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 Mile High FreeUse Club

Molly Warden


 Chapter One

“That guy is such an asshole, why did he have to go and invite himself?”

My fiancé was less than pleased to learn that I’d be flying to meet a client halfway across the country with a coworker he couldn’t stand. Not because he was worried about me cheating on him. No, Michael knew I would be spreading my legs for strangers the moment I got to the hotel, or at least that had been the plan. But with Jefferey now coming along, I’d have to behave myself. No flirting. No playing. No anonymous internet ads telling strangers I’d be waiting, blindfolded in my hotel room, for them to stop by and stuff me full of cock. I might be an insatiable slut, but I was smart enough to keep that little secret from my colleagues. If that kind of thing got out, it had the potential to really fuck up your career.

“I don’t know, he’s apparently friends with the client,” I responded. “Maybe that guy’s a big asshole too?”

“You know he wants to fuck you, right?” Michael asked. “It was like he was undressing you with his eyes the whole Christmas party.”

“I’d be a little disappointed if he didn’t,” I confessed. Jefferey was hot. He had that irresistible Big-Dick-Energy, and I was dying to find out if it was justified. But no, I told myself, he was off limits.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” he asked.

“Maybe not as much as you,” I replied. “You’d love to watch me crawl under his desk and take his hard, throbbing cock right into my pretty little mouth.”

“Stop it, Kara,” Michael said, but his heart wasn’t in it. “You need to be good.”

“Since when is that ever my strong suit?” I was already moving to my knees, my hands unbuttoning his pants. “I guess you’ll just have to help me get it all out of my system before I leave.”

“Baby,” he laughed. “That’s all your system is. You were born to fuck.”

I took his cock into my mouth, savoring the taste. Knowing it’d be the last one I sucked for at least the next three days.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “I wish I could just come with you.”

“Just call out, they’d never know.” Sometimes he was a little too nice, you know? All he had to do was tell his boss he wasn’t available this weekend, then he’d be living it up with me, eating room service steak and lobster while I sucked his dick. Or Slurp and Turf, as I called it.

Traveling always makes me horny – there’s just something about being in a new place where nobody knows a damn thing about you, and you know you’ll never see them again. It never fails to bring out my inner slut. I love walking down the hall of a hotel, knowing that everyone in the surrounding rooms had listened to me scream and moan all night.

I had big plans for this weekend, before Jefferey invited himself along and ruined it all. Half my suitcase was packed full of lingerie and slutty outfits that I now couldn’t wear.

“Y-y-you know I can’t call out,” he stuttered as I took his cock deep into my throat. “They need me to be there.”

“But I need you.” And then, my fingertips running over my pussy, I added, “here.”

I was fresh out of the shower, clad in only my bra and panties. I still had an hour or two before I had to leave for the airport, and I was grateful for that. At least I could get laid before heading out. Would the airport security guy smell the cum leaking from my cunt while they patted me down? I hoped so.

Michael shuddered as I ran my tongue up his shaft, then lapped up the precum pooling at the tip. Fuck, the taste of cum always made me so incredibly wet. Maybe I’d swallow down just one load, real quick, before letting him fuck me properly. This was the problem when there was only one man around – as incredible as it was to look into his eyes as I sweetly sucked down his sperm, the hollow ache inside my slick pussy demanded more. So much more. I loved to suck dick, but I lived for the feeling of a hard cock throbbing and spurting a thick, messy load deep into my cunt.

My hand found its way to my fiancé’s balls, heavy and full with his seed. At least I could drain them a time or two before I left. Even when I was just leaving for work in the morning, or running out to the store, I tried to make sure he was taken care of. What can I say, I’m going to make a fantastic wife.

Massaging his balls, I took him deep again, feeling the swollen tip of his cock slipping back down my throat. His hands settled onto my head, fingers twisting into my hair. He’d enjoyed the warm-up, but I knew he was ready to take what he needed - to fuck my face until he blew his fat load right down my throat.

“Fuck,” he grunted. “I’m going to miss your slutty mouth.”

His ballsack slapped against my chin as he pounded into my throat. My cunt was sopping wet, burning with need. Spit and precum drooled from my mouth, dripping down my chin and falling warmly onto my tits. I was aching to feel him pulsing inside me.

“It’s too bad nobody else will get to use this mouth for a few days,” he said, and I knew he was imagining me on my knees for another man. Or maybe men. It always made him hard as a rock when I sucked more than one dick at a time. He just loved to see his fiancée’s pretty little face surrounded by huge throbbing cocks. Watching them stretch and use my mouth always led to an extra hard fucking, usually with their cum still pouring out from between my lips as he drove himself into me.

Looking up at him with my big, watering eyes, I could sense that he was close. The precum was flowing freely, filling my mouth with the teasing taste of what was to come. My aching cunt was desperate for him to finish, already eager to get to work on earning that next load.

Michael pulled back a little, leaving only the last few inches of his cock inside my mouth. A sign that he was ready to blow. He loved that I could take him down my throat, but when it was time to finish, he wanted to fill my mouth so I could taste it all before swallowing it down.

I stroked his glistening shaft, jerking him off into my mouth until I felt his body tense and his cock swell. Then he erupted, pumping rope after rope of his hot seed onto my tongue. It filled my mouth, and I let a little spill out and drip down onto my tits. I fucking loved the feeling of a warm load on my chest. Or anywhere, for that matter.

When he was finished emptying himself into my mouth, he smiled down at me. “Such a shame that mouth is going to be empty all-”

-His buzzing work phone interrupted. “Sorry, baby,” he apologized. “Just let me check or it’s all I’ll be able to think about.”

“Really?” I asked, pulling my panties to the side. Offering up my cunt, lips already puffy and slick with need. “That’s all you can think about?”

But it was too late, he’d already picked it up. “Fuck,” he muttered. “I have to go.”

There would be no arguing with him. One of the downsides of being with a firefighter was that when the call came, they didn’t really have much choice but to go. Scurrying across the room, he gathered up clothes and pulled a shirt over his head. I took his deflating cock into my mouth for just a moment, sucking down the remaining few drops of his cum.

It was the last taste I’d get for a few days.


 Chapter Two

I was a few drinks deep when Jeffrey showed up at the airport bar. I get why Michael hated the guy; he had real Big-Dick-Energy that rubbed a lot of folks the wrong way. His only saving grace was that Jeffrey had the body to match the ego. I might have caught him undressing me with his eyes a few times, but I had to admit I’ve returned the favor more than once.

What would it be like to undo the buttons on his collared shirt, one by one, slowly revealing his sculpted chest? Or to unbuckle that belt, spread the teeth on his zipper and reach inside to finally discover if he had the size to match his ego.

Usually, I tried not to think about it. Out of respect for my fiance, mostly. He was kind enough to let me fuck whoever I desired, why bother with a guy he couldn’t stand? And also because Jefferey really was just a huge asshole. Even though he’d never find out, I still didn’t like imagining the satisfaction he’d get if he ever learned that I thought he was hot.

Today, though, I didn’t give a fuck. Frustrated from this morning’s interruption and a little tipsy, I allowed my eyes to wander freely. His other shortcomings aside, I had to admit the man knew how to dress. A suit seemed a little overkill for the flight, but I wasn’t going to complain. If only more guys knew just how quickly a man in a nice suit can get our panties soaking. It was like lingerie for men, practically a cheat code to getting in my pants.

It fit his broad shoulders perfectly, and I had to wonder, had he gotten it made for him? Was that still a thing guys could do? Just the idea of him standing there, with some girl on her knees taking his measurements, was strangely sexy. Maybe it was just because a part of me was dying to measure him myself.

“What time do we board?” he asked. No “hello”, no “how are you”, no apology for inviting himself along at the last minute. For the first time, I actually took a good look at my boarding pass.

“What the fuck, Jeff?” I couldn’t fucking believe it, “You booked us in FreeUse First Class?”

“Relax, Kara,” he smirked. “The company only booked us on Economy, but I got us an upgrade.”

I shook my head, absolutely furious. The fucking gall of this asshole. “Upgrade? Now I’m going to have to spend the whole flight surrounded by creeps trying to fuck me.”

“Look, it was the only way. Women fly free up there, so I was able to fund my seat with the money we saved on you.”

“I am not fucking doing this, Jeffrey.” The Bloody Mary’s had gone a little ways towards dulling the aching need burning in my cunt, but this had brought the desire gushing back. I was in serious trouble. My coworkers can’t find out I’m a secret slut.

“Can’t you change it back?”

“Yeah,” he admitted. “It’s not like they can force you to fuck anyone, so you can always swap back to economy. But you’ll have to pay for it yourself.”

Goddammit Jeff. Why the fuck had they put him in charge of the travel arrangements anyway? The guy’s only real skill was schmoozing with other douche-bags like him. Granted, that accounted for a lot of our clients, but come on, he should never be put in charge of anything. Was this as bad as it was going to get, or was there still more to come? Booking us an “upgraded” hotel room with just one bed sounds exactly like something he would do.

“Fine,” I spat, “I’ll fucking pay for it myself. There’s no way I’m letting a bunch of middle-aged creepers have their way with me just for a few extra inches of legroom.”

“Suit yourself,” he said with a shrug.

We still had another hour to kill before boarding, so I flagged down the waiter for the next round, then sank bank into the plush pleather armchair. I guessed that’s about as close to luxury as I’d be getting on this trip. I did my best to enjoy it, knowing a hard, cramped economy seat was waiting for me.

~

The boarding announcement came, and I eyed the folks lining up. First was the parents traveling with small kids, and I was grateful that at least I wasn’t dealing with that. Trying to control a toddler on an airplane must be a special kind of hell. God bless those parents.

Next up were the FreeUse First Class passengers, and I had to admit I was a little surprised. This was my first time flying since the airlines implemented the policy, but when I read about it, I imagined a bunch of horny old men and the kind of girls you’d see working on a street corner.

If they hadn’t announced it, I never would have guessed this lot was about to spend the next couple hours sucking and fucking in a midair bacchanal. In addition to Jeffrey, there were half a dozen young guys wearing matching team jackets, and three nervous looking college girls. I suppose the free airfare would make it easier for young women to travel or go home to visit their families. There was also an older guy, but there wasn’t anything skeezy about him. Like Jeffrey, he was dressed in a well-fitting suit , but he had a more classy, subtly powerful vibe. Whereas my colleague always seemed to be trying his hardest to radiate alpha-male “superiority”. He looked like old money, and I had to wonder if maybe he wasn’t aware of the new Free Use policy in First Class. That dude was going to be in for a shock. And maybe a treat, if those coeds could escape the hockey players for a little while.

One by one, they all disappeared into the plane, while I tried to guess the carnal activities they’d soon be partaking in, playing it all out in my head. Those poor girls didn’t know what they were in for.

Finally, it was my turn to board. I hadn’t realized how turned on I was getting, but as I walked to the gate, I felt the slickness on my inner thighs. Usually, having a pussy that gushed at the drop of a hat was a blessing, but now I was worried that everyone near me was going to smell my arousal.

Entering the plane, I was surprised to see that First Class wasn’t just bigger seats and a little more legroom anymore. Couches lined the walls, and a metal hand bar ran along the ceiling overhead on both sides of the aisle.

There was a fluttering in my stomach as I felt the eyes of the hockey players lingering on my chest as I passed. Jeffrey, seated nearest the divider to Economy, gave me a smug look as I stepped through the portal from luxury to...

...a fucking zoo. Kids, refusing to be confined to their seats, ran amuck, screaming their little heads off. I hadn’t heard a peep in the First Class cabin, but I guess it made sense that it would be sound-proofed. I squeezed through the narrow rows, finally reaching my seat. A fucking middle seat.

Even before I sat down, I was beaten over the head with the scent of cheap department store perfume mingled with the astringency of Bengay. Holding my breath, I sank into the seat besides the elderly woman next to the window.

Barely a moment had passed before a family of four stopped at the row across the aisle from me. Three seats. Four of them. I may have been a bit buzzed, but I could still do the math. Dear lord, I prayed, please deliver me one of the parents. The Dad was kinda cute, I could deal with being next to him for the next few hours.

Yeah, praying has never worked for me, so I wasn’t exactly surprised when a little boy hopped up onto the seat next to me and immediately pushed my arm off the armrest. Little shit.

Two seconds later, he had his video game out and was happily blasting away at full volume. I felt my fingers balling up into fists and tried to calm myself. Deep breaths, while  I tried not to choke on the sickly musk of old-lady perfume.

The brat next to me sneezed, launching a rocket of mucus against the seat-back screen.

“Ma’am!” I called while punching the button for an attendant over and over. I had to get the fuck out of here.


 Chapter Three

I swear, the eyes of every guy in First Class lit up when I entered the cabin. Talk about a confidence boost. Though maybe they were just being practical – the coeds were cute, but there was only three of them. With six athletes, Jeffery, and the older gentleman, they’d certainly have their uh… hands full.

Jefffery looked up at me expectantly, like I should obviously sit next to him. But I was still pissed at the audacity of his scheme, so I put a little extra wiggle in my walk as I passed right by him on the way to the silver fox in the suit.

“Mind if I sit here?” I asked.

His dark eyes met mine and he smiled, “Of course.”

Butterflies filled my stomach as I thought about what would happen next. In contrast, he appeared calm and collected. Again, I had to wonder if he knew just what sort of flight he’d booked himself on.

“Attention all passengers,” a sultry female voice echoed from the speakers as a pair of flight attendants appeared.

Well if the silver fox hadn’t known, he certainly did now. My eyes were immediately drawn to the bare breasts of the attendants. They still wore the little navy blue airline blazers, but underneath they were clad in matching under-bust corsets, with their tits spilling out right over the tops.

“Thank you for flying with us today in FreeUse First Class. We know you have a choice in airlines and we hope to fulfill all your needs. Please be aware that anyone can stop at any time and move to Economy if they so desire. Condoms are available for purchase, but we would like to remind you that all passengers tested negative for the STD screening. However, the airline does not accept responsibility for any child conceived on the duration of the flight.

“If you’re having trouble remaining in an upright position, male enhancement pills are also available for an additional fee. Please note that our flight attendants are happy to serve, but are legally prohibited from engaging in sexual acts with passengers. In the event of a loss of cabin pressure, we ask that you don your oxygen masks before continuing with your amorous activities. We will be taking off shortly, please wait until the captain turns off the ‘PANTS’ sign to begin. Thank you for your attention.”

I was still staring at their tits, when the older man beside cleared his throat.

“So, business or pleasure?” my seatmate asked, barely sparing a glance for the topless women preparing their drink trays.

“Uhhh,” he might not have been distracted, but I sure as fuck was. The cabin was filled with a nervous energy as everyone awaited the pleasures to come. Everyone but him apparently.

“Business,” I finally managed to answer. “That asshole over there booked us seats up here.”

“Well,” he said,”Maybe he did you a favor. What kind of business are you in? Name’s Miles by the way.”

I introduced myself and gave him a brief rundown of what the company did. Basically, we manufacture a variety of rare and essential parts for very old machines. Imagine a factory that’s been running along just fine for decades, and now something breaks. You’d be surprised at how many places run on tech that predates the VCR, and none of that stuff is manufactured anymore. Hell, most of the companies that made it no longer even exist. So they can either pay a fortune to modernize, or a slightly smaller fortune for us to build them what they need. And I was on my way to convince a CEO to do just that.

“Well, it sounds like you have something they need,” he explained. “And when they need you, you don’t have to sell so hard. They’ll be begging for you to give it to them.”

And then, casually as can be, Miles began to unbuckle his belt. Two seconds later and I was sitting there transfixed, as he pulled out one of the thickest cocks I’d ever seen in my life.

“See?” he asked, leaning back with his soft, heavy manhood just draped over his lap.

And he was right, he did have something I needed. Before I even knew what I was doing, I had begun to lean over, my mouth already salivating at the sight of him. Without taking even a moment to consider the ramifications it would have on my career to suck a dick just feet away from my colleague, I opened my mouth.

“Good girl,” he sighed, as my lips parted around his bulbous tip. The strong, masculine scent of him filled my nose as I breathed deep, triggering something inside of me that signaled my body to let loose the floodgates. My already damp panties grew positively soaked.

Then I felt the soft heat of him filling my mouth. Gently, I suckled at his dick, tracing my tongue along its rapidly growing length. To feel him growing hard in my mouth was incredible, usually guys are already at full mast before I get anywhere near their junk. He was different. It was like I needed to earn his erection and the pleasure it would bring.

Somehow, he was a grower. Despite his impressive size while flaccid, I could feel him growing inside my mouth. Longer. Thicker. Stretching my lips nearly to the limit. Pulsating with need.

Pulling back for a moment, I admired his glistening manhood. A swell of pride rushed through me at the thought that little old me had awakened that beast from its slumber. It was going to be a challenge to get all that down my throat, but I was determined to give it everything I had.

I barely even noticed the pilot had given the go-ahead, and now the sounds of passengers fucking rang out all around us. I was too transfixed by this fat fucking cock to even spare them a glance. Opening my mouth as wide as I could, I slipped the bulbous tip between my lips and began to slide down his shaft.

“That’s it, Kara.” His whispering my name sent a shiver down my spine and straight to my sopping cunt. Fuck, I would give anything to feel this thing inside me. But I wanted to earn it first.

Call it Daddy issues if you want, but there was just something about this older man that made me melt. I didn’t even know the guy and I was already ready to do anything to please him.

As his cock filled my mouth, I traced the thick veins with my tongue, delighting in the exploration of every ridge. The salty, slightly bitter taste of his precum coated my tongue as I lapped at his opening, astonished by the sheer volume of it. His mere drippings were already approaching the volume of some guys’ entire shot. It was like his need was just flowing out of him and into my hungry mouth. I couldn’t fucking wait to swallow every drop of his load.

Putting my skills to the ultimate test, I took him deeper. Felt him throbbing and pulsing within me. Eyes watering as his swollen head pushed its way into my throat. Despite my best efforts, I gagged on his cock. He groaned in pleasure as my muscles clamped down around him. I struggled to take him, but didn’t back down. Mamma didn’t raise no quitter.

The thick stream of precum was dripping straight down my throat now, just a little tease of what was surely to come. I reached my hand down into his lap and cradled his heavy balls. They practically filled my tiny hand, and I salivated at the thought of how much cum he had swirling around down there, just waiting for me to coax out every drop.

Grabbing his balls, I was able to get enough leverage to finally take his entire length down my throat.

“Well done,” he said coolly, as though he were merely grading an exam instead of throat-fucking a sexy little thing like me. Even as the thrill of pride coursed through me, I resolved to make him break the act. I might be putty in his hand, but he was going to whimper for me at least once before I was done with him.

I put all my skills to use. Every technique I’d learned in a lifetime of sucking dick. It was rare to encounter a man I couldn’t make bust down my throat within three minutes. My sorority used to have blowjob races back in my college days – I don’t mean to brag, but I almost always sucked down that first prize. Sometimes I even lapped the other girls and claimed first and second place for myself.

So this was a matter of pride. And also, I just really fucking loved to hear a man whimper for me, and it was all the better if they trembled at my touch.

I gasped for air as I pulled his dick from my poor throat. It bobbed in the air, glistening with my spit, pulsating in time with the beat of his heart. Fuck, he had a beautiful cock. He looked at me as if he was surprised that I’d stopped.

Our eyes met and I held his gaze as I slowly took every hot, throbbing, inch of his cock back down my throat. When I reached the base, my tongue darted out to lap at his enormous balls.

