
Table of Contents

The Open Door Policy | by Joanne Starr

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Open Door Policy 

by Joanne Starr


[image: ]


Chapter 1 – She Belongs Here

The morning light filtered through the tall glass windows of Miller & Associates as Sarah Miller stepped off the elevator on the 12th floor, her heels clicking softly against the polished marble. She wore a fitted white blouse that hugged her full breasts just right and a black pencil skirt that clung to the curve of her ass and hips like it had been painted on. No panties today. She never wore them here. She smiled to herself. This wasn’t her office. She didn’t have a title, didn’t collect a paycheck, and didn’t answer to anyone except her own desires. But she belonged here more than most of the people who actually worked here.

“Morning, Sarah,” the receptionist, Lisa, said with a bright, knowing smile. Her cheeks flushed just a little. “Morning, sweetheart,” Sarah purred, leaning over the desk so her blouse dipped low enough to give Lisa a generous view of her cleavage. “You look like you’re already thinking naughty thoughts. Been missing me?” Lisa bit her lip and glanced around quickly. “Always.” Sarah laughed softly, a low, throaty sound that made the younger woman shift in her seat. She reached out and brushed a stray lock of hair behind Lisa’s ear, letting her fingers linger against the warm skin of her neck. “Good girl. Maybe later I’ll let you crawl under my skirt again like last week.” 

She didn’t wait for an answer. She never did. Sarah moved through the open-plan office like she owned every inch of it. Heads turned. Some quickly looked away. Others let their eyes linger - hungry, nervous, excited. It was the same every day. The open secret. Sarah Miller, the boss’s wife, spent her days here doing whatever the fuck she wanted... and what she wanted most was to play with her toys. She spotted her husband, Jack, through the glass wall of his corner office. He was on the phone, pacing, looking every bit the busy executive. He caught her eye and gave her a warm, distracted smile, mouthing “Love you” before turning back to his call. Sarah blew him a kiss and kept walking, her hips swaying with deliberate grace. Poor Jack. So trusting. So completely oblivious. 

She made her way toward the break room, already scanning for her first bit of morning entertainment. That’s when she saw him - Ethan. Twenty-one, fresh out of college, tall and lean with messy dark hair and broad shoulders that filled out his button-down shirt nicely. He was pouring coffee, unaware she was watching. Sarah’s lips curved into a slow, predatory smile. She sauntered over, stopping just close enough that he could smell her perfume - something warm and expensive with a hint of sex underneath. “New mug?” she asked sweetly, nodding at the plain black cup in his hands. Ethan startled slightly, then relaxed when he saw it was her. “Oh, hey Sarah. Yeah, I keep losing mine.” She stepped even closer, her breasts nearly brushing his arm. “You should be more careful with your things, Ethan. Some of us like to... borrow what we want.” Her voice was velvet, teasing, dripping with suggestion. She watched his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed. “I... uh... yeah,” he managed, cheeks turning pink. Sarah reached past him for a bottle of creamer, deliberately pressing her body against his side for a moment longer than necessary. She could feel the heat radiating off him. When she pulled back, she let her fingers graze lightly over the front of his slacks - just a whisper of contact, enough to make his cock twitch beneath the fabric.

“Oops,” she whispered, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Clumsy me.” Ethan’s breath hitched. He glanced around nervously. A few coworkers were pretending not to watch, but Sarah knew they were. They always did. The open secret. She leaned in closer, her lips brushing the shell of his ear as she spoke low enough that only he could hear. “Don’t worry, baby. I only play with good boys who know how to keep quiet... for now.” She gave his thickening cock one last teasing squeeze through his pants before stepping back with an innocent smile, as if nothing had happened. “See you around, Ethan.” Sarah turned and walked away, feeling his stare burning into her ass. 

She loved that feeling - the power, the tension, the way the entire office seemed to hold its breath whenever she moved through it. By the time she reached the cluster of secretaries’ desks, her own cunt was already wet and throbbing with anticipation. She stopped beside Megan, a curvy redhead in her late twenties who was typing furiously. Without a word, Sarah slid behind Megan’s chair, placed her hands on the woman’s shoulders, and leaned down so her tits pressed softly against the back of Megan’s head. “Hard at work already?” Sarah murmured. Megan shivered. “Trying to be...”Sarah’s fingers trailed down Megan’s arms. “You know what helps me focus? A nice, warm mouth between my legs. Think you can help me with that later?” 

Megan’s typing faltered. “Sarah... here?” “Mm-hmm. Under my skirt. While I sit at the empty desk by the window. I want to feel your tongue buried in my wet cunt while everyone else pretends they don’t know what’s happening.” Megan let out a tiny, needy whimper. Sarah smiled and kissed the top of her head sweetly. “Good girl. I’ll text you when I’m ready.” She continued her slow tour of the office, touching shoulders, whispering filthy promises, brushing against bodies just enough to leave them aching. Every interaction was light, teasing, seductive - never forceful. She didn’t need to be. They all came to her eventually. By mid-morning she was sitting at an unused desk near the windows, legs crossed, sipping coffee and watching the controlled chaos she had created. 

Jack walked by on his way to a meeting, paused, and kissed her on the cheek. “Having a good day, babe?” he asked. “The best,” Sarah replied, smiling up at him with genuine affection. “This place is just so... welcoming.” Jack chuckled. “That’s the open door policy for you. Everyone’s comfortable here.” Sarah’s eyes sparkled with dark amusement. “Yes, honey,” she said softly. “Everyone’s very comfortable.” As Jack walked away, Sarah’s gaze drifted back across the office. She locked eyes with Ethan again. He quickly looked down at his keyboard, but not before she saw the obvious bulge in his pants. She licked her lips slowly. So many toys. So many pretty holes and eager cocks. And the day had only just begun. Sarah Miller leaned back in her chair, already deciding exactly who she was going to play with first.

