really fast. I'm not going to last anywhere near sixty-one seconds.

But he stops. He withdraws his fingers and holds them up. "Clean my fingers," he tells me.

Obediently, I suck my fingers clean of my own juices.

When I'm finished, he pulls me off the wall and nudges me towards the table. "Bend over," he orders. I do so. The naked skin of my exposed breasts presses against cold wood. I put out my hands, trying to brace. My legs spread.

He hikes up my skirt. Cool air flows over my hot, soaked pussy. Even my thighs are drenched.

"Do you like it that we're being watched?"

"Yes," I admit.

"You make it obvious."

I'm such a slut.

I feel something hot and hard brush the cheek of my ass. I manage to look around and see him freeing his manhood. The cock that's about to destroy me. He's huge. He's hard for me.

He centers himself against my opening and then pushes inside.

"Fuck," I gasp weakly. I've never been stretched like this. He fills me completely. If I weren't as wet as I am, I know it would hurt. But instead, all I feel is relief. I feel an intense, ecstatic feeling of fullness. He sinks deeper into me and I quiver around him in involuntary response.

Before I realize what's happening, I'm coming. It's a fast, desperate kind of orgasm. I try to hide it in embarrassment. He hasn't even fucked me yet. Just the feeling of having him inside me is enough to push me back over the edge.

He knows. I hear a deep, satisfied chuckle. He doesn't wait for me to finish. He pulls back and slams into me. "Oh FUCK!"

He builds up to a rhythm. His hands grip my hips, digging into my flesh. My thighs brace against the table edge. If it weren't a huge, twenty foot piece of solid wood, I'm sure we'd be moving it. That's how hard he's pounding into me. All that force enters me straight through my pussy, funneling right to my center.

"Go-od …" I gasp, my voice quavering in rhythm of his thrusts.

I'm not sure if my orgasm ever really stops, or if it just starts building into a new one. This feels so fucking good that the line between coming and about to come barely means anything right now.

No, I stand corrected. Now I'm definitely about to come again. I feel him building his rhythm, faster and faster and faster. He's using me for a fuck doll.

His grip on my hips is painful now, but I love it. I want even harder.

He pushes himself deep - so fucking deep - inside of me. And he explodes. He fills me with his hot liquid. It pours into me until it leaks out and down the inside of my thighs. It's hot and there's so much of it. It's the final, most visceral sign of his lust for me. Just me.

He stills. I'm plastered to the table, exhausted. I feel drunk. My body is tingling from head to toe. There's a latent spasm in my thighs that I know will make it impossible to stand for a minute. He puts a stabilizing hand to my lower back. His cock slips out of me, still huge but softening. Dormant but still dangerous.

By the time I've collected myself to look around at him, he's belting his pants. He makes a couple easy jokes with the other three men in the room. He apologizes for taking me all for himself. "Maybe next time she'll be up for sharing," he says. "I'm introducing her to a lot of new parts of herself."

I turn over and manage to stand on shaking legs. John brings me my panties and helps me with the buttons of my blouse.

"I won't be able to get you out of my head," he tells me.

I laugh. "I might have this on my mind for a little while myself."

"Have dinner with me tomorrow night," he invites. "I think there are sides of you we haven't even begun to explore."

My eyes widen. "What do you mean by that?"

"We're going to find out together. Unless you that's not what you want."

"No, I want that. I want … yes, I'll have dinner with you."

He nods in approval. "Good. I'll be in touch, then."

He gestures to the other men to give me some privacy.

"Take as long as you need here," he offers. "We won't need the room again today. Tell your boss the sales pitch ran long." He leans forward so only I can hear him. "Don't give up on getting our contract just yet. Maybe tomorrow we can find a challenge you actually have a chance of winning."

I flush. If it involves this man and me not orgasming, I'm a little skeptical I'd have any hope at all.

But I'm very, very ready to try.
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Submissive's Audition

An Erotic Story of BDSM, Domination, MMF, and Public Sex

"Any woman can give in to a little rough sex," he went on. "A firm hand or even a couple tight knots and most women think they've learned what it is to give in and submit."

His hand brushed upwards from my hip, caressing the side of my breast almost imperceptibly, and then ran back down and out over my sensitive stomach. He felt me trembling in his hands - felt each little, automatic response to every contact he made with me. The hand rose again and cupped my right breast, teasing at the nipple ever so lightly. I felt myself thrusting my chest into his hand, begging for more substantial stimulation, but his hand withdrew in just far enough to maintain its infuriating lightness.

All the while, the other hand worked its delicate touch up my thigh, claiming my body as his one inch at a time.

As he continued to speak, his tone became quieter and more seductive, almost hypnotic. "But me, I can tell when a woman is truly, utterly powerless. It doesn't have anything at all to do with ropes." The tips of his fingers brushed the lace of my panties.

"Do you know what I mean, Jennifer?"

"Yes," I gasped. I felt paralyzed by need, not just his touch but his orchestration. He was playing my body, and every note seemed to match a perfect harmony I had never listened for before. All the while it seemed that the air I breathed was of nothing but his scent, issuing me deeper into his world of physical bliss.

"Yes, sir," I repeated slightly less breathlessly in an attempt to hide my state from the onlookers. Jack, of course, knew precisely what he was doing to me. There was no concealing this experience from him. I would be safe in his arms, his touch told me. I could let myself go.

The hand between my legs rubbed over my panties and I let out an explosive breath as the friction tugged lightly at my swollen lips and clit.

"I could take anything you possess right now, couldn't I?" he asked softly. "Anything that is yours is being surrendered up to me. I can feel it in every breath you take."

"Yes," I breathed. "Yes."

His fingers felt at the edge of my panties and then nudged them aside. The thought that I was somewhere where I was uncomfortable with my pussy being exposed seemed to flit back and forth somewhere in the distant recesses of my mind.

"I could manipulate you and use you and you would not even think to object."

"Yes," I repeated. Each word he spoke seemed infused with the pleasure his fingers were imparting to me. I held my breath as I felt them spread my lips and run along my sensitive folds. I had not opened my eyes in the past five minutes. Nothing else existed but the part of me that he was touching.

"When I put my fingers into you, you are going to be mine utterly."

"Yes," I agreed before I understood what he was saying. Then when I did, I repeated, "yes."
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