That earned me a gasp and a shiver that I felt through the thick cock stretching my mouth. Emboldened, I picked up my pace until I was fucking him with my throat. No easy task when his dick was nearly as thick as my wrist.

Strong hands settled on the back of my head, fingers entwining in my hair. Not forceful, not yet at least, but he did offer gentle guidance. His subtle touch urging me to move in time with his needs.

The precum leaked from him as he throbbed and pulsated, coating my mouth and throat with the delicious taste of his need. His grip on my head grew firmer. His cock harder, balls pulling tight against his body. I knew he was ready to erupt. Ready to fill my stretched and slutty mouth with a hot and creamy reward. My heart thudded in my chest, suddenly aware that I needed to suck down his sperm just as badly as he needed to blow his load down my throat. A match made in heaven. Or at least as close as you could get on an airplane.

But I still had one last trick up my sleeve; his whole body shuddered beneath me as I rolled my tongue against his thick shaft. His muscles tensed. Cock stiffened in my mouth. He held his breath, as his pleasure careened him toward the point of no return.

Here it is.

He’s about to blow.

And I… pulled away. His glistening cock slipping from between my lips. A thick strand of spit and precum connecting us like a lifeline. Shock and desperation written all over his formerly calm face.

My wicked smile parted, my tongue slipping out to gently lap at the angry, swollen head. My touch was almost impossibly gentle, like a feather brushing over skin. Denying him that tiny bit of friction that would send him over the edge.

Looking up at him, I drank in his desperation. I fucking had him. This cool-as-a-cucumber, suave, dignified silver fox was crumbling before me. And all because of my slutty little mouth.

Without warning, my fingers danced lightly over the length of his shaft. He leapt at my touch. I closed my hand around his girth and he sighed in relief. I ran my tongue along the ridge of his cock head and felt him twitch as I passed over a sensitive spot. Bingo.

I zeroed in, lashing his frenulum with slow steady strokes of my tongue. The rush of power coursing through me was exquisite as he squirmed. I had him.

And then he whimpered. A soft, delicate, and utterly undignified sound that made my aching pussy gush.

Now that I’d broken him, it was time to get the rest of what I wanted. It didn’t take much, the poor guy had been hanging on by a thread.

I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock, pushing down just past the fleshy ridge and then slowly dragged my lips back up over him. He rewarded me with another whimper, as I used my lips like a tiny, tight, little cunt. Letting his swollen tip spread me open again and again. My hand pumped slowly on his shaft.

When I knew he could take no more, I allowed him to slide beyond my lips, deeper into my mouth. His body trembled as I took his fat cock deep into my throat. I looked up at him just as his body began to convulse. His face contorted in pleasure and I felt his cock swell.

I could have taken his entire load straight down my throat, but I’d worked so very hard for it. I was going to savor every drop.

I pulled back just in time, as the first hot jet of cum gushed into my mouth. Oh my god, there is so fucking much, I thought as my mouth was instantly filled with his load. Even with only the tip of his cock still in my mouth, there wasn’t enough room to hold it all. The next spurt sent a stream of semen spilling out from between my lips, where it dripped down my chin and onto my neck. I swallowed down as much as I could, savoring the salty, masculine taste, but he was already spouting another thick geyser of cum into my hungry mouth.

My hand continued to pump away on his shaft as I let his cock slip from between my lips. I swallowed again and opened my mouth wide, ready to accept his next eruption. Instead, the hot gooey rope splashed forcefully across my cheek and nose, bathing me in his spunk. I corrected my aim and took another few spurts right into my slutty mouth. When he finally stopped spraying, I engulfed his deflating cock, suckling out the last traces of his sperm.

Satisfied that I’d swallowed all there was to swallow, I looked up at him, my face proudly plastered with his jism like a good little whore.

“I’m going to need a minute to recover from that,” he said with a tremble in his voice. “Why don’t you go have some fun?”

That’s when I looked around, finally seeing the debauchery that surrounded us.


 Chapter Four

My cunt was fucking soaked. I was desperate for a nice, deep dicking, but first I needed to get cleaned up a little.

One of the coeds was busy getting spit-roasted by two hockey players, her pert young tits swaying back and forth as they slammed into either end of her tight little body.

Another of the girls was on her knees, spit and bodily fluids smeared with her makeup all over her cute, chubby face, as she did her best to suck the three cocks lined up in front of her. The buttons on her shirt had been torn away, the front splayed open and her fat tits pulled out over the top of her bra.

The final athlete seemed to be taking a breather, his deflating cock still hanging impressively large between his muscled thighs. That left Jeffrey with the final coed.

My douche-bag coworker was taking her missionary, as she lay across the couch on her back. I wouldn’t have believed it was possible, but Jeffrey looked even more smug than usual as he thrust into the busty girl laying on her back beneath him. A massive load splattered her bouncing tits, a gift from the recovering athlete, I supposed.

The girl caught me looking, her eyes locking on mine, wide with pleasure and disbelief.

“I can’t believe I’m really doing this,” she said at my approach.

“You were made to take cock like this,” Jeffrey emphasized the words by driving himself deep inside of her.

“Let’s find out if you’re as good at eating pussy,” I said, dropping my panties and hiking up my dress.

Jeff’s eyes grew big and hungry at the site of my pussy. I bet he’d jerked off imagining it a hundred times, and here it was. But not for him. He could look all he wanted, but he wasn’t going to touch. Rules were rules.

“I’m Amy,” the girl said. It was kinda cute that she’d taken the time to introduce herself before I used her willing mouth.

“Kara,” I said, straddling her head and lowering my sopping cunt down onto her face.

“Fuck,” I moaned as her tongue made its first tentative contact with my pussy. Nervously, she licked along the length of my slit, making me tremble. To steady myself, I grabbed onto the metal railing circling the ceiling.

“You like the taste of that pussy?” Jeffrey asked.

In response, Amy merely groaned against my snatch, the vibrations sending another jolt of pleasure through me.

“What about you?” he asked me. “Do you eat cunt too, or just suck fat cocks?”

I guess he’d seen my with the silver fox. “Wouldn’t you like to know.”

“I have a feeling I’m going to find out.”

Fuck, why was his cocky attitude getting me so wet? Amy’s eager tongue lapped at my juices, but I could still feel some dripping down her cheeks and my thighs. The swaying of her big tits was hypnotizing as Jeff pounded away at the girl. I filled a hand with her soft flesh, delighting in the way my fingers slid through the cum that covered her chest.

Amy moaned again into my cunt as I pinched a nipple between my fingers.

“Fuck, do that again,” Jeffrey commanded. “It made her cunt clamp down on my dick.”

I did as instructed, more for her sake than his. Pulling the other nipple as hard as I could before her stiff peak slipped from between my cum-slick fingers.

The sticky mess on my hands was too much to resist – I licked them clean, relishing the taste of hot young cum as Amy found my clit with her tongue.

Leaning over, I took her tits in both hands, using them like handles as I ground my cunt against her face. This position put my face near her waist, giving me an excellent view of my coworker’s dick as it stretched out her tight young pussy.

I hated to admit it, but he had a nice big cock, complete with a lovely pair of gigantic swinging balls. They swatted against her ass with every thrust, the slap ringing through the cabin, melding with the cacophony of pleasure echoing through the room.

I contributed my own moan of pleasure as Amy probed my dripping hole with her tongue, reminding me how badly I needed to be filled by a nice fat dick.

Without warning, Jeffrey pulled out of Amy’s cunt with a delightful squelch, and shoved his cock into my open mouth. The shock and annoyance gave way to grudging acceptance as I tasted the young girl’s sweet pussy on his throbbing meat.

“Mmmph,” I muttered indignantly around a mouth full of cock.

“About time you had my dick in your mouth,” he said. “I always knew you were a fucking slut.”

It was hard to argue with that as I sucked Amy’s juices from his cock. I was a fucking slut. And that part of me was doing battle with my self respect and the last vestiges of professionalism, as this asshole used my mouth like the whore he knew I was.

I knew I’d lost the fight when he dipped his cock back into Amy, bathing himself in her juices before returning it to my mouth. I just couldn’t resist sucking him clean once more. Then twice more. Then again and again as he alternated between our willing holes.

Amy hit her stride, zeroing in on my clit with a fervor that reflected her own all-consuming need. My grip on her breasts tightened, my fingers slipping against her slippery cum-covered flesh as my thighs squeezed her head. All the tension from a day of teasing was building up like a flooding river, and the dam was about to blow.

Jeffrey, sensing that I had transformed into full-on slut mode, slapped his heavy cock across my cheek with a wet smack. That final, exquisite indignity, along with Amy’s tongue steadily working my clit sent me crashing over the edge.

My mouth opened in a silent scream, only to be stuffed with my coworker’s pussy-coated cock. My own cunt gushed as spasms rocked my body, every muscle convulsing in pleasure as my pussy squirted all over this poor girl’s face. Her first time eating cunt and she got a squirter. Amy took it like a champ and didn’t let up, her tender mouth carrying me through the waves of pleasure until I collapsed on top of her.

Not two seconds later and Jeffrey was grunting as he filled Amy’s cunt with his load. When he’d finished, he brought his creamy cock back up to my mouth for one last cleaning.

I came back to my senses with a growing awareness of the hollow ache deep inside me. Amy’s tongue had taken the edge off, but I needed more.

I needed to be filled with cock.


 Chapter Five

Looking around, I spotted two of the hockey players looking for their next goal. With a little shimmy, I slipped out of my dress in a silent invitation. The boys didn’t need to be told twice.

From the looks of their throbbing hard-ons, the thin blonde they’d been double-teaming had tapped out before they’d blown their loads.

Amateur.

Athletic guys with this kind of stamina needed a true slut. Oh well, her loss was my gain. They grinned in unison at the wicked look in my eyes as I moved in on them.

The first one towered over me, a hungry look on his face as he looked down at my naked body. Effortlessly, he scooped me up into his muscled arms and held me in the air. My legs instinctively spread for him, wrapping around his thick waist and clenching him tighter against my body.

I jumped when his cock brushed against my slick pussy lips. “Please,” I whimpered. “I need you to fill my cunt.”

I gasped as his bulbous cock-head nestled between my lips, hovering right outside my opening.

“Make her beg for it , Brett,”  his friend said.

I gasped as he pressed himself into me, ever so slightly. Just enough to stretch my entrance around his girth. Fuck, was every guy on this flight hung like a horse?

“Oh, this slut is gonna beg, alright.”

“I’ll do whatever the fuck you want,” I tried to wiggle my body down deeper onto his cock. “I just need to feel this thing inside me.”

“Oh?” He asked in feigned disinterest. “What’s in it for me?”

“Absolutely anything you want, baby,” I put on my best sultry voice. “I know for a fact that I’m the biggest slut on this plane. These girls are cute, but they’re not even competition. You can tear up my every hole. You can feed me load after load, until your balls are empty and aching, and I’d still beg you for more.”

From the way his cock throbbed at my entrance, I knew I had him. Still, couldn’t resist giving him one more nudge. “But if your cock isn’t making me scream within the next five seconds, I’m going to fuck all your friends instead and leave you to jerk off and watch.”

That did the trick.

I screamed out as his girthy manhood tore into me, driving deep into my core. “That’s it baby,” I panted. “Rip me open on your fat cock.”

Between my own dripping fluids and that blonde’s pussy juices still coating his dick, he slid right into my tight folds. Within seconds, he was buried balls-deep inside of me as he held me suspended in the air.

Scruff scratched against my chest as his eager mouth sought out my breasts. A ragged gasp escaped my lips as his teeth nipped at the tender flesh of my nipple. Then he was sucking as much of my tit into his mouth as he could fit, hollowing his cheeks to create a vacuum. There was just something so fucking hot about a guy sucking on your tits. I was in absolute heaven.

But it got better.

“Mind if I join you?”

I knew he wasn’t asking me. Nobody needed a slut’s permission. Before Brett could even answer, I felt his friend’s cock pressing against my backdoor.

“Dude,” Brett said. “I think we might have finally found a big enough slut to take both our dicks at once.”

It was a strange thing to feel proud about, but I’m not going to lie, fulfilling these college kids’ double penetration fantasy was giving me the warm and fuzzies. But it didn’t take long before that sense of fulfillment was overshadowed by actually being filled. Or more accurately, stuffed to the fucking limit, as the cock pressed into my tight little ass. Coated in the cream of another girl’s pussy, it slowly slipped inside. I swear, I felt him pressing deep into my guts, rearranging my insides to make room for these two enormous cocks.

Their dicks rubbed together inside me, separated by only a thin layer of skin. I’d never felt so full in my life.

“Holy shit!” came a breathy voice from behind me, as his cock bottomed out somewhere deep in my bowels. “This filthy slut did it, she took me all the way up her tight little ass.”

“Fuck, Dave,” Brett said. “I can feel your cock in her.”

“No homo, though, right?”

I was happy to serve as fuckmeat between these two hung jocks, but if I had to listen to them discus their latent curiosities, it was going to put a serious damper on things. “Just shut up and fuck me,” I commanded.

Sometimes being properly dominated requires a little bossing folks around. Luckily, they took the hint and began thrusting together into my stretched out holes. It only took a moment before they settled into a rhythm, one of them pumping into me as the other withdrew. In no time, they were using me like a fuckdoll, suspended in the air between them, Brett’s strong hands on my ass supporting my weight as he shared my body with his friend.

“God damnnnn,” came a voice I thought may have been Amy’s, but sandwiched between these two hulking men, all I could see was their muscled flesh.

“Look at her take those dicks,” another female voice echoed. “Where the fuck is she putting all that cock?”

I honestly had no fucking idea. They were reaching parts of me that I didn’t even know existed. I swear, they were hitting every nerve ending in my body. Every little part of me felt like it was on fire as they pumped in and out. And I was completely at their mercy, hanging in the air helplessly between them, just taking everything they gave. Every hot, pulsating inch. Stretching me. Filling me. All the way to my core.

My legs tightened around Brett’s waist as the pleasure crashed through me like a tidal wave. It had come on all at once, almost as soon as my body had adjusted to their invasion, it hovered on the edge of bliss. For a long moment, I hung there, and then I lost what little control I had left as the orgasm rushed through me.

And it didn’t stop. They were hitting all the right spots, pushing my buttons over and over as my slutty cunt squirted all over their cocks and down their legs. The climaxes blended together, one after another until I was afraid they’d never stop.

My muscles convulsing around them was too much for them to take. First, the cock in my ass began to swell, expanding inside me. Just when I thought I was about to burst, it erupted deep in my ass, filling my insides with his seed. A moment later, Brett exploded into my pussy, and I had two cocks pulsating inside me. Together they dumped an ungodly amount of semen into my abused little body. All the while I was still whimpering through my own climax.

The last thing I heard before I blacked out was, “Oh my god, look at it all pouring out of her!”


 Chapter Six

When I finally came back to myself, I was laying on the floor where they’d left me. Swollen cunt aching. Asshole burning from the pounding it had taken. And warm gooey loads dripping from both my well-fucked holes. It had been a long time since I’d felt so slutty.

“Oh good,” Brett’s voice rang in my ears. “I was starting to think we’d broken her.”

The two athletes stood over me, large cocks dangling enticingly between their legs. A few of their teammates eyed my sweaty body hungrily, eager for their turn with the biggest slut they’d ever seen. My pussy clenched at the thought of taking them all. So much fucking cock, all for me. But first I needed a little break. I might be a total whore, but I was only human.

My salvation came from an unlikely place. Jeffery pulled his thick cock from the chubby coed’s plump little pussy, sending a flood of semen pouring out of her pink opening.

“Hey, Kara!” A filthy gleam in his eye as he called out to me. “Be a good slut and come suck the cum out of her cunt, I can barely feel a thing.”

Legs still shaking, I crawled over to where the girl lay on the couch. I recognized her from earlier, she had been the one sucking off three of the athletes at once. And from the look of her sticky body, she had succeeded. And then some.

A part of my brain was screaming at me not to let Jeffrey order me around like this. It was bad enough that he’d discovered just how badly I craved cock, but if I started submitting to him he would never let it go. So much for not shitting where you eat.

On the plus side, the girl’s pussy looked fucking delectable. Her fat lips were swollen and splayed obscenely from the fucking she’d been given. A rivulet of jizz seeped from her stretched little opening. Poor girl looked just old enough to be in her first year of college, with just a hint of baby-fat on her cum covered face. The freshman fifteen had hit her with some killer curves – the kind of huge tits guys just loved to fuck, nice wide hips, and a big juicy ass.

More importantly, I recognized the look in her eyes. Her friends might have been here for the excitement or the novelty, and they’d go back to school like nothing had happened. But this girl hungered for cock. Craved the thrill of submitting to these men. She was a true slut.

Just like me.

So I dove into her pussy, my bottom lip scooping up a heaping mouthful of the cum streaming out of her hole. The bitter and salty taste of God-knows how many loads filled my mouth. Fucking delicious.

I tried to be as gentle as I could while I lapped at her battered cunt, licking up a seemingly never-ending flow of sperm. She made soft mewling noises as my tongue danced over her sensitive folds. Slowly, her hips began to move, subtly at first and then building in intensity like a rising storm of need, until she was grinding her pussy against my face.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered as my tongue circled her clit. “Girls eat pussy so much better.”

It was true. Just a fact of life, sorry dudes. Plus, how many guys would gulp down several loads worth of jizz from a girl’s creamy cunt? It wasn’t many, but kudos to the sexy few who weren’t going to let a little cum stop them from giving a gal what she needed.

Just then, she made a conscious effort to un-clamp her thick, cushioning thighs from around my head. “I want to taste you too,” she said.

Never one to turn down a willing mouth, I climbed on top of her and lowered my aching cunt down onto her eager face. Just as I did, I felt a big glob of semen drip from me and splatter across her cheek. A moment later her tongue slipped into my folds, lapping up the bitter nectar Brett had been kind enough to pump into my hungry cunt.

I bent over, burying my face in her twat as she continued to clean my filthy pussy. The softness of those huge pillowy breasts pressed against my stomach, the glaze of semen causing them to glide over my skin.

I knew I was right about this girl when I felt her mouth form a gentle seal around my gooey opening. Then the filthy little slut literally sucked the cum from my cunt. Holy fuck that was hot. I returned the favor, sucking out as much of the warm oozing mess as I could. Then, with a tongue coated in sperm, I lapped at her clit. Almost in perfect unison, she mirrored my movements. We groaned together in shared pleasure.

A shock of electricity ran through my body when she broke the pattern, her tongue flickering tentatively up to my backdoor. The tip of her tongue pressed gently against my sore asshole, testing the waters. My moan was all the permission she needed, and she quickly began devouring the fresh load still dripping from my ass.

Fuck, this girl was going to make somebody very happy someday. This was prime wife material, eating a stranger’s load right out of my ass. And if she was anything like me, she wasn’t going to let a little thing like marriage stand in the way of making men happy. Or women.

“These whores are sixty-nining!” One of the jocks called out. His voice was quickly followed by a salvo of filthy praise.

“Holy shit,” another voice answered. “I’ve never seen anything so hot in my life.”

“I thought Gabby was straight,” added a surprised female voice that I could have sworn was Amy. It drove me wild to think that these two friends had both eaten my pussy. It was an honor to be the first cunt they ever tasted. I had a feeling they’d be having a lot of fun together back at college.

