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Using the Boss as a Sex Toy

I’m sure
most people would have no problem relating if I said I hated my
boss. Evelyn, the line manager of my office, was the kind of woman
who was pretty much constantly in a state of PMS. I had no idea
what had caused her to become so jaded and unreasonably stern with
us, but I and my three co-workers in office had quickly grown to
hate her. Her presence was especially souring since she had been
placed in the position by Steve – her boss, whom she had clearly
seduced into getting the job. We had been so spoilt by our previous
manager, Carla, that when Evelyn made her arrival it took us quite
by surprise. Our hatred for her quickly grew to unbearable levels
and it was a testament to how loathsome her behaviour was towards
us that, had her personality not been quite so abrasive, she would
actually have been a very desirable woman. Not one of us could deny
that she was strikingly beautiful and that, despite her clearly
advanced years, she had maintained a slender build with barely a
wrinkle on her face. Her shimmering black hair was always perfectly
straight and gave off a glossy sheen in the fluorescent office
lighting that drove crazy with jealousy. Not only was she a total
bitch, but she was also significantly hotter than all of
us.

Not that
we were a set of gargoyles or anything – far from it! In fact, one
of my colleagues, Jo, had even done some modelling in her early
years. It wasn’t difficult to see why, either. Her long golden hair
was mesmerising and no matter how hard I tried, I could never get
mine to shine as radiantly as hers. However, whereas she possessed
a slim, tall frame with small perky tits, I was the complete
opposite – chunky on the hips and the bust with a cute round face
and a button nose that could drive any hot blooded man or woman to
distraction, although my tastes were firmly towards the latter of
those two. The other two girls, Emma and Yasmine, were a brunette
and red-head respectively, and the four of us were all vaguely
around our 30s, though we didn’t like to admit it. Evelyn hated the
way we gossiped behind her back whenever we were supposed to be
working, although since we were often talking about her, I couldn’t
blame her. One time she even came out and lambasted the four of us,
screaming at the top of her voice about how we didn’t respect her
and how she would fire us if she could. It was through the fear
that one day she would truly lose her rag and fire one of us that
we decided to finally take matters into our own hands.

So,
since all four of us were either lesbian, bi-sexual at least
bi-curious, and we knew for a fact that Evelyn swung that way as
well, we set about forming a plan to make sure our jobs were
completely safe and teach her a lesson in the process. It was an
otherwise lovely Saturday afternoon, excepting the fact that she
had forced us to come in for some overtime. However, we’d been
plotting all week long; giggling to ourselves at lunch and
whispering to each other at the local cafe whilst constantly
checking over our shoulders to make sure she wasn’t there. It had
been our plan to drop our little surprise some time in the
following week, but since we were to be the only ones in the
building that day, it was the perfect opportunity to strike. I had
brought in a hefty gym bag full of naughty toys for us to use and,
much to my surprise, even the usually shy Yasmine had perked up and
collected a few items from home that she couldn’t wait to use on
our tyrannical boss. Steve had been in a meeting with her all
afternoon in her office, which was separated from our desks by a
large glass wall that she could block using her blinds whenever she
got fed up of spying on us. There were other desks on the floor,
but they were deserted as their owners were no doubt enjoying their
day off. Little did Evelyn suspect, however, just how much we would
be enjoying our Saturday as well.

We
waited for Steve to depart and shot him a flirty glance as he
passed by, keeping watch out of the nearby window to check when he
had got in his car and left. As soon as the coast was clear, I gave
the signal and all four of us lumbered into Evelyn’s office. She
looked up from the mountain of paper work on her desk in surprise,
peering down her nose through the glasses balancing precariously at
the tip as we locked the door behind us and closed the blinds for
extra privacy.

“What’s
the meaning of this?” she bellowed, but we had become so emboldened
by our hatred and envy of her that in the blink of an eye it seemed
like she had lost all authority over us. She rose to her feet and
stomped on the ground as we stepped closer to the desk, blocking
her path should she choose to run. My heart was already racing and
the prospects of what we were about to do to her was making my
clitoris firm up inside my panties.