Chapter 2 – The Way They Look at Her

Sarah spent the rest of the morning moving through the office like a cat in a room full of very willing mice. She took her time. No rush. This was her playground, and every pretty little toy in it knew the rules: stay quiet, stay discreet, and Sarah would make them feel things their boring husbands and boyfriends never could. First was Lisa at the front desk. Sarah waited until the lobby was empty, then crooked a finger. Lisa practically scrambled out of her chair, following Sarah into the small supply closet just off the reception area. 

The moment the door clicked shut, Lisa dropped to her knees like she’d been starving for it. “God, I’ve been wet since you touched me earlier,” Lisa whimpered, already pushing Sarah’s skirt up her thighs. Sarah leaned back against the shelves, spreading her legs with a lazy, seductive smile. “Then don’t keep that hungry little mouth waiting, baby.” Lisa dove in like a woman possessed. Her tongue was sloppy and eager, lapping broad, wet stripes up Sarah’s smooth, dripping cunt. She sucked noisily on her swollen clit, moaning into the wet flesh as if Sarah’s pussy was the best thing she’d ever tasted. “Fuck... that’s it,” Sarah purred, threading her fingers through Lisa’s hair. “Eat my cunt like a good little office slut. You love being my secret whore, don’t you?” Lisa nodded frantically, her face shiny with Sarah’s juices. 

She pushed two fingers inside Sarah’s tight hole, curling them just right while her tongue flicked rapidly over her clit. Sarah’s hips rolled gently, fucking the younger woman’s face with slow, controlled thrusts. Within minutes Sarah was coming hard, biting her lip to stay quiet as her cunt clenched and flooded Lisa’s mouth with warm, slippery cum. Lisa swallowed every drop like it was nectar, licking Sarah clean with long, grateful strokes until her thighs stopped trembling. Sarah pulled her up and kissed her deeply, tasting herself on Lisa’s tongue. “Good girl. Now fix your makeup and get back to work. I might need that tongue again after lunch.” Lisa left the closet flushed and glowing, a secret little smile on her face. Next was Megan at her desk in the middle of the open floor. Sarah simply sat down in the empty chair beside her, crossed her legs, and whispered, “Under the desk. Now.” Megan didn’t hesitate. She slid off her chair and disappeared beneath the desk as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Sarah scooted forward slightly, spreading her thighs wide under the desk. A moment later she felt Megan’s hot mouth latch onto her cunt again, sucking and licking with desperate hunger. 

While Megan ate her out with wet, obscene sounds, Sarah casually answered emails on the computer in front of her, occasionally letting out a soft, contented sigh. Every few minutes she would reach down and stroke Megan’s hair, whispering filthy praise. “Deeper, baby. Bury your tongue in my wet pussy. That’s it... such a perfect little cunt-licker.” Megan moaned into her folds, the vibration sending sparks up Sarah’s spine. Two other women at nearby desks kept typing, pretending they couldn’t hear the quiet, sloppy sounds coming from under Sarah’s desk. They all knew. They all wanted their turn. 

Sarah came again, this time grinding slowly against Megan’s face, smothering her in warm, slick pussy while she bit back a moan. Megan emerged a few minutes later with a shiny, flushed face and went straight to the bathroom to clean up, looking thoroughly satisfied. By early afternoon Sarah had claimed three more. Rachel in the copy room - bent over the counter with her skirt around her waist while Sarah fingered her dripping cunt from behind, whispering teasing filth in her ear until the brunette came shuddering and biting her own arm to stay silent. Sophie, the quiet accountant - Sarah pulled her into the bathroom stall, sat on the toilet, and had the shy girl ride her face until Sophie was crying softly with pleasure, grinding her soaked pussy against Sarah’s eager tongue. And finally, before the afternoon meetings started, Sarah took little Emma - the newest hire, barely 23 - into the stairwell. She pressed the nervous girl against the wall, dropped to her knees, and ate her tight, shaved cunt until Emma was sobbing with pleasure, legs shaking so badly Sarah had to hold her up while she came all over her face.

Each woman left glowing, addicted, and completely in love with the way Sarah played with them. They didn’t compete. They didn’t get jealous. They simply waited their turn, wet and eager, knowing Sarah would take care of them when she felt like it. By 3 PM Sarah was back at her favorite desk near the windows, legs crossed, sipping sparkling water. Her cunt was pleasantly satisfied for the moment, still tingling from all the attention. She could feel eyes on her from every direction - the women smiling secretly when they passed, the men shifting uncomfortably with half-hard cocks, pretending they weren’t dying to know what it felt like to be used by her. 

She caught Ethan staring again from across the room. This time he didn’t look away fast enough. Sarah held his gaze, slowly licking her lips, letting him see the faint glistening shine on her mouth that definitely wasn’t lip gloss. He turned bright red and stared down at his keyboard. Sarah smiled to herself, slow and seductive. The women were easy. They melted for her the second she crooked a finger. But the boys... especially the pretty, nervous ones like Ethan...Those were going to be so much more fun to break in. She leaned back in her chair, already imagining how his young, eager cock would feel stretching her cunt open while the rest of the office tried desperately to pretend nothing was happening. The day wasn’t over yet. And Sarah’s playground was only getting warmer.

Chapter 3 – Choosing Him 

Sarah watched Ethan from her perch near the windows, her fingers idly tracing the rim of her glass. The late afternoon sun painted long golden stripes across the open floor, turning the glass-walled offices into mirrors of light and shadow. Most of the staff had settled into that post-lunch lull-typing, murmuring on calls, pretending to focus. But Sarah wasn’t pretending. She never did. She had already tasted four women today, each one sweeter
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