“Fuck, she’s rimming her too!”

We devoured each other in lockstep, our intensity matched, mirroring each others’ movements. Every flick of the tongue. Every gentle caress. Until our pleasure rose to such heights that the tension coiling within us made even the tiniest movements a challenge. We stalled, right on the brink of climax.

And then a male voice grunted and an incredible warmth splashed across my ass, running down between my cheeks and over my slit, only to be lapped up be an eager tongue.

“Give the sluts some more cum to eat,” Brett instructed.

A moment later, a thick cock appeared just inches in front of me. I glanced up to see one of the athletes I hadn’t yet become acquainted with, jerking off furiously. It only took a moment before he was erupting, spraying my face and Gabby’s cunt with a fresh load.

Gabby bathed my clit in semen, rubbing the cum into my sensitive nub. It was just what I needed. Spasms rocked my body, my cunt clenching on nothing as I came. It was impossible to keep licking while I convulsed in pleasure, but Gabby didn’t care.

Her desperate hands found the back of my head and pushed me down against her cunt. Grinding her needy pussy against my face, cum smearing between us, she came hard. The warmth of her gushing juices streamed down my chin.

Rolling off her trembling body, gasping for breath, I was keenly aware of the emptiness inside me. Having my pussy eaten was great, but I was desperately in need of more dick.

Luckily, Miles – my silver fox – was standing over me with the fattest fucking cock I’d ever seen.


 Chapter Seven

“Holy shit, dude. Look at the size of that dick.”

The hockey player may not have been eloquent, but he was sure as fuck right. The cock waiting for me was an absolute monster. Just looking at it made my jaw ache again. Had I really managed to shove that whole thing down my throat?

“Think you’ve warmed up enough to take me?”

The way he said it was casual enough that he could have been asking if I needed a jacket because it was a bit chilly outside. Just an “Oh, hey, by the way, are you ready for the fucking of your life?” no big deal.

My hungry cunt dripped at the sight of it, towering out from his lean frame, bobbing in the air. Swollen with need. Waiting.

For me.

A small crowd had gathered around. The blonde coed, on her knees, mouth stuffed with cock,  watched me through watery eyes. Half the hockey team slowly stroked their cocks in anticipation, still half hard even after blowing their loads on my face and cunt just moments ago. Even one of the flight attendants was lingering nearby, with a hand hidden beneath her skirt.

The lips of my abused cunt splayed lewdly apart as I parted my legs, beckoning my utter destruction. In slow motion, Miles took up his position between my slick thighs. My breath caught in my chest. His gaze met mine, surprisingly tender for a man who was about to fucking ruin me.

Then I felt the heat of his swollen head pressing between my lips. Looking down, the difference in size between us was striking. Terrifying and thrilling. My heart pounded. The hollow space inside me yearned to be filled. Stretched. Torn. Used like the slut I was.

He pushed. Gently. But it already felt as if I was being sheared in two. I clenched my teeth against the pain. But beneath that, there was a current of pleasure coursing through me. That’s where I put my focus as he slid inside me, inch by inch. The bulbous tip spearing through my delicate flesh, parting my folds, blazing the way for that thick shaft to follow.

All eyes were locked on my cunt as it accepted this beast. My swollen lips clung to his girth, feeling every ridge and vein as he pushed endlessly into me. I cried out, somewhere between a whimper and a moan, as he pushed into places no one had ever touched. Finally, he paused, a look of surprised approval on his face.

Every fucking inch of him was buried inside my cunt.

“Where the fuck is she putting all that cock?” one of the coeds asked.

Pride filled my chest.

“I bet she can still take me in her ass,” an athlete stepped forward, only to be stopped immediately by Miles.

“I’m not sharing,” he said. “Do you know how rare it is to find a slut who can take all of me?”

The tone was still that of a gentleman, but he’d called me a slut. What a delicious contradiction. The label felt like a badge of honor, coming from him. It sparked a tiny flame inside me, knowing I’d chipped away at his reserved facade and caused him to use such crude language.

The void he left as he withdrew was almost painful. After being filled so full, the sudden absence was like I’d suddenly lost a part of myself. That fat cock belonged inside me. I almost wanted to cry when only the tip remained, but a moment later he slammed it all back home.

“Mmmph, fuck,” I moaned. “Don’t. Stop. Need. It. All.”

It was like a switch had flipped inside him. The effortlessly smooth gentleman was suddenly thrusting into my ravaged cunt like an animal, making me scream as every fucking inch of his monster cock slammed into me. Again and again.

My onlookers were speechless. I was putting on the show of a lifetime, and my heart raced at the thrill of being seen at my most wanton. Tits bouncing. Cunt dripping. Legs spread wide for a man I didn’t even know, giving him access to the deepest recesses of my body. Asking for nothing but abuse.

The pain twisted with the pleasure, together forming a sensation so intense it felt as if my every nerve was alight with fire from heaven. Pure fucking rapture. My moans and whimpers melded into one continuous scream. A low keening, from deep in my chest. The sound a body makes when the mind is long gone.

My entire world was reduced to his enormous manhood, violating places that should never have been touched. Awakening needs I never knew I possessed. Every moment for the rest of my life that he wasn’t inside me, I would feel his absence.

That handsome face looked down on me, a pathetic creature writhing and contorting in agonized pleasure. His mask was beginning to slip, his demeanor shifting. He pumped away, slamming himself into me with a fanatic zeal. A possessive expression creeping onto his face. He’d found someone who could take what he had to give, and he knew a part of me would always belong to him.

There would be bruises, I knew, on the places his fingertips dug into the soft flesh of my hips. With hands like iron, he held me down as he forced every magnificent inch deeper and deeper into my ruined hole.

Somehow, I felt him grow even harder within me. His rigid flesh bulging outward, straining against the confines of my battered inner walls. He was close. And I ached to feel his release. That hot, soothing deluge that would coat every last bit of my aching cunt. I may have needed it more than he did.

“Look at me when I cum in you, slut.”

The words managed to penetrate the lustful fog swirling through my brain and I opened my eyes just in time. Miles’ piercing gaze saw right through me. He knew exactly what I was. What I needed. And with a final grunt, he gave it to me.

A scream tore through my throat as his cock swelled within me. It shuddered, and my whole body convulsed along with it as the first eruption spewed forth into the depths of my cunt. Warmth flooded me as his seed gushed forth, with nowhere to go but deep into my womb. I felt every throb of his cock. Every spurt. His trembling body. The trickle of cum that managed to slip out my tightly plugged hole.

When he pulled himself free, it was all I could do to hold back my sobs. A torrent of semen spilled from my stretched out opening. My cunt gaped obscenely, giving anyone who cared to look a penetrating view into my most intimate anatomy. And they were all looking. Wearing expressions of amazement. Awe. Jealousy. Lust.

Jefferey stepped into view, all of the above blended in his expression.

“Now it’s my turn.”


 Chapter Eight

“I’ve always known you were a whore, Kara,” Jefferey said. “All the time we’ve worked together, you think I wouldn’t notice?”

I didn’t know what to say. It’s not like he was wrong, I was a total slut. But I had my golden rule. Fucking coworkers was a surefire way to ruin my career. It’d be like punting a beehive of drama and jealousy right into the office, nobody would get out of there unscathed. I liked my job. Loved my life. Work hard, play hard, fuck hard. Jefferey threatened all of that.

Hard cock pointing right at me, I felt the allure of crossing another line. It was the final boundary, really. That air of professionalism was the only thing holding me back from living life as a slut, 24/7. Just the thought of it had me drooling like the cock-hungry whore I was. No more need to pretend, just a lifetime of hedonistic bliss, living at the mercy of whoever happened to want me at the moment.

Tired of waiting on a response, Jefferey took a step forward, moving between my legs and into the space Miles had vacated just moments before. My colleague was eager. He’d been waiting this whole time for this. And not just the flight. Every moment we spent together at work, I knew he was thinking about my pussy. About this moment.

The engorged head of his cock pressed between my swollen lips. He paused. Savoring the moment? Or giving me one last chance to turn back?

I groaned as his shaft sunk into my stretched out, sopping hole. I never was any good at saying no.

My pussy squelched as his shaft sunk in effortlessly. How many loads was he pushing through? Fluid gushed from around his dick, pouring from my cum-dump of a cunt and dripping down between my ass cheeks.

His cock bottomed out inside of me, Jefferey looked like the kid who finally managed to get his hand into the cookie jar.

“Your sloppy cunt feels so fucking good,” he said, awed. “How have I never fucked you before?”

The physical sensation paled in comparison to the thrill of what I was doing. “I don’t... fuck coworkers,” I panted.

His balls slapped against my ass. “You do now,” he said. “This is only the beginning, Kara. You’re not going to go another day without draining my balls. At work. At Home. Thirty-thousand feet in the air. Nothing is off limits to me.”

“Fuuuuuck…” I moaned as he pounded into me. After the abuse it’d taken, my cunt was swollen and excruciatingly sensitive. Each thrust set my nerve endings on fire. Juices poured out of me – mine, his, everybody fucking else’s. I had no idea anymore.

“Every lunch break,” he continued, indifferent towards my beautiful agony. “You’ll be swallowing my cock. I’ll take you bent over your own fucking desk after hours. Fuck, maybe I’ll do it right in front of everyone. Would you like that?”

“Mmmmyessssss,” Even a one-syllable word was a challenge, but my body confessed without consulting my brain.

“You want everyone to know what you really are?”

Fuck. Just the thought of it was enough to bring me to the brink. Imagining my coworkers, people who thought they knew me, respected me, watching me take cock like a mindless whore. Seeing what it brought out in me. And would they want-

“We could implement a FreeUse policy at the office,” he said. “You could be the FreeUse Office Slut.”

A spark ran down my spine, igniting a powderkeg when it reached my cunt. My whole body convulsed in pleasure as the climax exploded through me. Pain came in pulses as my raw, battered cunt clamped down on his cock. It was all too much. I screamed.

Jefferey gave me a wicked smile, his hands finding their way to my tits and grabbing them tight as he increased his pace. He fucked me like a ragdoll, my shrieking body spasming uncontrollably as orgasm after orgasm rocked me into a drooling mess.

“Fuck, yes!” he yelled as I squirted all over his dick. One hand left my breast and he ran it through the geyser bursting forth from my loins, then stuffed three dripping fingers into my mouth. I sucked them clean, like a good slut should.

“Where do you want my cum?” He asked, and I almost believed my opinion mattered. But his cock was already swelling inside of me.

I groaned as his hot seed spilled into me, soothing my abused flesh and satisfying that primal need constantly gnawing away in the recesses of my brain. “Breed me, breed me, breed me,”  it begged at all times.

He collapsed on top of me, his dick still twitching and spurting with diminishing frequency.

“Attention all passengers, please return to your seats and prepare for landing. For all our first class passengers, the flight attendants will be around shortly with a wet-wipe for your convenience. Thanks for flying with us.”

When I’d finally managed to crawl into my own seat, I looked down at the single foil-wrapped wipe waiting for me. Looking down at the cum covering half my body, and the flood pouring out of me, I wondered “what the fuck was I supposed to do with that?”

“You know,” Jefferey said from the seat next to me. “I think your true nature might be an asset to the company. Rest up, we’ve got a big meeting in the morning. And I think they’re  going to fucking love you.”

Or love fucking me.
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“You’re not going to fucking believe this,” I told my fiancé, my voice trembling. “He booked us seats in the Free Use cabin of the plane.”

I left unsaid exactly what that entailed, but he’d get the idea. His future bride had just been pounded by half a hockey team, lapped up cum from between the legs of a freshly fucked college girl, and let a rich older man tear her open with the fattest cock she’d ever seen in her life. Oh, and then my coworker took a turn and told me he was going to make me his free use office slut.

With a sigh, I turned off the light and fell back onto the plush downy comforter, safe in the hotel bed. I waited for his reaction.

At least I had my own room. After the shit Jefferey pulled with our plane tickets, I was half expecting him to only book one in a contrived attempt to force me to share a bed with him.

There was a long pause. In the silence, Michael suddenly seemed so far away. Then his deep, husky voice was back in my ear, sending shivers through me.

“Did my little slut enjoy herself?”

Relief flooded through me. Of course he understood. We didn’t have many rules in our relationship, but I was supposed to let him know when I was going to be playing with somebody else. By the time I was on the plane, it was too late to give him a call.

“Honestly, baby,” I said, “It was incredible. I’ve never been used like that in my life.”

There was a sound of a zipper, followed by the rustle of fabric. “Tell me about it,” he commanded. “So I can start planning how I’m going to give you something even better.”

So I caught him up on everything I’d been up to in the hours we’d been apart, his breath growing ragged as I detailed all the ways his little slut had been used by strangers. In the dark, with his hungry voice sounding so close, I could almost see him stroking himself as I recounted every detail for him to imagine.

My own fingers slipped beneath my fluffy bathrobe and gently moved between my legs. Freshly bathed, there was only my own slickness where the warm seed of strangers had been not long ago. I already missed it. The warmth of it filling me, the filthy reminder of the things I’d done as it dripped down my thighs. I wished Michael was here with me. One final load from the man I loved to end a day of pure debauchery. But I’d have to settle for just hearing him cum for me.

Stroking my clit, I told him about Miles. The older man in the finely tailored suit, and how he’d given me business advice before casually revealing the thickest cock I’d ever seen.

“You’d have been so proud of me baby,” I said. “He didn’t even need to ask, I just took him into my mouth like a good girl. And I managed to take every inch. I want you to picture it, baby. Your future wife with her lips stretched wide around that cock, his heavy balls pressed against my chin. His cum filling my mouth and spilling out, down onto my tits as I struggled to swallow it all.”

“Fuck, Kara,” he whispered.

“Yeah,” I said, “we did that too.”

I knew he was getting close – his breathing always came in starts and stops when I push him to the edge, like he’s so focused on me that he forgets to even breathe.

“I’ve never felt so full in my life, he stretched me so good, Michael.”

Just thinking about it now was enough to reignite that ache inside me. That desperate need for all my hollow places to be filled. Fuck, why wasn’t Michael here to reclaim me?

“I thought I was going to rip in half when his cock swelled and began pumping me full of cum.”

His voice was breathy as he responded, “I wish I could have been there to sink myself into your used little cunt when he was finished with you.”

“Me too,” I said. “I would have been so fucking filthy for you. I don’t even remember how many guys blew their loads inside me. And Mile’s stretched my pussy so good I barely even felt Jefferey slide into me.”

“You let that asshole fuck you?”

There was an jealous edge to his voice, but he still sounded like he was ready to blow at any moment.

“Baby,” I said in my best fuckdoll voice, “I was too cum-drunk to stop him. I hadn’t even recovered from the pounding Miles gave me when Jefferey slipped his big dick into my sloppy little cunt. If it’s any consolation, he probably didn’t feel much besides the gallon of semen inside me.”

“Fuck, you’re such a whore.”

“That’s why you’re going to marry me,” I responded.

A moan came through the phone and I shivered. As filthy as we could be, the lovey stuff still turned him on too. Just the idea that I’d belong to him forever could push him over the edge.

“He said he was going to make me his Free Use office slut,” I teased. “Do you think I should let him? I’ve never been very good at saying no.”

The answering grunt was undecipherable. Was I playing with fire by stoking his jealousy, or did the thought of me submitting to a man he couldn’t stand strike a chord in him? I kept pushing.

“Just think about it – I could be getting fucked every day at work. Crawling under his desk to suck his cock, letting him rail me on our lunch break. Each day, I could come home to you, ready to be reclaimed.”

“Would you like that, baby?” I asked. “Spending all day apart, imagining all the filthy things I could be doing. And then I’d come home for you to sink your cock into my slutty cunt and try to guess how many loads I’d taken that day.”

The familiar sounds of my fiancé cumming poured into my ear, his breathy moans melting into liquid pleasure and flowing through my veins. Spurred on by him, my own orgasm washed over me, a sweet and soothing ending to a day of agonizing bliss.


 Chapter Two

There’s nothing like half a dozen orgasms to make you sleep like the dead. The debauchery of the day completely swept away any jitters I had about the big meeting. All except for one.

“They’re going to fucking love you,” Jefferey had said, not too long after emptying his balls into me. I didn’t know much about the client, not on a personal level at least. But Jefferey apparently knew the guy, which is how my coworker weaseled himself into this trip at the last minute. His biggest skill in life was knowing how to schmooze with other guys like him.

Despite the fun I’d had teasing Michael about becoming Jefferey’s office slut, I still had my reservations. For one, I didn’t fuck coworkers. That was one of the few rules I had for myself. Second, I didn’t actually like the guy.

One of the first things I remember about him was a joke he made not long after he started at the company. A few of us were hanging out in the break room, sitting on the pleather couch the boss tossed in there to give it a modern vibe, “like Facebook” he’d said. And  there’s Maya, one of our interns, sitting at the counter with a roast beef sandwich. Jefferey looks at her and asks, “Do the curtains match the sandwich?”

I can appreciate an offensive joke if it’s any good, but that one was just terrible. Who the fuck just causally insults their coworkers genitals?

But I suppose I liking him wasn’t exactly an essential part of the equation – a good hate-fuck could be so delicious. There was something to be said about not giving a fuck about your partner and just taking what you needed. It was lucky for him that he had a dick big enough to match his ego.

When it was time to dress, I laid out the slim fitting herringbone suit I’d packed for the meeting. The snug pants hugged my hips and showed off my ass, professionally, of course. But the dress left hanging in the garment bag kept calling to me. I’d packed it before Jeff had invited himself along and ruined all my plans for the weekend. Back when I thought I’d be alone and anonymous, just a pretty face in a slinky black dress, waiting at the bar for just the right man to take back to my room. I’d even posted an ad to the local personals site, looking for a few guys to use me at once. I had to take it down once I found out I’d be in a room next to my coworker.

The dress wasn’t unprofessional, per say, but it did a lot to emphasize my curves. Michael always said I looked like a fertility goddess when I wore it. His words never failed to make me tingle. Imagine, a goddess built for the sole purpose of being filled with seed, over and over.

Fuck it, I thought and pulled out the dress instead. If the client was anything like Jefferey, he wouldn’t mind at all. In fact, a little T&A might help seal the deal. I grabbed a pair of red satin panties and matching bra and set about getting dressed. Wearing sexy underwear at work was always a confidence booster. It was easier to go toe-to-toe with powerful men when you had a little secret that would drop their jaws to the floor if it were ever to be revealed.

Jefferey’s eyes widened a bit when we met in the lobby, but he didn’t comment. As the car wound through the city streets on our way to the meeting, the conversation remained focused on our pitch. It had me wondering if my colleague was all talk, or if the FreeUse flight was one of those “What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas” kind of things. Disappointment blended with relief. At the very least, life would be simpler if things remained as they were. Who knew what would happen if all of my coworkers were to learn of my insatiable appetites.

“So, how do you know this guy?” I asked.

“Colton was in the same fraternity,” he said. “Different year though, he was older. We partied together a bit, but I haven’t done any business with him until now,” Jefferey explained.

Annoyance bloomed within me that he’d wormed himself into the meeting I’d scheduled with the client that I’d found based on his “insider” knowledge of the CEO. And it turned out to be nothing more than his usual exaggerated bullshit. He’d gotten drunk with the guy, big fucking deal.

“So, you haven’t actually worked with him any real business capacity?” My voice was harsher than I’d intended.