“We’ve
come to lodge a complaint!” I replied with a grin that suggested my
shady intentions.

“Oh, is
that so?” she sneered, stiffening her back as she stepped out from
around the desk, “And what makes you think I give a shit about what
you sluts think?”

“Sluts?”
gasped Yasmine.

“I know
exactly what you talk about when you think I’m not listening!” she
barked, “Who you’ve slept with, what disgusting, depraved things
you got up to the night before! I know all your
secrets!”

“Well,
it’s a good job we’re here then!” I retorted, stepping even closer
to her.

“Why’s
that?” she said, finally sensing that she was far from in control
of the situation.

“It’s
only fair that we find out some of your secrets!” I replied, at
which point Emma raised her phone in the air and snapped a
photograph of Evelyn, sitting back against the edge of her desk.
The flash blinded her momentarily, but then as hr vision cleared
she frowned at me with a confused expression. She would have looked
cute if she wasn’t such a notorious bitch.

“I don’t
understand?” she said, shaking her head as she scanned our bodies
and the bags we held in our hands.

“Oh you
will soon enough!” I growled, and with that, both Jo and I launched
ourselves at her, grabbed her by the arms and forced her down onto
her knees with every bit of weight we could leverage onto her body.
She stumbled forward as she tried to fight us, swearing and trying
barge us left and right, but it was useless. She was ours and with
the door shut and nobody to rescue her, her only option was to bow
to our will, but far more severely than we ever did to
hers.

“What do
you want?” she cried, unable to comprehend what was happening to
her. She remained resolute in her stubbornness, insisting with her
stern voice that she was still our boss.

“Hmm...”
I murmured, nodding at Emma to proceed with the second phase of the
plan, “I want you to please Emma.”

“How?”
she asked, but as she looked up and saw Emma running the zip of her
skirt down over her thighs, she realised immediately what I meant,
adding “That’s obscene!”

“Yep!” I
confirmed with a playful pop of my lips. I placed my hand under her
chin to force her to look up and watch as Emma peeled her lacy,
navy blue panties down over her beautifully tanned thighs. She
wasn’t shy, that was for sure, and as she tossed her skirt and
panties aside, I envied Evelyn once again. I would have given
anything to taste her delicious pussy lips, which I could see even
from a few feet away were already brimming with moisture. I tapped
Evelyn’s cheeks, but when she refused to open her mouth I had no
choice but to pin my nails into cheeks to prize her jaws apart. She
reluctantly opened up and stuck out her tongue as Emma stepped
closer, and then began to lick tepidly around her clitoris as we
held her head in place. Emma - naughty as ever - crouched down
slightly to press her clit firmly onto Evelyn’s tongue, and with
the two of us holding her head, she had no option but to lick much
more vigorously around the throbbing, exposed bean that was
presented before her. She flicked it from side to side, using every
bit of her experience as a lesbian to stimulate the firm, tingling
appendage. I could see it protruding from beneath its fleshy hood
as she stroked the tip of her tongue over it, and I wasn’t the only
one getting rapidly turned on by it.

Jo was
equally as aroused by the sight of her snacking on Emma’s clit and
began to thrust herself gently on Evelyn’s body, using her like a
realistic sex doll as she ground her hips against the side of her
thigh. We pulled her arms behind her back and held them together as
she worked her tongue between Emma’s labia, splitting them apart to
lick around the opening of her vagina. The slurping sound of her
saliva smearing over Emma’s pink, fleshy vulva and mixing in with
her juices was making the tingle of my clitoris almost unbearable
and all I wanted to do was move my hand down between my thighs to
touch myself. I knew I couldn’t release my tight grasp of her arm
or jaw, though, and decided inside to follow Jo’s lead and thrust
my crotch against the side of Evelyn’s hip. Meanwhile, as Emma
unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her bra, Yasmine began to strip
away her clothes as well, tossing them all into a pile on the floor
in front of the executive leather couch that sat next to the door.
Evelyn used it when receiving several guests in her office,
although its usual purpose was far from what we intended to use it
for. As Emma stepped away from Evelyn’s flapping tongue, she and
Yasmine stood naked in front of us slowly twirling their fingers
around in front of their clits. I gave off a sadistic giggle
directly into Evelyn’s ear as I moved my hand down from her jaw to
her chest.

