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Chapter 1: My Lesbian Dance Party
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Some people find fulfillment and purpose in life in their careers. The satisfaction in helping a company grow and create competitive products and services. I have also found fulfillment at work, but it's less a psychological filling, and more a physical one, if you catch my drift.
Over the past couple of weeks, at the encouragement of my husband as well as the total lack of complaints from my coworkers, I have taken to flirting, teasing, and then not-teasing everyone I work with. What started off with me wearing more daring outfits that showed off my rather curvy body, then turned to 'accidentally' showing them more of me. And then a lot more. And then everything. Needless to say, while the quality of my work may be poor nowadays, the quality of my sex life has reached new heights. And there was still a lot more climbing to do.
I knew my work outfit was already pushing boundaries, and it was ridiculous that I hadn't been told to dress more appropriately. It consisted of a tiny skirt that constantly showed off my thong. My top had a neckline as low as possible, and my lack of a bra often made for an interesting view. However, I felt it was time to push the envelope further, and my husband was on board.
The following workday, I showed up wearing a bra as a top. I purposely didn't choose a standard bra, but one that looked like a nipple could pop out any second. It had been tempting to go with a sheer bra, but that felt like it was going too far if such a thing even existed for me anymore. It was hard to tell whether my new outfit was getting me more looks, since I was already getting stares from everyone all the time. Also, just like before, I received no warnings or threats to my job from my boss or human resources. I was wearing even less to the office and getting nothing but positive reinforcement.
A new, sluttier outfit was not what I was most anticipating today, though. Korbin, a coworker of my husband, was blackmailing me with documents that showed my husband and me were stealing money from the company. Unknown to him, these were fake, created by the two of us for this exact sexy purpose. My husband and I were getting a lot of enjoyment out of him taking advantage of the situation. Thus far, he has been using this leverage over me to take nude photos of me. He informed me today that I would be required to take additional steps to prevent him from leaking these documents.
"He's going to want to push things farther with me than before. And he's already seen me fully nude. There's no telling how much he might want me to do this time," I told Jake the previous night.
"As always, go as far as you are comfortable with. If you must back out and end the game by revealing our depiction, do it. But only if you absolutely have to," Jake replied. He was anxious for this blackmail game to continue, as was I.
If Korbin demanded I fuck him, I wasn't sure what I would do. The other interesting thing was that he was sitting on a boatload of nude images and videos of me. The documents might be fake, but those weren't. If I ended the game, he might decide to share those with the whole company. A prospect that, while scary, was also exciting to me.
I arrived at the usual conference room that Korbin had reserved for just the two of us. He was there, with his camera ready. "Jesus, Kristin. Are you going around the office with a bra for a top? Is someone else blackmailing you into wearing these slutty outfits?" He asked.
"I don't need to justify my wardrobe to you," I countered.
"Maybe. But you do need to get on the table and strip fully nude for me."
I followed his instructions and removed the minimal amount of clothing I was wearing. All the while, he snapped probably a hundred photos of me undressing. This was no different than what he had me do before. But it was adding to the pile of images he had of my naked body.
I stood there, fully exposed, on the table, wondering if this was all he had in store for me. That would be such a boring end to this if he only wanted to look, but never touch. My hope was that he would blackmail me into sucking his dick. The thought of being 'forced' to give oral to a man like Korbin had put me into a constant state of arousal ever since he called this latest meeting. I soon found out that he did have more demands of me, but none of them would involve my lips wrapped around his cock.
"Sit on the table and spread your legs. I want you to masturbate and get yourself to cum," he instructed me. Okay, I thought. This was stepping things up a bit. I hid the joy I felt hearing this sexy demand and brought out my reluctant, innocent wife character.
"I can't do that, Korbin! You've already seen way more of my body than any man, but my husband, should ever see. Making me do such an act in front of you would only further betray my husband. Don't make me do this," I pleaded.
"You don't need to do anything for me. But then nothing would be stopping me from getting you and your husband fired. I also wonder what Jake would think if he knew his wife was letting other men take nude pictures of his wife." He would think it's pretty fucking hot, I thought. But I couldn't say that.
"Okay, fine. But I'm doing this for my husband. Not for your perverted enjoyment," I said as I sat on the table and opened up my legs as wide as they would go.
"Good. I'll be taking video of this, so put on a good show," he said as he started the video with a close-up shot of my spread-eagled pussy.
His demand that I masturbate was a welcome relief as I found myself increasingly horny while at work. Stripping down for him had only increased my lust, and as a result, my pussy was well lubricated for my fingers. Three of them, to be exact, which got to work pumping in and out of it. My other hand started off stimulating my tits by pinching my nipples. The amount of men who have handled my breasts over the past few weeks has taught me how sensitive they are and how playing with them had a profound impact on me.
As I continued making progress on my building orgasm with my fingers, I watched Korbin move all around me as he filmed my masturbation skills from all angles. Being so exposed like this while a man I barely knew filmed me was only adding to my eroticism. My penetrating fingers were scratching a metaphorical itch inside me, and every time they did, a reservoir of pleasure built up. My free hand moved from my tits to my clit, which had become ultra-sensitive. The double attack on my pussy accelerated the building feelings inside me. My legs moved around the table as I threatened to become overwhelmed by the pleasure. My tongue literally hung out of my agape mouth as I was in a state of constant moaning that threatened to grab the attention of anybody outside the doors.
My vision blurred, and the damn inside me burst open, sending me into a state of pure rapture. Some time passed as I rode this wave to its conclusion. When I came to, I was on my stomach on a whole other part of the table.
"Nicely done. But I think we can do even better. Ah, perfect timing," Korbin said as someone entered the conference room. My mind was still too clouded to realize how bad it was to have someone walk in on me like this, but they quickly closed the door behind them.
I got myself to sit up and recognized the young woman who came in. Her name was Cara, and she was the company's CFO's secretary. "Thanks for joining us, Cara. I trust you know Kristin. In case you were curious, this is what she looks like naked and after having successfully masturbated," Korbin said, mockingly.
I made no effort to cover myself up but looked at the young woman with a curious caution. This was not something I had expected. Jake and I had theorized about numerous ways Korbin could have handled things, but none of our ideas involved another girl from the company showing up.
"Kristin, oh my god. How many women are you blackmailing, Korbin?" Cara said, looking at him with disgust.
"Just the two of you. Both of you have been so naughty. But I'll spare you the embarrassment of revealing what bad thing I discovered about either of you. But that will be the only embarrassment I won't be subjecting you both to," he said with a devious smile.
Was Cara in the same situation as me? Was she truly being blackmailed, or was it a sexy game like it was for Jake and me? I would need to make a call here as I was beginning to get a clearer idea of where Korbin was taking this.
"So, Cara. Does the sight of Kristin's naked body excite you?" He asked the wary girl. I continued to make no effort to hide it. Cara was not avoiding looking at me as her stare lingered a bit too long on my chest for her not to have some interest in it.
"I'll admit she's a good-looking woman, but I'm not playing along with your weird game," she replied.
"And how about you, Kristin. Is Cara attractive to you?"
I elected to play this a bit more daringly. "I... I can't lie. She's really hot," I said, purposely stuttering my words. It wasn't a lie either. Cara had a tight, yet curvy body with what was probably C-cup boobs and gorgeous hair. When she smiled, you would get butterflies in your stomach. The young woman had the slightest blush appear on her cheeks when I said that.
"But you can't fully judge her looks like she can
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