For the first time this morning, Jefferey looked at me as though he was thinking about shutting me up with his cock down my throat. Did he think that was a real possibility now?

Was it?

“No,” he answered. “But I know what he likes.”

“Oh? And what’s that?”

“Pretty white girls who know how to handle a big black cock.”

Indignant outrage coursed through me, even as I felt arousal kindling between my legs. Just what the fuck had he told this guy about me? Had he promised him anything?

Getting out of the car, I was acutely aware of the slickness between my thighs. I craned my neck up at the tall building in front of us, a shining tower of steel and glass. I suddenly felt very out of place in my little black dress. Whatever Jeff had told this guy, my choice of outfit would only serve to confirm the fact that I was a slut.

Maybe that wouldn’t be such a bad thing. After all, it was the truth.


 Chapter Three

When you hear the phrase Big Black Cock, you picture it attached to a hulking man built like a linebacker. So imagine my surprise when I first laid eyes on Colton.

Like a gentleman, he rose from his chair at the head of a large mahogany conference table and stood to greet me. A full head taller than me, I had to tilt my chin up to meet his alluring brown eyes. He was a big man, but not the towering, three-hundred pound giant I had imagined. If not for how handsome he was, I might have been a little disappointed. Just the idea of that enormous body pressing down on top of me, swallowing me up entirely, had me tingling in anticipation.

But there was something about the beautiful contrast of Colton’s gentle, glowing smile radiating out from his dark, chiseled face that tied my stomach in knots. And he was a big man. Rolled up just past his elbows, the sleeves of his button down revealed thick, powerful forearms. A shiver ran down my back as I imagined how easily this man could toss me around like a ragdoll. Or a fuckdoll.

“Kara,” his deep voice warm and welcoming. “It’s a great pleasure to finally meet you. Your attention to detail in everything you’ve sent so far has been impressive.”

Just hearing him say my name was almost enough to make me melt. But then he turned and nodded dismissively at my colleague. “Jefferey,” he said with barely concealed disdain. Hot as fuck and he disliked that cocky asshole? I was ready to blow him right then and there.

Though I was starting to doubt if that was even the direction this was headed. Had Jefferey just been fucking with me? Nothing about this man suggested he was anything but professional.

“How was your flight?” Colton asked.

My cheeks burned as I tried to think of something to say that.

“It was great,” Jefferey answered for me. “Some quality time with Kara was just what I needed. I feel like I really got to know her.”

Colton nodded, “Great. Did Jefferey fill you in on the changes here?”

I shot my coworker a questioning look. His face crinkled in amusement as he shot me a stupid grin.

“No,” I answered nervously. Had he already fucked up this deal for me?

“How disappointing,” he said, directing the ire in his voice towards my colleague.

“Well,” he continued, “you may have heard of companies experimenting with Free Use policies to improve productivity and employee morale. Early reports are indicating a massive boost in earnings and talent retention, so we’ve decided to implement the policy here. Going forward, all employees, vendors, and contractors operating on the premises will need to comply with the policy.”

His questioning eyes met my gaze, attempting to judge if I understood his meaning.

“Is that going to be a problem?” he asked.

I shot Jefferey a dirty look before smiling back at the gorgeous man sitting across from me. My heart thudded in my chest. My skin tingled, as if I could already feel his hands upon me.

“It would have been nice to know before coming all the way here,” I said. “But don’t worry, I always come prepared.”

Sliding my chair back from the table, I leaned back and slid a hand up my thigh, catching the hem of my dress. The smooth fabric ghosted over my skin, leaving a trail of gooseflesh in its wake. Up and up it went, until the shimmering panties came into view. Ever so slightly, I parted my legs, revealing just a teasing glimpse of the wetness soaking the fabric.

“I love a woman who comes prepared,” his smile turned hungry.

“Trust me,” I teased back, “I’m always ready.”

Colton unzipped his pants, the sound echoing through the silent conference room. “In that case, why don’t you get under the table while Jefferey starts the presentation?”

The disappointed look on Jeff’s face was almost as delicious as the thick, black cock now protruding from Colton’s open fly. I didn’t need to be told twice, and I felt my coworker’s jealous eyes lingering on my ass as I climbed beneath the table.

“Yeah, so uhhh,” Jefferey stumbled as he tried to take the lead on our sales pitch. I tuned out his voice and crawled on my hands and knees towards the beautiful ebony cock awaiting my luscious lips.

It leapt as my tongue caressed the underside of his shaft, the large, dark tip dragging across my cheek, smearing my face with his anticipation. Pursing my lips tight, I pressed his dripping head between them, allowing him to spread them open as I pushed towards him. Giving him just a little taste of what it would feel like to slide that thick cock into my tight slutty cunt.

The weight of his hand gently settled upon my head, softly stroking my hair. “Mmmmm,” his deep voice boomed. “You’re incredible.”

Pride filled my chest and his cock filled my mouth as I took him deeper, moving beyond the fleshy ridge defining his tip to take in the thick veiny shaft. My tongue traced the ridges, savoring the masculine taste of his sweat.

“And uh, we could get you back up and running for twenty percent less than retooling the whole thing.”

Reluctantly, I pulled the dick from my mouth to correct my colleague. “It was forty percent, Jefferey,” a hint of exasperation seeping into my voice.

“A mouth like an angel, and clearly the brains of the operation,” Colton mused. “Maybe you should be the one under the table, Jeff.”

My irreverent giggle rang out from beneath the table, filling the drab conference room with what was probably the only genuine laughter to occur within these walls. Imagining Jefferey trying to suck a dick was a hilarious mental image.

“He’d suck at that too,” I called out between bouts of laughter, “and not in a good way. I bet he’s toothy.”

As I engulfed Colton’s glistening ebony cock once more, I only wished I could see Jefferey’s disgruntled face. My coworker was exactly the kind of wannabe alpha male douche-bag that would be rattled by the suggestion that he’d ever even touch another man’s dick, let alone suck it. That’s too bad though, it would have been hot to see.

But like everything else when I worked with Jeff, the task of coaxing out this beautiful man’s hot creamy load would fall upon me. That’s not to say I minded. No, not one bit.

It felt dirty, freely offering him my mouth during our meeting. He wasn’t paying me, exactly. Even if the deal depended on us adhering to his company’s Free Use policy, it didn’t quite make me a whore. But it did create a gray area that allowed me to feel like one. And not just any whore, this was a multi-million dollar deal at stake. I was determined to suck his cock as if the entire thing depended solely on my slutty little mouth.

“Fuck, stop talking for a moment,” he interrupted Jefferey’s droning. “I’m trying to enjoy this goddess’ heavenly mouth.”

Every word of praise made me gush for him. Nothing compares to a strong, powerful man fawning all over you and telling you you’re a good girl. Nothing, except maybe him calling you a bad one.

To be honest, the way Jefferey had mentioned Colton had me expecting him to be a little more rough with me. The praise and gentle touch was giving me the warm and fuzzies, but that filthy part of me was aching for him to wrap my hair up in his fist and start fucking my mouth like the cum-hungry slut I was.

If he wasn’t going to drive his cock down my throat and choke me on it, then I’d have to do it for him. With a deep breath, I lowered myself back down onto his cock, opening my jaw as wide as I could to allow his impressive girth to fit.

“Astonishing,” he whispered as half his length disappeared into my mouth. A moment later and he pressed against the entrance to my throat. “I can’t believe you can take it all,” he said as my nose pressed against his abs. Through shallow breaths, I breathed in his masculine scent mixed with a hint of clean laundry.

I slipped a hand into his fly and fished out his swollen, heavy balls. They hung low, draping down onto the chair between his legs. There’s just something about a nice big pair that really drives me wild. The feel of them slapping against my ass, or even draped across my face, never fails to make me gush. Cradling them in my hand, the sheer weight of them filled me with excitement, my pussy tingling at the thought of how much of his seed roiled within, just waiting to be released. Into me.

I was so hungry for it, now. Quickening my pace, I drove him down my throat again and again while gently massaging his scrotum. I felt the exact moment I made him lose control, his hand tightening around my hair. Balls tensing in my hand. His shaft swelling in my mouth. He spasmed, his sperm erupting down my throat in a forceful spurt.

My head was pulled sharply back, he slipped from my mouth, and for a split second I was staring right at his big, fat cock, the dark flesh shining with my spit. It felt like slow motion as it pulsated before me, his entire shaft leaping upwards, swelling as his seed coursed through his magnificent flesh. And then another blast jetted forth from his engorged head, the warmth of his cum splattering across my cheek. I closed my eyes as he emptied his balls onto my pretty little face.


 Chapter Four

There didn’t appear to be anything around to clean myself up with, so I just sank back into my chair. Not that I minded, really. Wearing a load on my face was like a warm, dripping badge of honor. Marking me as a proud little cumslut.

“I think Jefferey could use some assistance,” Colton said.

Immediately, my colleague began unbuckling his belt. I bit my lip as his cock popped into view, already fully erect and dripping for me. He was a prick, but at least he had a good dick.

With a laugh, Colton said, “I meant with the presentation. I’d like to hear from someone who actually knows what they’re talking about.”

Jeff looked like somebody had just jizzed in his corn flakes. His crestfallen face and deflating cock brought me a sense of satisfaction I didn’t know I needed.

Turning back to Colton, I began speaking about time tables, deliverables, and the long term support we could offer his company. All with his sperm plastered across my face. Occasionally, I’d feel a little dripping down onto my lips and I’d hold his gaze while my tongue gathered it up.

Maybe it should have felt degrading, but to me it was closer to humbling. We might be wearing fancy clothes and making million dollar deals, but really, we were all just animals. It was strangely freeing, not having to pretend like I wasn’t thinking about him throwing me down and fucking me on his conference table.

We must have been on the same wavelength, because as I spoke, his cock sprung back to life. He hadn’t even tucked it away when I was done sucking him, he just left it hanging heavy between his legs. Even soft, it stayed larger than most men are when fully hard. But now it was back to its full glory, jutting proudly out from his lap. I rushed through the last few points to wrap things up. My cunt was aching to feel that big black monster stretch me open.

“Everything looks good to me,” Colton said. “I’ve looked over all the paperwork you sent. Again, let me just say how impressed I was by your meticulous organization. And now that I’ve seen you in action… well, lets just say that I was blown away.”

It felt surreal, watching him rise and gather up several manila folders, his enormous cock and balls proudly displayed. Standing next to me, it was hard to tear my eyes away as he laid out the folders on the polished wood table.

“Ready to seal the deal?” he asked.

Not a moment after I’d signed, he scooped me up in his muscular arms and laid me out on the table. In a flash, my panties were gone and his head was beneath my dress, his lush lips kissing his way up my thigh.

Trembling in anticipation, my hands balled up into fists. Jefferey looked on hungrily, hard cock in his hand. Desperate to feed it to me, but unsure if that was allowed. I flashed him a wicked smile as Colton lapped up the juices that had dripped down onto my thighs. I couldn’t wonder what their relationship had been like in their college days. I’d never seen him so demure.

Then Colton’s tongue slipped between my lips and I forgot all about the coworker watching me get my pussy eaten.

In fact, eaten didn’t even begin to describe what he was doing to me. Colton fucking devoured my cunt, lapping up my juices like it was the nectar of the gods. And the way his tongue moved over me, I felt like a goddess myself. Colton, my loving devotee, worshiping at my altar.

A raspy moan escaped my lips as his finger slid into my wet folds. Everything else about him was so distracting that I’d never even noticed how large his hands were. He added another thick finger and curved them upwards, hitting just the right spot to make me squeal.

God, it felt so dirty to be laying here in an office where anyone could see their boss going down on me. From where I was, it didn’t take much effort to turn to see out the large windows that separated the conference room from the rest of the office. The shades were up, not surprising in an office where any women could be fucked at will. What was there to hide?

A younger man, maybe an intern, caught my eye as he walked passed. He watched for a moment as I writhed in pleasure on his boss’ talented tongue. Then he abruptly changed directions, stopping at the desk of a striking older woman. She carried a little extra weight that blessed her with incredible curves. A moment later and her enormous tits were pulled out over her blouse and her cheeks went hollow as she sucked the man’s cock with a hunger I recognized in myself. Another kindred slutty spirit.

Involuntarily, my thighs clamped down around Colton’s head as he sucked my clitoris into his warm mouth. He moaned into me, my legs forcing his face harder against my sopping cunt.

Next to me, Jefferey slowly stroked himself, desperate for his own turn with me. The pure lust written across his face brought me one step closer to the edge. God, how I loved it when they looked at me like a whore.

Between my legs, Colton fell into a teasing pattern, his tongue dancing over my sensitive nub, taking me right up to the brink before changing course and teasing my inner lips.

“Fuck,” I groaned as he held me on the edge once more. “I need it,” I begged. “Please, let me cum for you.”

Then I moaned as his fingers went deep, filling me once more and stroking my inner walls as they withdrew. Together, his fingers and tongue began to increase in speed, as though racing to see which would take me over the finish line. He pumped into me as his tongue flicked rapidly over my clit. The pleasure built and built, and this time he didn’t relent.

Colton moaned in pleasure, my cunt gushing into his eager mouth as a powerful orgasm washed over me. My cunt clenched around his fingers as they worked me through the throes of bliss. He fought for breath as I squirted again and again, soaking his face with my release. But he didn’t stop. Dedicated to my pleasure, he swallowed what he could and sucked down gasps of air while continuing to tongue my pussy until it all became too much to take.

My hands sought to push him away, but my thighs refused to let him go. All I could do was scream out in agonizing pleasure until my exhausted body went limp on the conference table. 


 Chapter Five

When the final tremors ceased rocking through my body, I looked up to see Colton wearing the biggest grin on his dripping face. My squirt had soaked into the top of his shirt, but he didn’t seem to mind.

Jefferey was still jerking off, impatiently waiting for Colton to give him permission to help himself to my willing body. Outside the conference room, a small crowd was watching through the window. I guess my screaming attracted some attention.

Feeling all their eyes upon me, face flushed and covered with cum, turned my stomach in delightful knots. It was thrilling to be seen as what I truly was. A slut. And their eyes shone with lust and approval.

There focus shifted away from me, I followed their collective gaze to find their boss stripping out of his trousers. Then his shirt was tossed aside and his dark, athletic body was fully exposed beneath the florescent lights. I couldn’t imagine the confidence it takes to stand naked before your subordinates.

In his case, it was well earned. Colton’s body was drool-worthy. I had imagined him with the hulking body of a football player, but in reality, he was built like a boxer. Muscular, but trim. Strong, powerful, and capable of my utter ruination.

Hiking my dress up around my waist, I parted my legs. Our onlookers were granted a perfect view of my eager cunt, sopping wet, lips swollen with need. And then Colton moved between my legs and the only thing that mattered was the big black cock just moments away from destroying me.

But before fucking me, he laid his cock against my skin, showing how his generous length spanned all the way from my slit to just past my belly button. That was how deep he was about to fuck me.

Almost drooling in anticipation, I savored the view, wondering where it was all going to go. The beautiful contrast of his thick dark cock on my delicate pale flesh could have been an artistic nude photograph, and for a moment I wished I could snap a picture. My slutty pussy framed and hung on the conference room wall.

Then every thought poured out of my head as his thick cock pushed inside me. A deep, satisfied moan escaped my mouth as my body shifted to accommodate the sudden intrusion. In wide-eyed awe, I watched as, inch by inch, that beautiful black cock disappear inside me. And then it was all gone. Every dark, throbbing inch of him, buried to the hilt inside me, his pelvis pressing against my puffy lips.

“Fuck,” he whispered, “where are you putting all that cock?”

He waited, giving me time to adjust as my every nerve exploded into fireworks. And then he was driving himself into me, my body shuddering on the table with every thrust.

Our onlookers were still out there, ignoring their work to gawk through the window. One geeky looking guy with his khakis around his ankles was already venting his arousal on a female coworker, her skirt hiked up as he thrust into her, forcing her against the window.

Colton fucked me with so much force my tits popped out the top of my dress, jiggling every time his body crashed into me. Almost immediately, the warmth of his mouth engulfed my nipple.

“Mmmmph,” I moaned, his tongue swirling in circles around my stiff peak.

He rocked his hips, grinding himself against my clit, sucking on my breast to bring me to another climax. My pussy spasmed, clamping down around his girth as I gushed all over his cock.

“Now that you’re loosened up a bit, why don’t you get on your hands and knees?”

He said it with all the casual confidence of a boss giving instructions to an employee. I did what I was told, girls like me always did. For a horrible moment, he slipped away, leaving me empty and aching. But then I felt his weight settle onto the table behind me, his hands on my hips.

I shrieked as he thrust back into me, impaling me on every glorious inch all at once. His employees looked on in envy as he pounded my filthy cunt like he owned it, my pendulous tits rocking with every thrust.

A surprised yelp escaped my lips as he spanked my ass. The sting lingered, a tingling pain in the shape of his hand.

His heavy balls slapped against my cunt, occasionally hitting my clit, just enough to tease.

The gentle lover who had eaten me with a delicate tongue was gone. In his place was a dominate man, demanding complete surrender to his insatiable appetites. Colton helped himself to my body, fucking my sopping cunt like it was built for him to break.

Then I felt the warmth and weight of him upon my back as he leaned over me, his hot breath in my ear.

“Do you like it in your ass?” he asked.

One of his thick fingers pushed into my ass hole. It had been a rhetorical question – of course I liked it. And even if I didn’t, it wasn’t like he was about to stop.

Another spank from his free hand, and I felt myself clamp down around him. He grunted in response, then slapped my ass again. If he kept this up, I was going to be sore for days. A part of me hoped I’d go back home to my fiance with a hand-shaped bruise on my backside. That would really drive him wild.

A particularly powerful thrust knocked me forward, my arms sprawling out, and I crashed face first onto the table. Colton held my hips in the air, not stopping for a moment, just pounding away at my cunt.

I snaked my arm underneath myself and felt for his swinging balls. He let out a low, breathy moan as I began massaging his scrotum. His cock stiffened inside me as I worked to extract his load. Soon my hand was covered in the slickness dripping from my sloppy cunt.

I let one finger drift further back, testing the waters. He gasped in surprised pleasure as my touch ghosted over his perineum. His cock twitched inside me and my whole body convulsed in pleasure.

Probing further, my slick fingertip found his ass and he let out a loud gasp as I slipped inside.

That was all it took. That incredible cock pulsed within me, a deluge of warm seed spilling out to coat my inner walls. His rhythmic contractions and the filthy sensation of being filled ignited my third orgasm of the morning. My pussy clenched around his spurting cock, his ass clenching around my finger as I milked his prostate, extracting every precious drop of his seed. Right into my cunt where it belonged.

Warm semen gushed from between my legs when he pulled away, pooling on the table beneath my ass.

“Are you just going to sit there and watch?” he asked Jefferey. “Be a gentleman and clean her up.”


 Chapter Six

With the realization of what he’d been instructed to do, the color drained from Jefferey’s face. Three orgasms in the span of less than an hour had left me satisfied, but hearing Colton command my colleague to eat his load from my freshly fucked cunt ignited a wicked new fire in my belly. He would absolutely hate it. And the thought drove me fucking crazy.

Tentatively, wearing a look of resigned disgust, Jefferey took his place at the edge of the table between my legs. I opened them for him, revealing the gooey mess Colton had left dripping from between my splayed lips. Had Colton made him do this in college? I couldn’t help but wonder.