Jo did
the same, each of us taking a breast in our hand and groping it
between our fingers before slowly popping open the buttons of her
pristine white office blouse. She had excellent fashion sense and I
could tell from the material that it was an expensive shirt, but it
was what lay inside that interested us. We pulled the sides apart
to expose her heaving bosoms tucked into her tight fitting bra. As
soon as we had slipped the blouse off her shoulder, we turned out
focus to the clasps of the bra and, after a little tussle with her
arms we managed to pulled the straps down to reveal her beautifully
round, firm, mature breasts in all their glory. She shook her head
in dismay, but I could tell from her half-hearted resistance that
she wasn’t entirely displeased with the situation. At that point it
was just an inkling, but my sixth sense told me that deep down she
loved the idea of being forced against her will. After all, her
nipples were clearly erect and every so often her protesting growls
momentarily turned into brief, pleasurable moans before catching
herself. Jo and I gripped her nipples between our fingers and
thumbs and proceeded to pinch them, squeezing them as tightly as we
could and giggling in her ears as she winced and squealed with the
stabbing pain shooting her breasts. The sight and sound of her
being tortured was making me so horny and I couldn’t wait to crack
open my bag of tricks.

Before
we could get to that, there was one other part of the plan that we
wanted to try. Yasmine knelt on the couch, bending over with her
bare ass sticking out behind her as Jo and I dragged Evelyn over to
her. We forced her to kneel in front of the couch with Yasmine’s
ass just inches from her face and then started to push on the back
of her head, forcing her to lean closer as Yasmine backed up onto
her tongue. We didn’t even need to prise her jaws apart; she was
quickly learning her place and obediently wilted her mouth open to
lick around the rim of Yasmine’s anus as she wedged her mouth
between our friend’s ass cheeks. Her chin flapped open as her
tongue lapped up and down the warm, sweaty crevice and Yasmine
confirmed that she wasn’t pretending, shuddering a few times with
the incredible sensation of Evelyn’s taste buds grazing over her
ass hole. While she ate Yasmine’s ass, Jo and I grabbed a length of
thin rope from my bag and we proceeded to wind it around her arms,
binding them together one on top of the other behind the small of
her back. She wriggled and tried to fight it, but there was no way
she was freeing herself from the tight triple knots that we
tied.

Finally
able to release our grasp of her arms, we turned our attention to
her skirt and started to remove it from around her thighs. I could
feel the lacy tops of her stockings through the fabric before we’d
even stripped it away, but then as I caught sight of her nylon-clad
legs I could feel my pussy becoming instantly wetter as my clitoris
throbbed intensely beneath my panties. Her saucy panties matched
the lacy trim of the stockings and her bra, which lay strewn across
her office chair behind us. We gripped the sides of her knickers
and peeled them down over her thighs, forcing her to raise her
knees so we could slip them off from around her ankles. We nodded
in agreement that the stockings should stay on, as they looked so
sexy it would have been a travesty to remove them. Like the good
little slave that she had become, she kept her mouth firmly pinned
to Yasmine’s ass, licking up and down between her cheeks and
working her tongue around the puckering ring of her anus. Her
saliva was drooling down the inside of Yasmine’s thighs, making her
shiver repeatedly as if she slightly coarse texture of Evelyn’s
tongue slithering around her ass hole wasn’t exciting
enough.

