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Chapter One


Vivian Turney stared at the instructions on her phone from her boss, Morgan Johnson, a tingle shooting throughout her body making her pussy drip. He was great, lately, at having that effect on her. Take something off your desk, go to the bathroom, and take a picture of whatever you chose slid into your pussy and send it to me. 
Vivian sucked in a breath as she bit down on her lower lip, glancing at her desk for something to use as a makeshift dildo. Ever since their teasing began, Morgan had kept the requests simple: a picture of her enormous breasts, a shot of her ass in the bathroom mirror, a picture of her sitting on the toilet, legs spread wide. All right, so maybe they became more and more risqué as he went, now that she thought about it. It didn’t matter; Vivian was eager for whatever Morgan demanded of her.
Shoving herself out of her chair, she grabbed a blue Sharpie off her desk. As she walked, she forced herself to slow her breathing as well as her steps, making her way to the ladies bathroom. She could already feel her wetness pooling between her legs as she walked, her body a tangle of excitement at Morgan’s latest request. Doing her best to appear normal as she passed the other employees, she thought back to how it all began, how she became the office toy for her boss, the flirting, the light touches, a gentle tug on her long blond hair. She grew wetter at the memory. He had yet to give her everything she wanted—his cock buried between her legs—choosing, instead, to tease and torment her first. God, he knew how to do that all too well.
A few days ago, he made a joke about how boring the screensaver on his computer was to look at all day. With the way they had been flirting with each other, Vivian decided to take a risk and sent him a picture of her low-cut top with her ample breasts spilling over the top with a note that read, “Hope this is better than your screensaver.” When he replied back, he told her how sexy she looked, but that too much material covered the fun parts, adding a winking emoji to his text. She then asked him if he truly wanted to see more, because she’d be more than happy to oblige, and that’s when their game began. Each morning after he arrived at work, he would send her the pose he wanted for the day, and she would rush to the bathroom to carry out his wish, her hungry cunt dripping. Each request grew naughtier, and soon, Morgan consumed her thoughts as Vivian grew more and more anxious, eager for his texts and demands.
If she was honest with herself, she knew she was eager for even more than his texts. She wanted him, wanted him to make her his toy and play with her constantly, to be his willing distraction during his busy workday.
Slipping into the bathroom, Vivian locked the door and moved over to the toilet. She lifted her skirt, slid her panties down to her ankles, and spread her legs wide, exposing her slick slit. With a deep breath of anticipation, she slid the thick marker between her wet folds, rubbing it up and down and then pushing it hard against her swollen clit as she closed her eyes and imagined it was Morgan’s fingers. Would he ever take her? Go past the game of pictures and use her body with his hands, mouth, and cock? She moaned, hoping he would, praying he would.
Once her juices coated the marker, she ran her other hand down to her cunt, spreading her folds as she placed the bottom of the marker at her entrance. With another deep breath, she shoved the Sharpie into her wetness until only the blue cap remained visible and snapped a couple of pictures with her phone. Grinning, another idea came to her, and Vivian hit the record button on her phone’s camera. Holding the device close to her pussy, she fucked herself with the marker, making sure he would hear how wet she was for him. She continued to fuck herself until she felt her cunt tighten around the marker, her body shaking as her orgasm rocked her, making her squirm on the seat. It wasn’t large, but it was enough to make her crave his cock right then.
She slid the marker from her pussy, turning off the record button as she did. As an added bonus, she took a picture of her lips wrapped around the marker, cleaning it of her juices. That should give him plenty to entertain himself with today.
Once she finished, she washed up and sent him the pictures as well as the video with a short note to make sure his volume was down if he was with someone. She then headed back to her desk, a grin she couldn’t contain pushing up her cheeks. She wished she could see his face when he opened his phone. A giggle slipped past her lips, and she bit down on her bottom lip to silence it as she slid into her desk chair, a tingle shooting throughout her body. I wonder what he’ll come up with next?
Setting the marker down in front of her computer monitor so she could see it and remember her assignment, she flipped her computer on and tried to focus on work for a while, not an easy task with everything fluttering around in her mind.
While she had been attracted to Morgan since she started working for him—who wouldn’t be after all? The man had powerful hands, broad shoulders and a thick chest that drew her gaze even in his shirt and tie, and a smile that warmed every inch of her—she never imagined she would become more than another coworker. How far Morgan would take it, she wasn’t sure, but she hoped he’d take it all the way. The idea of being his office toy thrilled her, keeping her squirming in her seat and looking over her shoulder for a glimpse of his dark-haired head walking through the building.
Just as she managed to focus a little on work, her phone dinged. One word. All he sent back was one word, but that word made the heat pool between her legs.
“Wow!”
Vivian didn’t hide the giggle this time.