He took a deep breath, presumably to steel himself for the degrading task, but instead  ended up inhaling the scent of fresh sex.

With rough hands, he grabbed my ankles and pulled my body right up to the edge of the table. One leg hanging on either side of him, he lowered his face between my legs.

His tongue was tentative, starting high to avoid the worst of the mess. Unintentionally teasing in the way he moved from one spot to another, ghosting over my lips. I’d never had anyone eat me out who hadn’t buried their face in my snatch with gleeful enthusiasm. I ached for a proper pussy-eating.

Outside the conference room, the gathered employees were still watching like I was their own personal porn star, putting on a show just for them. Loving the feeling, I arched my back, proudly showing displaying my tits to the crowd.

Need was building within me again, but Jefferey’s weak attempt to eat me out wasn’t going to get the job done. If only he realized how lucky he was; any one of our spectators would have killed to be where he was. If I was going to come, it was clearly going to be up to me to get myself there.

Crossing my thighs behind his head, I pulled his face against my pussy, feeling my wetness coating his skin. He tried to pull away, but I grabbed his head and moved him where I needed him, grinding my sopping cunt over his half-open mouth. His lips dragged over my clit, causing my body to shudder.

A moment later, the resistance faded as he gave in to the pleasure and thrill of eating my freshly fucked pussy. I melted into his mouth, savoring the delicious warmth as he tasted me, sinking into it like a soothing bath.

I closed my eyes as the man I’d worked beside for years moved lower, his tongue probing my entrance. Despite my hands relaxing their grip, he made no attempt to pull away. My whole body shivered at the gentle suction as he began to suck the cum from my cunt.

“Let’s all welcome Kara,” Colton’s deep  voice caught my attention and my eyes snapped open. The door was open and he was speaking to the gathered workers. “She just saved the company millions and prevent months of downtime. Feel free to show her your appreciation.”

A wicked thrill shot through me as they filed into the room. The older slut I’d first seen sucking cock was the first to approach, her big tits still hanging free. A hungry look in her eyes as her gaze lingered on my chest. She helped herself, first cupping my flesh, squeezing and kneading me in her hand before leaning over with parted lips. I writhed on the table, my thighs clamping down again on Jefferey’s head as the heat of her mouth engulfed my nipple.

Then there was a man beside me, stroking himself while feasting his eyes on the whore laid out on the table before him. I reached out, wanting to feel his rigid flesh in my hand. To give him just a little taste of what a woman like me was capable of.

It was difficult to focus, Jefferey had begun to target my clitoris with soft little licks that made my toes curl. I stroked the cock in my hand, already dripping in anticipation, my slick palm sliding easily over the shaft.

I rubbed my thumb over the swollen head, felt it swell and then pulse hot seed over my hand. Immediately, another clock found its way into my grip, sliding through their coworker’s fresh load.

The busty slut’s teeth sunk into my breast as she groaned in pleasure. Cool air made my skin tingle as she released me, my stiff peak standing tall and glistening with her saliva.

“Thanks, hun,” she said, offering two shining, wet fingers up to my mouth. My lips parted without question and she slipped them in, filling my mouth with the taste of her pussy. I sucked them clean like a good girl should.

She’d barely moved out of the way when a middle-aged man with a pot belly and a short but thick dick with an pronounced upward curve moved into position beside me. He looked embarrassed as he stroked, as if exposing himself in front of his coworkers was humiliating, but he couldn’t resist the temptation of my body.

I wanted to say something, encouragement or reassurance, but all I could do was moan as Jefferey sucked my clit between his lips. Then that curved cock erupted, bathing my breasts in a thick creamy load. He disappeared and another man was in his place before I could give voice to just how well that curved cock would have hit just the right spot.

I grew filthier by the minute, as one by one, men stroked themselves to my body, covering me in their seed. I was a filthy goddess, their offerings adorning my body as proof of their adoration.

Jefferey continued to devour me, my cunt now clean of every drop of Colton’s semen. Writhing in pleasure, skin bathed in the seed of countless men, I should have felt helpless. Vulnerable. Instead, I felt uniquely powerful. They all wanted me so badly. With a cry, I came, gushing onto my colleague’s mouth. Just as another one of the workers blew his own load across my face.

I lost track, after that, of how many more men emptied their balls onto my body. When they had finished with me, I was left covered in their sticky offerings. Cum dripped from my face and tits, and even into my slit, undoing all of Jefferey’s hard work.

When the room had cleared out, I covered my body with my dress, the fabric soaking up the cum and sticking to my skin.

Jefferey gargled with a glass of water, wearing a look of ashamed disgust that was at odds with the fervor with which he’d eaten my pussy.

“You’re going to pay for that,” he said, a cruel look in his eyes.

I didn’t have to wonder long about what he’d meant. By the time I was put together enough to be, well, not quite decent, but as close as you can get while wearing the sperm of a dozen men, he had left without me.

I would have to find my own way back to the hotel.


 Chapter Seven

The cab driver’s internal monologue was almost loud enough to hear, screaming “God damn!” as his eyes feasted on my body, the cum soaked dress clinging to every curve and turning the fabric translucent.

The poor guy didn’t know what to say. Sure, you end up seeing quite a bit in his profession, but I’d bet he’d never encountered anything quite like this. After a moment of blatant ogling, his expression shifted to one of concern. It confused me at first, but then I realized how I must look to him. Hair and face a mess, dress stained, and a skittish look on my face. For all he knew, I just escaped a gang rape.

It was kinda sweet, that he could see me looking like a used up slut, and be worried for me. I hoped a naughty smile would allay his concerns, and added a little wink, like I was letting him in on a secret. Not too secret, given how many strangers had seen me act like a whore since I left for this business trip, but it did the trick. Taking the wink as an invitation, he let his eyes roam freely.

“Sorry, I’m a little messy,” I apologized. “But if you can take me back to the hotel, I’ll let you make me a little messier.”

He looked like he was making the most difficult decision of his life, before shaking his head. “Just the fare will be fine,” he said. “I’m happily married.”

Another moment passed, with his eyes fixed on the nipples peaking through the thin fabric of my dress. “Very happily,” he added, as if reminding himself.

Good for him,  I thought, though I had to admit I was slightly disappointed. After the way the meeting ended, I was riding a high that even Jefferey’s little payback couldn’t ruin. I felt almost like I could strut naked down the street and men would gather to pay tribute to me, gifting me pleasure and their seed.

“Well, that’s too bad for me,” I pouted. “But my hats off to you. How long have you been married?”

“Twelve years,” he answered.

“I’m getting married in June,” I said it like we were having a normal conversation, as if I wasn’t sitting here filling the taxi with the scent of sex.

His eyebrows raised into a questioning arch.

“I can’t wait to tell him about today, he’ll be so proud. I closed a major deal,” I added like it explained everything. “And he always fucks me harder after other men have had me.”

If they gave awards to cab drivers, he should have gotten one for managing to keep his eyes on the road once we got going. At the hotel, I came around to his window and leaned over, giving him a peak down my dress as I handed over the tip.

“Do something for me?” I asked.

He steeled himself to resist whatever he imagined I’d be tempting him with next. “Yeah?” his voice trembled.

“Go home tonight and give your wife a nice, proper fucking.”

I walked through the hotel, relishing the sidelong glances on my way on up to my room. Once inside, I stripped down and hopped in the shower, wondering how I should spend the rest of the evening. All of my original plans had been canceled once I found out my coworker would be coming along on the trip. I could hardly bring men back to the hotel if he was going to be in the room next door.

But that was before the situation had changed. Quite drastically. My secret was out, he knew I was a filthy slut. As I washed the semen of countless strangers from my skin, I debated trying  to reach out to Colton. He’d made me feel like a princess before fucking me so hard I could still feel the ache inside me. But fucking him under the Free Use policy was one thing, that was business. Inviting him to my hotel room would be crossing the line, or what was left of it. So much for not mixing business with pleasure, Jefferey had ruined that. Maybe for good, if he got his way.

Wrapped in a towel, I went to pick out my clothes for the evening, only to stop in my tracks the moment I left the bathroom. Laid out on the bed was a set of dark red lingerie, complete with thigh highs and garter belt. Beside it on the bed was a little black box.

Had Michael changed his mind and flown up for the weekend after all? I remembered how excited he’d been last night when I told him about being used on the plane, he’d cum right then on the phone. My fiancé had a powerful sex drive, a short flight wouldn’t stand in his way if he was feeling like he needed to take me. But his work might, firefighters can’t just call out to sneak away for a weekend fuckfest.

I opened the box, thinking it would contain the answer, but all I found was a black silk blindfold and a small note card.

“Leave the door unlocked at 7PM. Wear only this. You’ll get everything you deserve.”


 Chapter Eight

The door clicked open, every nerve in my body practically humming in anticipation. Beneath the blindfold, my world was dark. All senses straining for that first inkling of what was coming next. And who?

Had my fiancé flown out to congratulate me on securing the deal? Or had hearing about all the cocks I’d taken on my way here been too much for him, leaving him with no choice but to fly out here and give me one more? Or maybe it was Colton – had he snuck into my room himself or sent someone with the gift?

They knew my size, whoever it was. The lingerie set fit perfectly. I had taken a moment to admire myself in the full length mirror before covering my eyes with the blindfold. Somebody was in for a treat.

My heart pounded as a single pair of footsteps moved closer. Strong hands took hold of my wrists, guiding them behind my back. I recognized the sensation of finely braided rope brushing against my skin, wrapping around my wrists, digging in to the flesh just enough to remind me of how helpless I would be. Blindfolded and restrained for my unknown suitor.

“I told you I’d make you pay.”

The low whisper in my ear sent a shiver down my back. Fuck, I hadn’t even considered Jefferey when weighing who the mystery man might be. With utter certainty, I knew I was in for real punishment.

Without warning, he gave my back a shove, and I toppled over onto the bed, face down against the mattress, arms pulled tight behind me.

The sound of the slap rang through the room, pain blossoming across my bottom where his hand had struck me. The sting hadn’t even begun to fade when the next blow came. I squeaked into the blankets, tensing in anticipation of the next spank.

It didn’t come. Instead, cool air kissed my soaked pussy as he pulled my panties to the side.

“You know,” he said, “I saw the ad you posted. I knew you were a slut before that, but when I saw you offering yourself to strangers, I knew I could have you.“

I jumped as his finger dipped ever so slightly between my lips, teasing down the length of my slit. He toyed with me, almost absentmindedly as he continued, “I don’t know why you took it down just because I was coming along. I would never stand in the way of you serving your true purpose. But don’t worry, I put the ad back up for you. With a few modifications. They’ll all be here soon, but this time I wanted to make sure I got to fuck you first.”

All? My heart pounded, wondering what exactly he had posted. He didn’t give me much time to think before he was pushing in to me.

“Fuck,” he groaned as his cock sunk deeper and deeper. “I don’t know which is better, stretching you open myself, or sliding into your used up cunt when everyone else is finished with you. Tonight, I’ll be doing both.”

Just then he gave my ass another slap and began thrusting hard, my body rocking as he took out all his aggression on me.

Was he actually mad at being forced to eat Colton’s load from my cunt, or just looking for an excuse to be rough? If he really knew me, he’d know he didn’t need one. From where I was, it didn’t seem like he minded eating my sloppy cunt all that much. Maybe that’s what his problem was, mister alpha-male liked playing clean up and that didn’t jive with his macho bullshit.

With my hands still tied behind my back, all I could do was lay there and take his cock, gasping for breath with my face buried in the blankets.

The sound of the door opening sounded so far away, barely registering until Jefferey’s voice called out, “Just in time. I was just about to take her ass, but her other holes are fair game. This whore will do anything you want.“

Whoever had entered the room didn’t say a word, but Jefferey’s cock pulled free, leaving me all too empty. I found myself suddenly weightless, lifted into strong arms. For a moment I was helpless, carried like a plaything, before being draped over something soft. My knees hit the carpet, a plush cushion supported my torso, and my head hung freely. They’d bent me over the ottoman.

I’d barely oriented myself when my head was lifted by two large hands. Warmth spread across my cheek as something firm brushed against my face, seeking my mouth. Instinctively, I parted my lips, allowing myself to be used for the pleasure of a man I couldn’t even see. I couldn’t recognize him by the feel of his cock in my mouth – he could be anyone.

This was a new kind of thrill. As I sucked hungrily at his cock, I couldn’t help but wonder what he looked like. I didn’t really have a “type”, so I imagined him a dozen different ways. With my hands tied, I couldn’t even reach out and feel to get a sense of him. All I knew was the fat cock filling my mouth, and the powerful hands holding me in place as he began to fuck my face.

A strange thought made my stomach twist – what if he was gross? The thought of being used like a whore by a man I’d normally never touch made me feel a special type of filthy.

Jefferey, still slick with my juices, pressed against my ass. I gasped, or I would have, if I didn’t have a dick down my throat. He wasn’t gentle, as soon as I’d opened up enough to accommodate his swollen head, he rammed the rest of his length deep inside me.

They pushed me back and forth, one of them plunging into me as the other withdrew, using me in tandem. Hands held my head and my hips, my arms behind my back. I had no control over my own body.

I jumped as another hand slipped underneath me, grabbing at my breast. There were more than two men in this room. I moaned around the cock in my mouth, fresh excitement dripping down my thighs. I ached to be completely filled. Thoroughly used. Stretched and ruined.

The man in front of me pulled away, but before I could say a word, another cock speared between my lips. Sweaty, masculine, and dripping with anticipation, the taste of him struck a chord deep inside me. The taste of cock always made me feel filthy in the most delicious way possible. They passed me back and forth, each taking a few thrusts into my mouth before swapping. The hands holding my head never changed, and the idea of one man forcing my head down onto another’s cock made me feel even more like a piece of meat.

Jefferey gave my ass another spanking, my body seizing, holding him tight within. Two cocks pressed against my lips at once, both vying for the warm pleasure of my obedient mouth.  Opening as wide as I could, they slipped inside – the smooth, slick heads rubbing together as I ran my tongue teasingly from one to the other. From somewhere above me came a muffled groan, barely audible over the sounds of Jefferey’s body crashing into mine.

Stuffed as full as I was, there was nothing I could do when the first cock began to swell. He filled my mouth with his hot seed without me ever seeing his face. It came pouring out of him, coating my tongue and flowing out from between my stretched lips and down my chin. He pulsed and throbbed against the other man I held in my mouth, and I braced myself to take his load as well. But he wasn’t content with just my mouth.

“I need to feel that cunt.” He was talking to somebody else, like I didn’t even get a say.

All at once, both dicks were pulled from my mouth, and I swallowed down the last of the cum as Jefferey’s arms tightened around my middle. Still buried in my ass, he lifted me into the air. I hung there, impaled on his cock. A few steps later and he sank down into an arm chair with me on his lap, offering my cunt to the stranger as he resumed driving himself deep into my guts.

The mystery man pushed inside me, still coated in the seed of his friend. The sudden sense of fullness was overwhelming. An orgasm crashed over me the moment he began moving, there was simply too much cock inside me for them not to hit all the right spots. Convulsing and gushing between them, it was hard to think. Luckily, I didn’t need to. My body knew what to do.

A cock found its way into my gasping mouth. The same one from earlier or someone new, I couldn’t tell. It didn’t matter, I would take anything I was offered. The more the better. Nothing was more fulfilling than leaving a room full of men drained and satisfied.

“It looks like the party started without us,” a deep voice echoed from across the room. Colton. My stomach fluttered at the thought of feeling him inside me again. But he wasn’t alone. Through the moans, groans, and slap of flesh coming together, I could just make out the sound of several men disrobing. Buckles. Zippers. Shoes clunking to the floor.

Large hands found my breasts, pulling them out over the cups of the bra. I was dying to see the scene around me as twin mouths engulfed my stiff peaks, suckling and teasing with their tongues. Not being able to see or touch was sweet torture. How many men were waiting to use me? I imagined a crowd - sleazy men Jefferey had found on the internet, friends of Colton’s, dark-skinned with heavy cocks dangling between their legs. I wanted them all.

With a cock in both holes, it was hard to focus on the dick in my mouth, but he didn’t seem to mind. Cradling my head in his hands, he rammed his length length down my throat – fucking my face with the same savagery exhibited by the men under me as they fucked my holes.

I swallowed like a good slut when he blew his load down my throat. A few hot spurts and he slipped away, my mouth barely free when the next man took his place, feeding his thick cock eagerly between my cum-slick lips.

Time passed in ragged breaths, the peaks of pleasure coming and going as I was  passed from one man to the next. There was no respite from the aching fullness, as soon as one man finished another slipped into their place. Some were big, a few even bigger. At some point, I opened my eyes to find the cum stained blindfold had shifted, giving me an occasional glimpse at the men surrounding me.

Colton was on top, dark skin shining with perspiration, flexed arms holding himself over me. He drove himself deep into my cunt with no regard for the cock buried in my ass. Each man moved as they wished, using me as nothing but a vessel for their pleasure. A hole to fuck.

I whimpered as he bottomed out inside me, the pain and pleasure all-consuming. I took another load across my face, my eye squinting shut just in time to avoid the sting. Still, the glob dripped down over my closed eyelid, and there was nothing I could do to clean it away. I was once more lost in a world of blind bliss.

Unseen hands moved over my body, gliding through the semen bathing my skin to squeeze my breasts, fondle my ass, or slip a finger into any available opening. I was completely at their mercy, and loving every filthy minute of it.

The latest cock in my mouth erupted, pulsating against my lips as their seed flowed out. There wasn’t much volume, and I had to wonder, how many times had I drained this stranger’s balls? How many of them had come back for seconds, or thirds? I loved the idea of leaving them all completely empty.

The man between my lips disappeared and wasn’t replaced. A grunt came from beneath me, and my ass was filled once more. He too slipped away, and then it was just Colton, pounding into my abused little pussy. Even with my eyes closed, I could tell it was him. He fucked me with even more ferocity than he had in the office, ruining my little cunt with his fat black cock.

“I had to treat you like a professional back at the office,” he spat, “but now I get to fuck you like the slut you are.”

A wet smack rang through the room as he slapped my tits, splattering cum from the several men who’d finished onto my chest. His fingers found my mouth, tasting of semen and pussy, and I sucked them clean for him.

My body ached as he brought my ankles up onto his shoulders, somehow delving even deeper inside me. Relentlessly, he slammed into me again and again until I couldn’t control my screams. Even if security came banging on the door, I was utterly incapable of stopping myself. I came on his cock, and then came again. The blindfold was ripped from my face, all I could see was his dark glistening body looming over me.

“Look at me when I cum in your pussy,” he instructed.

I looked into his eyes and saw what I was to him – nothing but a slut to fuck. And then I felt him swell, impossibly large inside me, until I felt like I would burst. He spasmed and throbbed, filling me with a rush of hot, wet, warmth. Every pulse sent pleasure rippling through my body.

Collapsing onto the bed, I struggled to catch my breath. My mind was reeling, my body aching. Too exhausted to move as Jefferey took his position between my legs. “You were tighter before,” he said as he slipped inside, “but I think I like you better like this.”

Colton dressed and left the room, leaving my colleague alone to fuck my sloppy cunt. He was relentless, driving himself into me again and again, working himself into a frenzy. Their was a possessive look in his eye as he shuddered and finally came. My final load of the night, out of god knows how many.

“Just wait until we’re back at the office,” he said. “We can end every day like this.”