Jo and I
stepped away for a moment and watched as Yasmine bobbed back and
forth against Evelyn’s mouth. She remained knelt on the floor at
our command, allowing us to quickly undress and join our two
already completely naked colleagues. The fun was only just getting
started and within a minute or two we were all finally stripped of
our clothes with the only remaining item being Evelyn’s stockings.
I was shocked by just how willing my co-workers were to strip off,
although since we were all that way inclined and insanely horny at
the same time, I don’t know why it surprised me. We couldn’t take
our eyes off each other, apart from Yasmine who remained facing
away as Evelyn alternated between eating her ass and her pussy. The
time for mere foreplay had ended, though. It was time for her real
punishment and I didn’t think she would like it nearly as much as
what had come so far. Emma collected a dog collar from the bag and
slipped it over Evelyn’s head, tightening it around her neck before
attaching a long leather leash to it. Then, she climbed onto the
desk and reached up to tie the other end around the light fitting
above. We pushed the desk aside, making enough room for us to
proceed as Evelyn stood in the centre of the room; her arms bound
and her mouth coated in a glistening mixture of spit and pussy
juice.

She tested the light fitting to see if she could break it and
release the leash, but it held firm. Whoever put out building together did a remarkable
job, I thought. She was stuck in there with
us and as we each pulled out one of my sadistic whipping toys from
my bag, she gulped and started to tremble with anxiety. Her eyes
bulged as I collected a long flogging whip and before she even had
time to observe the tassels reaching down to the floor from my
hand, her focus moved straight over to the rider’s crop held by
Emma. Jo took the hefty, leather-bound paddle and Yasmine chose
instead to collect her own little toys. She rooted around in her
handbag for a moment and pulled out a handful of chunky, vivid red
candles, which she proceeded to light and set aside to form a pool
of molten wax. While we waited for them to melt, the three of us
formed a ring around Evelyn’s body and started to strike her flesh
with our whips, paddles and crops. I went first, cracking my wrist
back to lash the tassels of my whip directly over her ass. She
turned to face me, blocking my ability to strike her ass but
exposing it to Emma instead. She lashed the crop over her ass,
making her bolt forward towards me to avoid any further strikes,
but Jo simply stepped closer and planted the entire length of the
enormous leather paddle over the back of her thighs. She turned
again, begging us to stop but her whimpering cries just enraged our
arousal even further.

We
continued to whip her, lashing all three of the toys over her body
and plastering her skin in a series of deep, red marks that started
to turn purple with bruising the longer it went on. Her ass and
breasts jiggled with every strike as her flesh burned in agony, and
while we dominated her we kept one hand firmly pressed to our
pussies, playing with ourselves and using the sight of her
distressed, flayed skin to masturbate. She kept trying to turn
around to avoid our strike, but with her arm bound behind her back
there was no way for her to block us. Still, no matter how hard we
whipped her, there was always a murmur of enjoyment lying just
beneath her screams. She tried to hide her involuntary moaning with
extra loud, painful squeals, but the juices dripping down her
thighs and her firm, erect teats told us everything we needed to
know.

“They’re
ready!” claimed Yasmine, handing each of us one of her candles. The
flames flickered in the air as we circled around Evelyn’s body and
even though she knew she was utterly defenceless, the thought of
what was about to happen made her cringle and curl up as much as
the leach would allow to protect herself. Her skin was already
searing in agony but it was about to get a whole lot worse for her.
Yasmine went first, cackling excitedly as she jerked the candle in
Evelyn’s direction, splashing the pool of molted wax all over her
back and arms. The room instantly filled with the sound of her
piercing screams as the wax clung to her skin and began to set. A
few drops from the larger splotches worked loose and dripped down
over her ass, making her scream yet again as her whole body
shuddered. Still, as the pain subsided she moaned with relied and
let out a long, deep sigh. Jo didn’t allow her long to enjoy it,
though, and instantly splashed the contents of a second candle
across Evelyn’s exposed breasts, plastering her flesh with yet more
wax. It splashed across her chest, forming a spatter pattern that
looked almost like a huge bloody gash. I went next, jerking my
wrist sharply as I bent over and aimed the wax towards her pussy.
It struck the small tuft of furry pubic hair just above her clit
and dripped down onto the flesh hood, eliciting her loudest scream
yet. As it matted in to her hair, Emma splashed the final load of
wax over her thighs, smattering her legs as they shook violently in
agony.