Chapter Two


The next morning, Vivian took her time getting ready for work, wanting to make sure she looked enticing in case Morgan wanted more than just a dirty picture today. After his “Wow” text yesterday, he had made a point of coming over to her desk just after everyone went to lunch and left her alone for a few brief moments. He slid a hand around her neck, gripping her tightly as he tilted her head back to look into her eyes, his mischievous grin toying at his lips. “That video will keep me hard all day long,” he said. “A pleasant addition to the photos in my collection. I’ll have to remember to have you do more of those.”
She sucked in a deep breath. “Whatever you desire, sir,” she said, and she hoped he understood her underlying message. God, did she hope that.
He just winked at her as he walked away, his pants tight on his ass as she watched him leave, unable to take her eyes from his firm body. Heat pooled between her legs, and she could still feel his grip on the back of her neck.
Today, she hoped he would grip more than just her neck. With that in mind, she slipped on a gray pencil skirt that gripped her ass and a button-down top that hugged her breasts, her push-up bra shoving them up to the top of her shirt, revealing her ample cleavage when the shirt popped open slightly. Sultry, while still remaining professional. A pair of three-inch heels complimented her outfit and would put her tits right in Morgan’s face. If he got close enough to get a glimpse, that is.
Downing her coffee, she snatched up her purse and headed for the front door. Time to get to work to see if her outfit set the trap the way she hoped.
As the elevator dinged, the door whooshed open, and Vivian rushed to her desk, keeping an eye out to see if Morgan was anywhere in sight. However, she didn’t see his dark hair anywhere, and his office was still dark. Straightening her skirt back into place, she took her seat, hoping Morgan would stop by soon. He wasn’t always in his office working, sometimes having to do things in other parts of the building, but a girl could hope. 
And Vivian hoped. A lot.
Glancing at her reflection in the blank screen, she decided to pull her blond hair back into a ponytail, imagining him gripping it and pulling her head around to kiss her. Her tits were very much displayed now, and at first, she worried it was a little too much, but then decided, it didn’t matter. The idea was to attract Morgan’s attention, and she wouldn’t do that by covering up the girls. No, she wanted his eyes locked on her breasts the moment he saw her. She glanced around again, hoping to spot her boss, but still Morgan was nowhere in sight. Might as well get the day started. I wonder when the picture request will come in and what he’ll want today.
Vivian then flipped on her computer, pulling out her day planner to begin her workday. She found it hard to concentrate, however, as her body tingled with the anticipation of what he might desire of his toy today. Every sound brought her head up in expectation, but none of the sounds were him, bringing disappointment to her chest, but only increasing the heat between her thighs. He’ll be around at some point. He has to be. Yet, even as she thought the words, she knew they weren’t true. There had been times Morgan avoided his office for days because of the need to be elsewhere. Those days only made her crave to see him even more, needing his playful looks and words, the mischievous smirk that twisted his lips.
As the morning progressed, Vivian heard someone call his name, jerking her attention up from her desk. He stood in the middle of one of the rows, his back now to Vivian as he talked to someone else. She couldn’t hear what they said, but it didn’t matter. Whatever it was kept him from reaching her. Just seeing him, however, sent tingles throughout her body, and she felt her nipples shrivel into tight buds, the fabric of her bra caressing them, sending tremors of pleasure straight to her hungry cunt. There was the man she craved, wanting his touch, his words in her ear, his hands on her body, his… She sucked in a deep breath as she pressed her legs together.
The man talking to Morgan pointed off behind Vivian, and the two men started walking in her direction. Vivian sat up straighter, pushing her chest out more, but Morgan kept walking by her, not even glancing her way, not even giving her a small smile to acknowledge he saw her and appreciated what he saw. Even the man walking with him took notice of her, his eyes widening at her creamy globes as they peeked out of her top. Morgan, however, kept talking as he simply walked by her desk. How could he not even look at me?
She continued to type, only chancing a quick glance over her shoulder as he walked by her, confusion pinching her brows. How could he act so…normal…around her after everything they shared over the past couple of weeks? How had he not noticed how her tits ached for his gaze? Anxiety filled her as she punched at her keyboard, trying her best not to feel hurt by his casual dismissal of her presence. She knew she was just a toy for him, had accepted that role in his life, but still, a smile would have at least been nice, even a simple glance at her as he walked by.
Nothing.
Vivian took a deep breath as she hit the last
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