 FreeUse Beach Getaway

Molly Warden


 Chapter One

Michael had the front door open for me before I could even get out my keys. Had he been waiting around for me to get home? I liked the idea of him pacing around, unable to get me out of his head.

“You’re perfect,” I greeted my smiling fiancé as he closed the gap and wrapped me up in his strong arms.

“I’ve missed you,” Michael’s breathy voice caressed my ear, sending a shiver through me. “Though I loved hearing about what you’ve gotten yourself into.”

“Oh, I bet,” I laughed, feeling his hard cock pressing against my stomach. “You sure it wasn’t more about what got into me?”

The business trip had only been for two days, but it felt like an eternity had passed since I’d been home. An eternity and more cocks than I could count. First, my colleague Jefferey had booked us on a FreeUse flight where I was used and abused by the other passengers. Then, I arrived at our meeting to find Jefferey had neglected to mention that the CEO we were meeting with had recently implemented a FreeUse policy for all staff, contractors, and vendors – that meant me. The trip’s grand finale, though, took things to the next level; tied up, blindfolded, and fucked over and over by god only knew how many men, until I was left battered, exhausted, and plastered in semen.

As a lifelong slut, I’d gotten into some crazy shit before, but the last two days were the most intense of my entire life. Thrilling, hot, insane, and completely exhausting. Every inch of my body felt battered and used. I’d barely managed to stay awake on the short cab ride back from the airport. As happy as I was to see – and feel – how much Michael missed me, I wanted nothing more than to collapse.

But I couldn’t say no to him as he began to undress me, right there in the entryway. How could I deny him what I had freely given to so many? If anyone had a right to my cunt, it was him. I shivered in the cool air as he stripped off the final articles of clothing from my abused body.

I squealed as he scooped me up into his arms, lifting me effortlessly and carrying me off. As tired as I was, the feeling of his strong body pressed against me began to cause a stirring between my legs. I supposed there was worse things in the world than a sexy fiancé who found your slutty exploits irresistible.

But as he carried me into the bedroom, he didn’t stop at the bed. Instead, the calming scent of my lavender bubble bath filled the air as he headed for the master bath. Flickering candles illuminated the large tub, steaming and overflowing with iridescent bubbles. Even just the sight of it was enough to make me groan.

God, how could anyone be so perfect? At this moment, there was nothing in the world I wanted more.

My body felt like it was melting away as he carefully lowered me into the water. I sunk down, allowing the warmth to envelop me. Holding my breath, I slipped beneath the surface, not even caring that I got my hair wet. Dealing with that tangled mess would be a problem for Tomorrow Kara.

When I surfaced, Michael was stripping out of his wet shirt, a bubble stuck in his short, dirty blond hair. For a moment, I thought he was about to join me – a not entirely unpleasant thought. Feeling his body pressed against mine, all hot and wet…

Fuck. It was as if the last 48 hours hadn’t just been spent taking one pounding after another. My cunt was stirring back to life, the deep ache already begging to be filled.

But then Michael turned and abruptly left the room. I was equal parts relieved and disappointed. A loud POP echoed from across the house and a minute later my fiancé returned with two champagne flutes and an assortment of fine chocolate.

“Congratulations on closing the deal,” he said with only the barest hint of a smirk. The double entendre  proved too much for him to resist. Still, I could tell he was proud of me.

And honestly, I was proud of myself. The deal was worth millions, and not only that, but the client now adored me. This was likely just the beginning. With everything that had happened, I’d been too distracted to consider just how big a success this trip had been.

I took a sip of my champagne, the delicious golden bubbles coursing down my throat. A perfect chaser for all the sperm I’d swallowed in the last two days. And if Jefferey had his way, that would only be the beginning. He was probably already raving to our boss about all the benefits of an office-wide FreeUse policy. The idea filled me with nervous excitement; the last two days had been incredible, but could I really live my life as a FreeUse slut? Like, really? If this experience was anything to go by, it might just kill me.

A bite of dark chocolate melted exquisitely in my mouth, just a hint of bitterness to balance out the decadent sweet. That’s what I needed. A little bit of balance. As much as I’d loved it, I’d spent the trip existing to serve the filthy needs of everyone around me. Hot as fuck, but also exhausting. I needed a break. Some time to recharge.

“I’ve got a surprise for you,” Michael interrupted my thoughts.

Fuck. At this point, could I even handle another “surprise”?

“Oh?” I asked, hoping my exhaustion covered for the lack of enthusiasm.

“The Chief is letting us use his beach bungalow for a long weekend,” he said with a warm smile. “Just you, me, and some sunshine. Time to rest and reconnect.”

I broke into a smile. Sometimes I swear this man is some kind of mind reading wizard or something.

“I’ve got a bag already packed for you,” he said. “You don’t have to do a thing.”

The seven greatest words a woman can hear.

Ugh. How am I not married to this man already?


 Chapter Two

It seemed Michael had sneaked out to the beach house while I was on my trip and  gotten everything prepared. Fridge stocked with food, clean linens and towels, more champagne, and most importantly, he’d gotten the hot tub nice and steamy. There was one other surprise waiting for me – a heated massage table. It had been a gift for ourselves, a splurge on our third anniversary. But it was a bit of a pain to set up and it hadn’t been seeing much use lately. My aching body was glad he’d brought it along.

The house wasn’t anything fancy, just a sunny little place with the bare necessities. Tacky beach décor adorned the walls, a guilty pleasure of mine, and I couldn’t resist pushing the button on the singing fish on my way to the bedroom to unpack. There wasn’t much to put away, and soon I was sinking deep into the hot tub with a drink in my hand.

A minute later, and I was joined by my fiancé, eyeing his chiseled body as he climbed inside. I closed my eyes, taking in the sounds of the surf and the sea birds. Warm sunshine on my face. Pure perfection. Or so I thought.

Michael took a foot in his hand and began to press his strong fingers into the sole. “Mmmph,” I groaned. Alright, now it was perfect.

“This is just the warmup,” he teased. “I’ll give you a full body rubdown once the heat has gotten you loosened up.”

I had been thinking I could stay in here forever, but his words had my aching muscles eager for what was coming next. And that wasn’t all, I knew from experience what full body meant. By the time the massage was over, I knew I’d be writhing beneath his skillful fingers.

Most of the time, I’m barely even aware my feet exist. Start rubbing them though, and I’m suddenly awash with relief from pains I didn’t know I had. That’s how Michael was though, taking things I’d never even thought about and making them wonderful. I sighed and moaned my way through the foot rub, but grew impatient by the minute. Other parts of me were now more in need of attention…

“I’m getting a little too hot,” I fibbed, lifting myself up out of the water.

Michael shot me a  grin and joked, “Getting a little full of ourselves, are we?”

Heading for the door, I stripped out of my wet bathing suit and hung it on the railing. It felt good to be naked in the sunlight. Looking around, it was clear the suit hadn’t been necessary anyway. The little bungalow was tucked away in the dunes, a good distance from the nearest other dwelling. A few beach-goers wandered the shoreline, but they wouldn’t be able to see much. Probably wouldn’t want to do anything too indecent out here, but if somebody happened to catch a peek, it would be because they were looking. And in that case, I hoped they enjoy the show.

“Don’t worry,” I replied. “I’m not so full there isn’t still a little room for you.”

“A little?” Michael asked in mock indignation as he followed me out of the hot tub. “Little?” he asked again, peeling away his wet trunks to reveal his dangling cock, already beginning to stir – anything but little.

I cocooned myself in a big fluffy towel and ran inside, reading in his hungry expression that he was starting to think about skipping the massage to just fuck me right there on the deck. As much as I missed his cock, I wasn’t about to pass up an opportunity to feel his hands all over me.

The warmth of the heated table embraced me like a hug as I laid facedown across it. With my eyes closed, I heard the click of the door as Michael followed me inside. He padded around the room for a minute, gathering things in preparation. Then soft music began to play and I lost track of him.

“Ooohhhhhh,” I couldn’t help but moan as his oil-slick hands settled upon my upper back. He gently leaned into me, applying just a fraction of his considerable weight. Guided by his touch, it was like like my muscles suddenly remembered how they were supposed to be. Knots untwisted like magic. Muscles I didn’t even know had been clenched began to relax. I was putty in his hands, and he sculpted away the damage from my travels and the abuses my body had taken.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned as his palms pressed against my shoulder blades. The momentary pain recalled the memory of my arms tied behind my back as I was fucked like a whore in my hotel room. It suddenly occurred to me that Michael, looking down at his fiancée’s naked body, was almost certainly seeing the marks the men had left on me. I’d been spanked. Bitten. They’d kissed my neck with passionate hunger. Sucked, slapped, and gripped me by the tits. Dug their fingers into my hips, slamming my little body back and forth to meet their thrusts. It had to be plain as day, the evidence of everything they’d done to me.

Was it driving Michael crazy? If my body, exposed and melting at his touch, didn’t already have him hard and throbbing, the multitude of reminders certainly would.  Anywhere he looked, there was bound to be a sign that the woman he promised to marry was a filthy slut. And he absolutely loved it.

As his hands glided over my flesh, soothing aches and pains, they awakened another, more demanding need. While I felt as if my body was melting, a very real part of me actually was dripping. I shifted my legs, spreading them wider to tempt him with the sight of my arousal.

As if by mere coincidence, his hands traveled south. Too far south. I sighed as he began to work my ankles. He was no longer relieving the tension in my muscles, just turning it from one kind into another. I felt myself winding tighter as the anticipation grew.

Which of us would be the first to give in to desire?

I shivered as his hands reached my thighs, his strong fingers sinking into my flesh to reach the muscle. He kept up with the charade of a chaste massage, not daring to let his hands stray.

Scooting my knees forward a little, a lifted my hips slightly to grant him access to my needful cunt. In a form of slow torment, he worked his way closer and closer. It was maddening how he could make me need him so fucking much. His fingers glided through the slickness on my thighs. So fucking close.

“Oh my god,” I begged, “just fucking touch me alreaaaa-”

The last word transformed into an moan as he gave in to my demand – an oiled finger parted my lips and stroked the length of my slit, causing my knees to buckle as it passed over my clit. My legs splayed as my pelvis dropped back down to the table, pinning his hand against my cunt. His middle finger made me see stars, tracing gentle circles over my sensitive nub.

It was almost embarrassing, in less than thirty seconds he had me whimpering through my first orgasm. Muscles spasming, my pussy clenched around nothing, fostering a keen awareness of the empty ache within me. My body was already desperate to be filled.

But Michael knew my body as well as he knew his own. Maybe even better, he certainly didn’t stare at himself nearly as much. Through the post-orgasmic haze still swirling through my mind, I felt two thick fingers push their way inside me.

“Ugghhhh,” I groaned as I felt myself filled. Not as much as I would have liked, but it was a start.

It was difficult for him to get a good rhythm going with the weight of my body pinning his hand beneath me. Curling his fingers upward towards the ceiling, he lifted, and I scrambled to comply. With my knees back under me, I rested on my elbows and held my ass up in the air – half hoping he’d climb up onto the table and ravage my pussy from behind.

Instead, his fingers began to explore my quivering cunt, gently stroking me as if he’d resumed his massage from the inside. I trembled as he passed over the sensitive spot on the top of my inner wall. “Mmmmph,” I groaned as he focused there.

I could feel the tension rising within me already, the familiar burning need, muscles clenching tight. Michael took me slowly, almost leisurely about his ministrations. It built and built until I didn’t think I could stand another moment…

… and he pushed me right past that point. “Stop, stop,” I suddenly begged. “It’s too much, I can’t take it anym-”

But the words died off into a silent moan as my body hurled past the point of no return. I’d been wound so tight I feared my bones would snap like twigs under the pressure, but then all at once it, it released.

My cunt gushed over his hand, convulsing around his powerful fingers as they coaxed me through pure agonizing bliss. My fiancé continued stroking, drawing out my pleasure as wave after wave rocked through me. Every ounce of tension melting away from my trembling body.

“Holy shit,” called unfamiliar male voice from somewhere behind me.


 Chapter Three

Three men I vaguely recognized from around Michael’s firehouse were standing slack-jawed just inside the doorway. My fiancé turned to face them, quickly pulling his fingers from my soaked and quivering cunt.

“Uhhh, sorry,” one of them mumbled. “We’ll go wait outside.”

They turned and headed out onto the deck, and as they left I heard one of them mumble, “Fuck, that was hot.”

Climbing off the table was a challenge in my current state, but I managed to stand on shaking legs and scurry off to the bedroom for a robe. “Were you expecting company?” I asked Michael as he pulled on a pair of shorts, his hard cock getting stuck on the waistband.

“No,” he answered, shaking his head. “I have no idea what they’re doing here.”

I burst out into a fit of giggles as the rush of adrenaline started to fade. It’s funny, with everything I’d gotten into recently, getting caught with my own fiancé still made my heart race. It was like being a teenager again and getting caught with a boy over. Feeling a touch naughty, I tied the robe closed and went to check on our guests. “Let’s go see what they want,” I said, walking past Michael towards the deck.

He gave up on trying to find his shirt and scrambled after me to greet our visitors.

I came out to find the three men leaning on the railing overlooking the ocean. They were a couple years younger than us, but nothing crazy. I’d seen them around at the station,  but I don’t recall ever actually being introduced. People came and went all the time, it was a bit like a social club, and it was hard to keep up with all the names and faces. Some of the spouses spent a lot of time there, volunteering to organize events and such, but I worked too much to be that involved. It would be nice though, spending so much time surrounded by buff firefighters. Can’t say I wasn’t a little jealous.

“Sorry you had to see that,” I said as they turned my way.

All three spoke at once, a murmuring, stuttering, word-salad of awkward apologies and reassurances. The most honest of the three finished with, “but I can’t say I minded.”

Michael caught up to me and the three of them turned their attention to him. “So, what are you guys doing out here?”

His voice had that authoritative tone that always made me wet. It’s funny to think the voice he uses to order me around in the bedroom was the same one he used on rookies at work. If only they knew…

“The Chief told us we could have this weekend way back in February,” the one with tousled auburn hair and a dusting of scruff upon his cheeks responded.

“Shit,” Michael said. “He must have forgot, he just told me we could use it a couple days ago. He’s really got to start writing this shit down.”

“We could share,” one of them suggested.

I knew he wasn’t suggesting that, but I couldn’t help but chew on the idea of having four men all for myself. I shifted in place, my slick thighs rubbing together beneath my robe.

“We were mostly planning to just sleep here anyway,” he explained. “We’d be spending most of our time out on the water.”

One of the others elbowed their friend and added, “Davis here was thinking he’d pick up a girl, but he’s delusional.”

I knew they were just teasing, but looking at the three of them, I didn’t have any doubts about their ability to find some female company. Honestly, I’d be surprised if that hadn’t been their intention in coming out here in the first place. I felt a little bad for spoiling their weekend, but was pretty sure I’d be able to make it up to them.

My fiancé gave me an apologetic, questioning look. The ball was clearly in my court. I had no doubt he’d convince them to leave if I asked him to, but the slutty cogs in my brain were already in motion.

“If you really don’t mind,” I said in my best damsel-in-distress voice, “I’d really love it if you’d all let us stay. I’ve had a long week and Michael promised me some pampering.”

A strong sea-breeze tugged at my robe, giving them all a glimpse of cleavage. It was like the universe knew what I was thinking and decided to help move things along.

When it took them half a second too long to reply, I knew the answer wasn’t going to be no. Almost in unison, they realized they’d been staring and their heads jerked up to see if they’d been caught. I tried to keep the smile off my face as I pretended to not notice them all staring at my tits.

“Yeah, no problem at all,” Davis said, and the others agreed.

“Great!” I said, then realized I still didn’t know most of their names. “I’m Kara, by the way.”

“Yeah, we know who you are,” the tousled redhead said. “You’re the hot wife.”

I shot Michael a questioning look. Just how much about our bedroom adventures did he tell his coworkers? We had an agreement not to play with anyone we worked with, but that was before I ended up on a FreeUse business trip. All that was probably out the window now.

“Excuse me?” Michael asked.

“Oh come on,” the redhead said. “Everyone at the station knows your wife is a smokeshow. They all love it when she comes around.”

“Fiancee,” I corrected, pride filling my chest.

“You’ve got to lock that down, dude,” he told Michael.

“Thanks for your concern,” Michael replied dryly.

“Anyway,” the redhead continued, “it’s nice to officially meet you. I’m Ashton, and this is Davis and Russel.”

Butterflies were already taking flight in my stomach as I shook all three of their hands. This was going to be a fun weekend.

“Do you mind if we put our things inside and then we’ll be out of your way until lunch?” Ashton asked. “You guys can put a sock on the door or something.”

“You’re sweet, but you guys don’t have to clear out on my account,” I said. “I was thinking of catching some sun down on the beach anyway.”

Without waiting for a reply, I grabbed my bikini from where it was drying on the railing and ran inside to get changed. I was already thinking of some fun little ways to tease these poor guys.


 Chapter Four

Michael was still talking to his coworkers on the deck when I made my reappearance. My heart pounded as all eyes fixed on me as I stepped back outside. The bikini was still damp from our dip in the hot tub, conforming to the shape of my body and doing nothing to hide the stiffness of my nipples.

Through my sunglasses, I watched them all nervously stare. “You coming, babe?” I called to Michael as I passed on by with my blanket and a smutty book.

“In a minute,” he responded. “Just working out some details.”

Walking through the path in the dunes, I briefly wondered what he’d meant. But then it dawned on me – the house was tiny with just the one bedroom. There was a couch and a hammock, the guys could have made it work when it was just the three of them, but now somebody was going to be sleeping on the floor. I made a mental note to do a little something extra for whichever poor guy drew the short straw.

~

I wasn’t on the beach for more than a few minutes when Ashton appeared with a fancy looking glass garnished with fruit.

“There was fresh fruit inside, so we made some punch,” he said. “thought you’d like a glass.”

Instead of walking away after handing me the glass, he sat himself down in the sand across from me. I couldn’t help but take a little peak up the billowed leg of his shorts, but the shadows thickened just where the view would have gotten interesting.

“Oh fuck, this is delicious,” I lowered the glass from my mouth and stuck it in the sand.

This man worked with my fiancé, and according to our rule, that made him off limits. But that didn’t mean I couldn’t still have a little bit of fun.

As casually as I could, I reached back and pulled the string that held my top on. Holding the loose cups against my chest, I laid down on my stomach and let the top rest on the ground. “There,” I said, propping myself up on my elbows “no tan lines.”

Through my dark sunglasses, I watched his eyes dip downward towards my dangling breasts, so much of my pale flesh exposed, the ground just barely hiding my stiff peaks.

It was tame, I suppose, compared to what he’d walked in on earlier. But I liked to tease. Apparently, I was already the “hot wife” around the station – it felt deliciously naughty to know that Michael’s coworkers were drooling over me. So why not give these guys a little more to drool over? Whenever they saw Michael, I wanted them to think of me.

“So, what were you boys talking about back there?” I asked.

Ashton’s eyes reluctantly left my tits. Shifting nervously in the sand, he answered, “Not much. Michael was just filling us in on his plans for your weekend.”

“Oh?” I suggestively arched an eyebrow. “And what might those be?”

“I wouldn’t want to ruin the surprise.”

“Oh come on,” I pleaded. “Anticipation is half the fun.”

“Nah, a good surprise is way better,” he said.