We
picked up our whips and paddles for one final round of beating,
lashing her body once more with them as flakes of the wax flew off
and landed on the carpet around her feet. Her skin had become so
sore that the remaining wax was practically camouflages against her
body. We decided it was time for the last part of our plan. I
grabbed three more toys from my bag, finally emptying it as I
passed two of them to Yasmine and Jo. They were both strap-on
dildos, each of which possessed a thick black ribbed shaft that
would surely drive her crazy. They put them on while I strapped a
third one to Evelyn’s face. It was a mouth dildo, which served as
both a gag for her and a massive cock for her to please me. I
perched myself on the back of the couch while Yasmine sat on the
cushions beneath me with her head between my legs. Jo untied the
leash from the light fitting and dragged her over to straddle
Yasmine’s crotch, pushing her down onto the dildo and watching as
her delicious, mature labia stretched around the thick, veiny
shaft. Then, she knelt on the edge of the cushion behind Evelyn’s
exposed, spread ass cheeks and pushed the head of her dildo up
between them, nudging at the rim of her ass hole. She popped the
cap of a tube of baby oil and poured a stream of it down onto the
dildo, allowing her to easily push it through the tight, pink hole
of her anus. No matter how much she squeezed her ass hole, the
shaft was too slippery to resist and the combined look of utter
humiliation on her face as they began to double team her was
priceless.

Emma
remained at the side, playing with herself as she held her camera
out and recorded every second of it. I wrapped my hand around the
back of Evelyn’s head and pulled the dildo in her mouth closer to
my pussy, spreading my thighs wide apart so she could watch as my
labia swallowed up every inch of the shaft. I could tell that she
liked it as her nose drew closer and closer to my clit, watching as
my juices coated every inch of the shaft right in front of her
face. Her body rocked back and forth with the thunderous thrusting
of Jo and Yasmine’s hips as they pummelled her ass hole and her
pussy at the same time, jolting her head forward to fuck my pussy.
I barely had to do anything and instead chose to pull on her hair,
showing once and for all that she was our property. She would no
longer be able to exert any kind of power over us as she knew that
we could overwhelm her at any point that we chose. Something about
submitting to our filthiest command quickly sent her soaring into a
powerful orgasm and despite all the distress of her skin and
burning agony we had caused her, it didn’t quell her pleasure one
bit. In fact, it seemed to amplify it.

She
thrashed her hips violently between us as they continued to fuck
her as hard as they could, and all four of us began to howl with
orgasmic bliss as one by one the brutish movement of our combined
bodies sent us into a series of powerful climaxes of our own. Even
Emma, who was sitting by the wayside and documenting every second
of the extreme sex show happening in Evelyn’s office, began to
shudder as what she was seeing overwhelmed her senses. She flapped
her fingers around her clit, leaning back with the phone shaking in
her hand as she tried to continue recording. The whole room became
filled with our combined groaning and breathless panting as we
came, completely drowning out Evelyn’s screams as Jo gave her
tender, sore ass one final flurry of harsh, dominant spanks. Once
it was all over, we untied our boss and aimed the camera at her
face as she lay back in exhaustion on the couch.

“Repeat
after me: I’m a dirty whore and I love being beaten and fucked!” I
whispered into her ear. She raised her head and wiped away the
tears that were welling up in her eyes.

“I’m a
dirty whore and I love being beaten and fucked!” she repeated,
twitching her fingers around her clitoris as she tried to
re-conjure some semblance of the pleasure we had given her. She
knew exactly who was in control now, although it was no surprise
that the following Friday she insisted on yet more overtime. It
seemed that working on Saturdays was about to become a regular
fixture!

THE
END
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