“Okay,” I said, a wicked idea already taking form in my mind. “Let’s say I was going to suck your cock today,” I paused for dramatic effect, watching his jaw drop. “What would be hotter? A total surprise, or if you knew it was coming? Before you answer, think about it for a minute. You’d spend the whole day looking at my lips, imagining them wrapped around your cock. Every time I opened my mouth, you’d wonder what it would feel like to slip yourself inside. Would I swallow your load? Or take it on my face and tits?”

An appreciable bulge was beginning to form in his bathing trunks. “You have a point,” he said with a smile. “But you’re forgetting two things.”

“Yeah? And what’s that?” He had me intrigued. Most guys would have gotten embarrassed and shied away from such blunt talk. Especially coming from the future wife of their coworker.

“Well, to start with,” he said, “I was already going to be spending the day thinking about you sucking my cock.”

It was forward of him, but I can’t say I hadn’t invited it. Or that I minded. “Is that so?”

Nodding, he said, “I’d bet that’s the first thing most men think about when they meet you. Anyone ever tell you that you’ve got blowjob lips? One look at you, and it’s clear you were made to suck dick.”

It wasn’t often that I encountered a man who wasn’t flustered by my teasing. Rarer still was one that could match it with his own. There was a part of me that knew I should be insulted by his casual objectification, but it was a tiny voice lost in the pounding of my heart and the rush of desire suddenly sweeping through me. And also, he wasn’t wrong.

“And the second thing?” I tried to keep my voice from trembling.

“A slut like you is going to suck my cock whenever I want anyway.”

And just like that, he’d managed to turn the tables. I thought I was the one teasing him, but he’d flipped the script. In an instant, I went from predator to prey. And it left me dripping wet.

I was already crawling forward, my top left behind on the blanket. His eyes followed my swaying breasts as he reached down and produced his swollen cock.

“Is this how you pictured me?” The words left my lips a moment before they engulfed the tip of his thick shaft. Alarm bells rang in my head – I shouldn’t be doing this, not with someone Michael had to work with every day, but what did that matter now? I was already well on my way to becoming my office’s FreeUse slut. We were in uncharted territory. Dangerous and exciting.

“I thought you’d be able to take more than that,” he taunted.

It was transparent manipulation, but it still worked. The soft heat of his cock filled my mouth as I took him deeper, swallowing him into my throat. His balls pressing against my chin, I looked up at him for approval.

Ashton tossed my sunglasses to the sand and met my gaze. “Good girl.”

His words sent a shiver down my spine, straight to my dripping cunt. No matter how many times I’ve earned it, that phrase never got old. Call it daddy-issues if you want, but there was just something so satisfying about being praised. And the juxtaposition of an innocent sounding good girl while I had a mouth full of cock just made the whole situation feel extra filthy.

Not that it was even needed – I was sucking off my fiancé’s coworker. Michael would see him every day, always knowing that this man had experienced the pleasure of my slutty mouth. That he’d shot his load down my throat. Would word get out around the station that the hot wife would suck your dick if you had the balls to just order her to do it?

If I was going to have a reputation, it was going to be a good one. Pulling away from Ashton’s cock, I lifted it skyward and licked at the underside, my tongue tracing a thick vein down towards the base of his shaft. Upon reaching the end of his length, I began lapping at his heavy balls, feeling the weight of them shifting at the pressure from my tongue.

“Ohhh fuck,” Ashton moaned as I sucked one of his balls into my mouth. His throbbing cock dripped down onto my hand, and it spread along the length of his shaft as I stroked him.

The shrill laughter of an errant seagull broke me from the trance, suddenly reminding me of where I was – sucking cock on a public beach. I tried to turn my head to see if we were in danger of being caught, but Ashton grabbed me by the hair and guided his cock back into my mouth. I surrendered myself to him, trusting he would keep us out of trouble.

With his hand tangled in my hair, he controlled the movements of my head, fucking my mouth like I was nothing more than a wet hole for his pleasure. Not that I minded, it’s strangely relaxing to just let go and allow your body to be used the way it was meant to be.

The rhythm becomes entrancing; gasp a quick breath in, fresh precum coating my tongue as his dripping cock slides back into my mouth, eyes water when he presses into my throat with desperate need. Sudden emptiness at his withdrawal. Repeat, until everything else just drifts away.

But a sudden change in his pattern hinted that he was approaching the peak of his pleasure. As he slowed, I brought my tongue back into the mix, swirling around his swollen head and then dancing over his shaft when the tip passed out of reach. My cheeks went hollow, applying gentle suction, urging him to empty his balls into my willing mouth.

Anyone can serve as a hole to be fucked, but it’s how you use your skills that sets you apart.  Some women are sluts merely because they’ll let anyone stick their dick in them, but some of us are on a whole other level, unforgettable because we’re the fucking best at it. I want every man I’ve ever sucked off to hold on to that memory. When my mouth is the first thing that comes to mind when they hear the word blowjob, then I know I did my job right.

Ashton shuddered in my mouth as my hand gently cradled his balls, massaging them between my fingers. I snaked a teasing finger further back, brushing the sensitive skin just beyond his scrotum.

“Ohhhhh,” he let slip an involuntary groan.

I loved the feeling of making an experienced man lose control. Especially a dominant one like Ashton. His cock swelled in my mouth as my finger teased closer to his most private place. It always drove them wild, lost in the confused pleasure, not knowing if they were ready to admit to how much they wanted me to keep going.

He released an unintelligible moan, the first powerful gush of semen filling my mouth just as my fingertip reached his opening. I held there, not pushing inside, just teasing him with the possibility. Feeling his muscles contracting beneath me as he pumped rope after rope of creamy hot cum into my slutty mouth. I didn’t swallow, holding it there instead, and using my tongue to bathe his cock in the gooey warmth of his own thick load.

When he had finished emptying his balls into my mouth, he fell onto his back in the sand. I finally swallowed down his sperm, then continued suckling at his deflating cock until he couldn’t take any more and pulled me away.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

“I’m even better at that,” I retorted, smiling with a strand of his cum running down my chin.

The moment he caught his breath, I was going to ditch my bottoms and sit my dripping cunt right down on his face.

“Hey, we’re supposed to be taking care of her,” Davis’ voice interrupted my plans from the edge of the dunes.

With considerable effort, Ashton sat back up. “Trust me,” he replied, “she needed that.”

Again, he wasn’t wrong.

“Michael wants you back up at the house,” he told me.

Reluctantly, I gathered my top and climbed to my feet, all too aware of my soaked bikini bottoms and the need left unsatisfied.

Ashton followed my lead, stumbling back through the dunes on trembling legs. Proof I’d done my job.

As I followed after Davis heading back to the house, I couldn’t help but wonder just what he’d meant. We’re supposed to be taking care of her.

I sure hoped it meant what it sounded like – four men, all for little old me.


 Chapter Five

“So, you going to tell me what’s going on?” I asked when I caught up to Davis.

He glanced bach at Ashton, lagging behind and still looking like his soul had been sucked right out of his body. “I guess he already ruined the surprise.”

“He didn’t tell me anything,” I confessed. “Other than to suck his cock.”

I swear, I could almost see Davis’ heart begin to beat faster beneath his bare chest. And I definitely could see the bulge rising in his shorts. Of the three of them, he had the darkest complexion, and the darkest tan. He wore his dark brown hair cut short in the style of a soldier. Apparently a little shyer than his friend, my filthy mouth brought just a hint of a blush to his tanned cheeks.

“Michael told us he planned to spoil you all weekend, and asked if we wanted to help. Promised that helping to keep you satisfied would be worth our while.”

He glanced down to my chin, where his friend’s cum was beginning to dry. “I guess he wasn’t lying.”

I gave him my sluttiest smile. “What’s next then?”

Davis shook his head, “You’ll just have to wait and see. Or not…”

For the rest of the short walk back to the house, I wondered what might be in store. Upon reaching the deck, I discovered the meaning of Davis’ final comment.

“Put this on,” my fiancé held out a silken black blindfold. Butterflies filled my stomach as I did as I was commanded, the day’s bright sunshine fading away to darkness as I tied it tight.

“Good girl,” he said. “Now follow me.”

I felt his large hand take mine, gently tugging me in his direction. After just a few steps he paused.

“Strip,” he commanded.

Wondering if Ashton and Davis were still on the deck, I reached up, loosened the strings on my top, and allowed it to fall to the floor. I imagined three pairs of hungering eyes on my tits. Briefly, I wondered where Russell had disappeared to. Maybe he’d heard Michael’s idea and didn’t want to stick around for the debauchery.

“The bottoms too,” Michael’s deep voice rumbled.

I took a long breath and dropped the bottoms, baring my glistening pussy to whoever was present. The warm breeze caressed my wet lips, eliciting a chill that raised gooseflesh along my thighs.

Before I had a chance to steel myself against whatever was coming next, strong arms scooped me up and I felt the heat of someone’s muscular chest against my skin. A moment later, and I was lifted higher, only to splash down into the warm water of the hot tub.

More gracelessly than I would have liked, I scrambled to orient myself upright on the bench. The jets turned on, the hot water massaging my body, and the low rumble of the pumps drowning out most other sounds. Water splashed against my chest, leading me to believe I was no longer alone in the tub.

I felt myself lifted bodily, easily moved in the buoyancy of the water, and then lowered onto someone’s lap. Their cock was already growing firmer beneath me. In unison, two pairs of hands found my feet, pulling them up into the laps of the men across from me. The sole of my left foot brushed against someone’s soft manhood. I moved my foot, eager to seek it out, but instead could only moan as strong hands took hold and began to massage my feet.

I squirmed in my mystery man’s lap, eager for a clue about his identity. Surely Michael would save me for himself? But something about the body beneath me was giving me doubts. Hands began working my shoulders, the angle impossible for anyone inside the tub. All four men were here, touching me, while I was desperate to see who was doing what. I’d told Michael how it drove me crazy the last time I was blindfolded, and he had listened.

Between the hot water and the strong hands moving over me, my body felt in real danger of simply melting away. The man serving as my seat began to massage my thighs, starting just above my knees and working his way up, igniting fresh longing between my legs. I ached to be touched. Filled. Fucked. But he moved along at a torturous pace, inching closer only to move teasingly back down my thighs when I needed him most.

The jets of water teased my flesh, jostling my breasts, leaving them half exposed over the roiling surface. “Mmmmph,” I groaned as the hands on my shoulders slipped forward, scooping up my tits and massaging them with calloused fingers. He too, was a tease. Rubbing the swells of my breasts, carefully avoiding my sensitive nipples.

So many hands on my body, soothing every ache except the one I felt deep in my core. How could something that felt so impossibly good be so goddamn frustrating?

“...please,” I whimpered without thought, unsure if anyone could even hear my soft plea over the noise of the jets.

But the hands on my thighs moved higher, still adhering to the pretext of massaging my muscles. The edge of a hand brushed against my labia, making me shudder. Several long seconds passed before it happened again, eliciting a soft “ahhh” that ended nearly as soon as it began when the contact ended.

“Fuuuuuck,” I groaned, as a finger slid up the length of my slit. It began a series of slow, almost lazy, strokes. Passing from just above my opening, up between my lips to circle my clit, and then back down. The water washed away most of my natural lubrication, increasing the friction and making every stroke almost too much to bear.

The other hands continued their work on the rest of my body, massaging me even as I writhed in pleasure. The cock beneath me was fully erect now, and I was desperate to feel it inside me. But no matter how I squirmed, my mystery man refused to sink himself into my desperate cunt. Instead, he shifted beneath me, freeing himself and positioning his cock so that it was safely nuzzled between my ass cheeks, with the tip reaching up towards my lower back.

I could feel the others too, their swollen cocks occasionally brushing against my feet, the contact all too brief. I reached for them, toes curling in pleasure as the hand between my legs continued to stroke me closer and closer, my sensitivity rising by the second, towards something I wasn’t sure I could take. One of the men at my feet gave in and allowed me to stroke his cock clumsily with my foot. I was rewarded with a low groan from across the tub. I struggled to place the voice.

“Aaaaaahhh,” I screamed at a sudden twist of my nipple. It was as if they’d all silently agreed to stop holding back. The finger between my lips increased in speed, circling roughly over my too-sensitive clit. A mouth found its way to my breast, the pain in my nipple quickly fading as someone gently suckled me. One of my feet was pulled from the water, making me squirm as a mouth engulfed one of my toes. It was a strange feeling, naughty in a novel way, only adding to the overwhelming sensations flooding through me.

An arm appeared around my waist, holding me tight to combat my squirming. He moved with renewed urgency, as if he knew he couldn’t hold my writhing body still much longer. The pleasure built, overwhelming me with sensation. Somehow too much, yet not enough all at the same time.

The hands still massaging me lightened their touch as my muscles began to contract. For one long moment, I teetered on the edge, my entire body wound tight enough to snap, threatening to crumble away to nothing.

Lips found mine, a soft tongue slipping into my mouth. The familiar taste of my fiancé spurring the stark realization that it couldn’t possibly be his hands between my legs. I could only moan into his mouth as one of his coworkers brought me to a whimpering, trembling orgasm.

I writhed as the finger sliding between my lips refused to relent, every movement sending fresh waves of agonizing pleasure crashing over me. I gasped for breath against Michael’s mouth, desperate for air. Desperate for the terrible bliss to come to an end. Desperate for it to never stop. Desperate for anything, everything, and nothing, all at once. 

The waves transformed into a slow ebb and flow, mere echoes and aftershocks of the pleasure that had shaken my world. Hands held me upright in the water, while others gently resumed rubbing my trembling body.

Gradually, I felt them move away. Leaving the hot tub, one by one, until only myself and Michael remained. He had one hand under my butt and the other just beneath my neck. With gentle force, he tilted me backwards, lifting my lower half until I was stretched out, gently floating on the water. The jets turned off and I laid there in the calming water, warm sun dancing upon my skin. I felt so light, as if I could just float away if I wasn’t careful. Minutes passed.

Perhaps sensing that I was ready, he pulled the blindfold from my eyes. I blinked into the bright sunlight. Getting my feet back under me, I stood up and was greeted by the sight of all four men, naked and erect for me, watching the water course down my naked body.

This had only been the warm up.


 Chapter Six

Everyone was looking to me, naked and ready. “What’s next?” I dared to ask, not sure if I could handle the answer.

“That’s entirely up to you,” Michael said. “We’re here to serve.”

That might have been true, but I think everyone present had a pretty good idea of where things were headed.

“Russel started on lunch before joining us,” Michael said. “So we can take a breather and eat, if you need a little time.”

Right about then, I realized my legs were shaking. I tried to climb out of the hot tub, but I must have gotten overheated – my head was starting to spin. Ashton was the closest, and leapt into action when I started to lose my balance, catching me effortlessly in his arms. You could always count on a firefighter.

The men helped me into the cool air of the house and sat me down on the couch. “Drink this,” Davis said, handing me a glass of cold water.  I took a sip and laid back, staring up at the blue sky through the skylights. Just laying down for a moment was enough to make the world stop spinning, I was already starting to feel a bit silly.

The chill of the room on my damp body reminded me that I was still naked. Surrounded by four very handsome, very naked men, currently trying to tend to me like a wounded fawn. Michael draped a towel over me, more from habit than out of concern for my modesty. In an emergency, if someone was sick or hurt, it was important to keep them warm.

A few minutes of laying down was all it took for my head to clear, and I realized just how hungry I was. For food, and so much more…

“What’s for lunch?” I asked.

“Blackened snapper, cooked on the grill,” Michael said.

The guys had begun setting the table -  with towels now wrapped around their waists, I noted in disappointment. Through the window, I caught a glimpse of Russel outside at the grill, clad in only an apron, his bare, muscular bubble butt drawing my eye. It was ridiculous, but I had to admit, the man made the look work.

When the table was set, I sat down across from my fiancé at the long table. Russel entered shortly after, carrying a platter of smelling of smoke and spices. The tip of his cock peaked out from beneath the bottom hem of the apron. Again, the big firefighter looked ridiculous, but his dangling manhood was still utterly tantalizing.

It was the strangest meal of my life. I sat completely naked, barely able to focus on the delicious food, too distracted by the shirtless men surrounding me. My eyes flitted from one to another, feasting on their broad shoulders, thick, powerful biceps, and sculpted chests. Dripping in anticipation, knowing that when the meal was finished, these men were going to ruin me.

I caught a silent look pass between Davis and my fiancé, and Michael gave him a nod. Davis didn’t waste a moment, quietly vacated his chair and ducked beneath the table. Strong hands parted my thighs, and I spread myself for him without resistance.

I found myself holding my breath, waiting for the inevitable touch of his warm mouth against my pussy. I didn’t have long to wait.

“Mmmmmph,” I groaned as he engulfed me. He gently sucked my flesh into his mouth, his tongue tracing over my lips and then between them, causing me to shudder and gasp when he reached my sensitive nub.

I spared a glance around the table, finding all eyes on me as my face contorted in pleasure.

The hands in the hot tub had been rough, forcing my orgasm through brute force. In contrast, Davis’ skilled mouth worked me like a gentle river, whisking me away on its soft, warm current.

My fingers clutched my fork so tightly they were starting to turn white, my food forgotten as I was effortlessly lifted towards the peak of pleasure by the man between my legs. Practically a stranger to me, but now well aquatinted with my most intimate anatomy.

I let slip a quiet moan as my clit was gently suckled into his mouth. I half expected one of the men to take advantage of my open mouth, but what Michael said was true – they were here for my pleasure. A part of me was disappointed, but I lacked the breath to voice it.

Leaning back in my chair, I ran my fingers through Davis’ short brown hair. The salt of the ocean had dried upon it, leaving it slightly stiff to the touch. I held his head tighter against me, and began grinding my cunt into his mouth.

That little bit of extra control was all I needed to coach him into delivering me into bliss, my thighs clamping down around his head, refusing to let him go as my body spasmed in pleasure and my pussy gushed into his willing mouth.

The fork clattered to the table as the orgasm receded and my muscles relaxed. Beneath the table, we could all hear Davis gasping for breath as he was finally freed from my thighs.

As casually as if he’d just ducked under there to pick up a dropped napkin, Davis returned to his seat, the towel around his waist now sporting a significant tent.

In a heartbeat, Russel disappeared beneath the table to take his turn with me. I tried to catch my breath, but he reached me all too soon, his mouth lapping at the juices still trickling from my freshly eaten cunt.

“Oh fuck,” I whimpered, still so sensitive from my last climax. But that wasn’t all, my body was already halfway there, not having enough time to fully descend from the previous heights. As Russell circled my clit with his tongue, I found myself unexpectedly thrown into my next climax.

The man between my legs hadn’t even finished licking when Ashton crawled beneath the table to get his taste of me. They swapped places with the practiced harmony of teammates, and I had to wonder if they’d done this before.

The last small waves of pleasure were still washing over my body when Ashton began to eat my quivering cunt. Or rather, he slid his tongue into my opening, fucking me with his mouth. Was he intentionally giving my clit a break, or was he just eager to feel some part of himself inside me?

Ashton’s light scruff scratched against my thighs as his jaw moved. His tongue was a tease – not nearly big enough or long enough to fill me the way I needed. Instead, it made me keenly aware of the empty ache inside me. But I had no doubt these men would do whatever it took to fill it. They were here for me after all, though they did seem to be doing whatever they wanted to me. But maybe they knew that’s exactly what a slut like me needed. 

As Ashton stoked the fire inside me, the need growing with each thrust of his tongue, I noticed the others watching. Each had a hand beneath the table, stroking themselves to the sight of my pleasure and in anticipation of what would come next.

Ashton’s fingertip found my clit, causing me to shudder. I recognized his rough touch from earlier, it had been him fingering me in the hot tub. This time, there was no water to wash away my juices, and even his rough fingers slid effortlessly through my folds. I stared hungrily at the men stroking themselves around me, as eager as they were for what we all knew would come next. The only question was who would be the first to fuck me? But maybe they weren’t planning on taking turns...

It was that thought that I held in my head as Ashton’s skilled fingers sent me trembling through my next orgasm. My head falling to the table as my body convulsed in wonderful agony.

Through eyes half-closed, I saw Michael stand, his towel gone, hard cock already dripping with anticipation. Then he was taking me into his arms, carrying me off towards the bedroom. His three coworkers following behind, cocks bare and ready for my destruction.


 Chapter Seven

Michael threw me down onto the bed, and as I sank down onto the cozy blankets, he lowered his face between my legs.

“Ughhhh,” I whimpered in frustration as his tongue passed between my lips. “Just fuck me already,” I gave voice to the all-consuming need burning at my core.

My fiancé took another slow lick, perhaps savoring the taste of the woman he loved before she was filled to overflowing with the seed of his work buddies.

“You heard her,” he reluctantly turned away from my spread legs. “Give my girl what she needs.”

Hearing him refer to me as his girl in this context made the whole affair feel extra filthy. I was his, and now he was about to let his friend’s experience everything my slutty little body had to offer.

Ashton was first to approach, climbing on top of me. His cock brushed teasingly against my mound. I tried to wiggle beneath him to move him inside me, but he resisted. Instead, his kissed me hard. His lips mashed against mine, then parted, his tongue slipping into my mouth as I desperately bucked against him.

Breaking away from the kiss, he laughed and held me tight. Then rolled onto his back, trading places with me so that I ended up on top. I grabbed for his cock, desperate to feel him inside me. But I froze as he looked past me, a wicked smile forming on his face.

That’s when I felt something hard and dripping, push insistently against my backdoor. Oh fuck, I thought, just as Russell parted me open, violating my ass. I groaned at the sudden intrusion, and tried to urge my body to relax and give way before his girth. His apron brushed against my backside as he began to thrust into me, working me open with his cock.

Before I had time to for my body to adjust to the sudden sense of fullness, Ashton made his move, thrusting his hips upward to drive his cock into my needy cunt. It was a tight fit, with his friend already filling my ass, forcing him to enter me slowly. Inch by inch, I felt myself opening around him, his fat bulbous head spreading my inner walls as he helped himself to my deepest depths.

The bed shifted under me, and I turned to see Michael standing beside me, his cock jutting out just inches from my face. Fuck, he always knew exactly what I needed. As he slipped into my open mouth, I savored the delicious sensation of being completely filled. Pleasing a man with every hole had me feeling like a filthy whore in a way nothing else could match. 

And still, there was one man left. I’d almost forgot about Davis, until his warm mouth latched onto my breast. The tenderness of his gentle suckling was in stark contrast to Ashton and Russel, hungrily forcing their way deeper and deeper inside my little body.

The two of them fell into a rhythm, one pulling back as the other drove into the space just vacated by the other. Their timing was perfect, not leaving me with a moment where I wasn’t stuffed full. Michael was content to slowly pleasure himself with my mouth, knowing I was too overwhelmed to focus on properly sucking his dick. The taste of his dripping need filled my mouth, practically flowing from him, proving to me just how much he enjoyed watching me play the slut for him and his friends.

A hand – I don’t know whose -  found my clit and began applying gentle pressure, moving up and down my slit with short strokes. Ashton shuddered each time the hand dipped too low, the fingers brushing against his slick cock as it disappeared into my pussy.

I fell forward, my fiancé’s cock slipping from my lips as another orgasm overtook me. I crashed down onto Ashton, my breasts squashing against his muscular chest, my cunt contracting rhythmically around him. He froze, not daring to move lest the pleasure become too much. His cock felt like rigid steel inside me, swollen and on the brink of losing control. He didn’t even dare to breathe.

If I had any control over my body, I would have pushed him over the edge just to feel him fill me with his hot seed. But I was a whimpering, trembling mess, lacking control over even a single muscle in my body as the pleasure coursed through me.

“That should have loosened her up,” Michael’s voice penetrated the blissful haze swirling around my mind. The meaning of the words eluded me, until the bed shifted as Russel climbed up, still buried balls-deep in my ass. He was making room behind me.

Davis disappeared behind me, his cock pressing against my already-filled pussy. Holy fuck, could he even fit- but the thought evaporated as he began easing himself inside. Every thought in my head was gone. All that remained was a feeling of incredible fullness. Slightly painful, but incredibly satisfying. I had never been so stretched in my life.

Every nerve had gone haywire, firing at random, unsure if they should be sending signals of pain or pleasure.

“Breathe,” Michael’s gentle voice made me suddenly aware that I hadn’t been. For a glorious moment, my body hadn’t needed air. But now my lungs were left burning, and my heart pounded. A few shaky breaths eased the burning, but my heart still raced. I couldn’t imagine it slowing anytime soon.

All three of them were completely inside me now, or at least as much of them as I could take. I couldn’t tell where one ended and another began, everything between my legs was just a tangle of throbbing, wet, heat. All of us grinding together towards an unspeakable peak.

Gently, Michael fed his glistening cock back into my slack mouth. As silly as it was, I think he did it for my sake, just so I could experience being completely filled. I gave him a little suck to show my appreciation. After all this, I was going to be spending a lot of time on my knees to thank him properly.

Slowly at first, I began to rock my hips, their cocks rubbing against every possible surface inside me. And each other. Taking my movement as a sign that they should carry on, the men resumed their thrusting, making me scream with pleasure each time one of them plunged into my depths.

I could feel the men inside me sliding against each other, the thought of their cocks frotting together within my cunt was almost more than I could handle. This was quickly becoming one of the hottest experiences of my entire slutty life.

There were hands everywhere; holding onto my hips, squeezing my ass, massaging my breasts. Everyone pulling me towards their own needs, while thrusting into me from different angles. My body didn’t know where to go, not that I had any control at all. I’d surrendered everything, was completely at their mercy.

With a grunt, Russel’s cock swelled within me, stretching me even further for one unbearable moment before he let loose the first thick spurt of semen into my abused pussy. The heat of his seed filled me as pulse after pulse plastered my insides. The other men stopped moving, holding still as their friend throbbed against them.

The pulsating heat within me brought me right to the brink, but just as I neared my own peak, Russel slipped from me. I felt strangely empty, given that I still had one cock left inside my pussy and another in my ass. But the feeling didn’t last, as Michael eagerly took the place of his friend, sinking his cock into his future-wife’s cum filled cunt. He groaned as he slid in alongside his colleague, and I couldn’t imagine a better team bonding experience than this.

Michael began to fuck me properly, his friend’s semen serving as extra lubricant, allowing him to thrust his entire length into my stretched hole. I screamed, but was quickly silenced by Russel’s half-erect cock being fed into my open mouth. The taste of cum and pussy flooded my mouth, as he helped himself to my only available opening.

“Cum in my filthy little slut,” Michael commanded the others, and my pussy clenched in response. “Make her take it all. She needs every fucking drop.”

That was too much. Another scream was muffled by Russel’s cock, as the final floodgates broke and pleasure erupted within me. My body tried to clench around the men inside me, but there was simply too much. Instead, my exhausted muscles spasmed uncontrollably, my body shaking and jerking in every direction. The sensation redoubled as Davis was overcome and began spraying his warm load deep into my ass, his cock throbbing so hard I could feel it reverberating through half my body.

Ashton was the next to join the cacophony of pleasure, grunting beneath me as his cock went rigid and then began spurting his seed into my already creamy pussy. Feeling his friends emptying their balls into his future-wife proved to be too much for Michael, and with a muttered “fuck,” he unleashed his own torrent of semen into my sloppy cunt. The three of them pulsated within me, as my battered body shook around them. All of us left senseless by the sheer force of our combined pleasure.

Russel slipped from my mouth and I glanced up, just in time to see his cock erupt, plastering my face in his sperm. It was a fitting end to our afternoon.

One by one, the men slipped from slick holes, leaving a torrent of semen pouring from my abused openings. A glass of water was raised to my lips, and I drank greedily. Somebody offered to clean me with a damp washcloth, but I said no. I had a better idea.

I pulled on my bathing suit, the bottoms soaking through almost immediately, and staggered out onto the deck. My male quartet followed behind me in curiosity, hovering close in case my legs gave out. But I made it to the edge of the ocean and dipped my toes into the breaking surf. As the sun prepared to set, I waded out into the water and dove beneath a wave.

The cool sea water rushing over me was invigorating, washing away the post-orgasmic fog as well as the evidence of what had transpired between us all. As my head broke the surface, I saw the guys had all followed me in, and appreciated the way their wet bodies seemed to glow in the setting sun.

Emerging from the water, I walked a few steps and sank down into the sand. I laid back, looking up at the golden sky. Somewhere nearby, the guys talked in a huddle.

Some time later, Michael appeared over me, offering me his hand. We walked together back up to the house, my little hand lost in his. The other guys were waiting for us on the deck.

“We’re going to head out and give you and Michael a little time to reconnect,” Ashton said. “Hope we were able to help you relax.”

They certainly had, if for no other reason than I now had no choice but to pass out and not move for the foreseeable future. I was utterly exhausted. And sore. And completely satisfied.

“Hope to see you around the station,” Russel said.

Micheal scooped me up and carried me off inside, calling back over his shoulder, “Don’t worry, I don’t think you’ve seen the last of her.”

And I began wondering just what else this perfect man had in store for me…


 Rough Day At The FreeUse Office

Molly Warden


 Chapter One

Wiping the fog off the mirror, I looked at my face and wondered how I should present myself. It was my first day back in the office after my business trip, and I’m sure my colleague Jeffery had already told my boss about everything that had occurred. In explicit detail.

First, he had booked us on a FreeUse flight where my body paid for my seat. Not that I minded, really. Except that I had a rule about not fucking coworkers, and of course Jefferey had taken his turn  – helping himself to my body after everyone else had finished with me. Maybe it could have been a one-time thing, but the CEO we pitched our services to had also implemented a company wide FreeUse policy. Jeffery had conveniently left that part out. Closing the deal meant taking his BBC in front of his entire staff, before they all had their turn with me as well.

In the end, I had secured a deal worth millions and left the office overflowing with pride. And more. Now, Jefferey was almost certainly going to try to sell the idea of the FreeUse office to our boss. It was hard to argue with the increased productivity and profits reported by early adopters of the controversial new policy, especially after how well our meeting went. And honestly, I wasn’t sure if it was a thing I even wanted to fight against.

My body was fully on board, as evidenced by the slickness between my thighs. Fresh out of the shower and already dripping with anticipation. But the rational part of my brain chewed holes in the fantasies, allowing reservations to slip through.

These were people I’d known and worked with for years. What would they think if they learned the truth about me? Could they still respect an insatiable slut? I had risen to a top position in the office, managing the largest team in the company. Once they knew they could just bend me over and fuck me, would it still be possible to hold any authority over them? Especially once they saw just how much I craved the abuse.

The steam had dissipated, leaving me standing naked in front of the mirror, no closer to deciding on my look for the day. Michael’s little beach trip had left me without tan lines; I could still almost feel the warmth of the sunshine on my body. And the heat of my fiancé and the three firefighter colleagues he’d shared me with. Quickly, I tried to banish those thoughts, they would not help me make a rational decision about today. Or maybe I needed a few minutes of self-pleasure to temporarily slake the rising need.

Just then, Michael appeared in the doorway, naked and ready for the shower. And for me, I noticed as my eyes drifted to his engorged cock. I swear, the man can read my mind. Though maybe that’s less of an impressive feat when I’m usually thinking about just one thing…

“Waiting for me?” he asked with a raised eyebrow. Normally, I’d be dressed by now. He knew something was up.

“Always.”

Turning to face him, I rested my hands on the edge of the marble vanity behind me as he moved into position. Just the feeling of his hand on my thigh was enough to make me groan. He lifted one leg, holding it up to his waist, and I wrapped it around him as he plunged into me.

“Mmmmmmph,” I moaned in satisfaction as his thick cock filled me.

Michael began thrusting, his face contorting in pleasure as my cunt opened for him. “You looked like you needed a hand,” he said.

“All I need is your cock,” I breathed.

That brought a smile to his face. “Oh really?” he teased. “Just my cock?”

Using the leg I had hooked around him, I pulled him deeper. He gasped as I took every inch of him. “I’m a slut for any cock,” I admitted. “But the only one I need is yours.”

My fiancé grabbed my other leg, lifting me off the ground as I clenched both legs around his waist. He held me in the air, my trembling arms stretched behind me to hold myself up on the counter-top as this new angle gave him greater access to the depths of my cunt. I cried out in pleasure and pain as he slammed against my cervix, his heavy balls slapping against my ass with every thrust.

“You know what you want,” he whispered, his fingers digging into the flesh of my ass as he held me up.

He wasn’t wrong. He seldom was. I ached to be filled like this all the time. And if I was honest with myself, I wanted even more. Nothing else could compare to the ecstasy of being shared between two men. Or three. It flipped a switch inside me, turning on that primal part of my brain whose only desire was to be fucked and bred, flooded with the seed of as many men as possible. Every other thought was wiped from my mind, leaving me completely lost in the moment. A creature of pure passion.

And he loved that as much as I did. My fiancé knew I was a slut, the desire to fuck hardwired into me. And it drove him mad with lust. On days when he suspected I might get to play, he loved to be the first to claim me. Right now, he was probably imagining me at work, on my knees for my boss or an engineer bending me over my desk. And at the end of it all, he was always the last. Lustfully sinking himself into my sloppy, cum-filled pussy, feeling for himself just how much of a slut his future-wife was, and adding his own load to the mess dripping out of me.

“Uhhhhh,”I moaned, thinking about coming home for him to reclaim me. “I’ll do it,” I whimpered. “I’ll be a whore for them all. I’ll suck every cock, swallow every thick, creamy load.”

Michael grunted, and I felt his body tense as he grew close. He loved hearing about how much of a slut I was.

“They can take my cunt whenever they please, just bending me over and dumping load after load into my filthy pussy.”

I felt my fiancé swell inside me, my words too much for him to take. He erupted within me, the heat of his seed filling me as he throbbed and pulsated against my inner walls. I convulsed around him, his climax triggering my own, my body instinctively milking him for every drop of his seed.

My legs went limp around his waist as the pleasure receded. Gently, he lowered my legs until I stood wobbly on my own. His cock slipped from me, swiftly followed by a gush of cum.

Michael watched in awe as I pulled on my panties, trapping his load inside me. I felt the fabric soak through immediately, a delicious reminder of our morning tryst to steel my resolve for the day ahead.

I would be their slut, and I knew exactly what I would wear.


 Chapter Two

Heads turned my way as I entered the conference room, the eyes of all three men lighting up as they took in the expanse of skin revealed by my outfit. It wasn’t quite obscene, but the tight pencil skirt and  low cut blouse was by far the most revealing thing I’d ever worn to the office. With my wide hips clearly defined and generous cleavage on full display, I knew it would be a struggle for them to keep their thoughts pure. Though I suspected that wouldn’t matter, if I was right about what was on today’s agenda.

Jeffery was there -  the man who’d started this whole thing. He was recently made head of sales and customer relations. And our boss, Mr. Madison, who had founded the company decades ago. He always struck me as an old fashioned kind of guy, and I wasn’t sure if he’d go along with the whole FreeUse thing, but I supposed being allowed to fuck your female employees would be one hell of an incentive.

The last man present was Parker, his small department was in charge of logistics. My engineers solved problems plaguing other companies, often fabricating parts that had been out of production for decades to keep their machines running, or writing a custom program to integrate a piece of new technology into an ancient system. Jeffery would charge them an arm and a leg for it, but it was cheaper than a complete overhaul and retooling with modern equipment. And Parker handled the deployment and installation, as well as the management of our own facility.

As I sat down in my usual chair, I saw the stack of papers left waiting for me and knew my suspicions had been confirmed.

INCREASES IN PRODUCTIVITY AND PROFITS IN A FREEUSE BUSINESS ENVIRONMENT

An academic study that Colton, the CEO who had fucked me on his conference table, had cited. There were a pile of other reports just like it. My stomach fluttered, and I felt myself grow damp in anticipation. This was really going to happen. They were going to make me the FreeUse office slut. Not just me, of course, there were other women employed here as well. How would they feel about their bodies’ suddenly being at the whim of our male coworkers?

Madison turned to Jefferey, “Since you broached this idea, I think you should be the one to lead this meeting.”

Jefferey noticeably paled. Our recent experience together has shown that while he talked a big game, he didn’t quite have the confidence to back it up. He’d fumbled the pitch with Colton, meaning I had to stop sucking that beautiful black cock in order to take over the presentation. I was starting to suspect all his alpha-male bullshit was to cover for something else. Jefferey had been a little too quick to obey when the CEO had ordered him to eat his thick load from my freshly fucked cunt.

“I, uhhh, yeah. Hold on,” Jefferey mumbled.

How the fuck was this guy in charge of anything, let alone customer relations? I turned his way, rolling my eyes so that only he could see.

Anger briefly flashed across his face before he finally collected his thoughts enough to spit out a few words. “As uh, you can see in this first report, profits uhhh, went up considerably in the first two quarters following the adoption of FreeUse workplace policies and uh-”

“-I’m sorry, Jefferey,” I cut in. “Could you let us all know exactly what that means?”

My colleague’s face turned red – in embarrassment or anger, I couldn’t tell. Either way, I knew he would try to get me back for this somehow. In fact, I was looking forward to it. The last time he’d been humiliated, he left me tied up and blindfolded in my hotel room while anonymous strangers fucked me senseless.

“It, um... it means that all female employees would be available to the male employees…. Sexually.”

Of the four of us, only Parker was completely unaware of the nature of this meeting. His mouth hung open in surprise.

“Doesn’t that sound like an invitation to a lawsuit?” I asked. As much as I had to admit the idea excited me, I just couldn’t resist the urge to fuck with him.

“Well, yeah…” he admitted. “There are several cases currently working their way through the court system, but uhh… early decisions were in favor of the policy.”

Then I had a little idea that I just couldn’t help but blurt out the moment it popped into my head. “I bet we’d be in the clear, legally speaking, if it wasn’t just the women who were made FreeUse. That way there’s no issues about equality, and the end result should still be the same.”

A confused look crossed his face, he couldn’t figure out why I was suddenly throwing him a bone. He probably assumed that I wanted to see our office adopt the policy for my own slutty desires. He wasn’t wrong. But I had something else in mind too…

Jeffery and Madison both seemed unperturbed by my suggested amendment, and the meeting got back on track. Jefferey eventually hit his stride and managed to present a plausible case, but I just had to mess with him a little more.

“What if there was a man in the office that the women just absolutely couldn’t stand,” I stared pointedly at Jefferey, his brow furrowing. “It would be unfair to force anyone to sleep with him, and it could result in the loss of key personnel.” Then, with my most saccharine smile, I added, “Just speaking hypothetically, of course.”

Madison nodded, “That does seem like a potential risk. We can look into a procedure for HR to exclude employees from the program if there are too many complaints against them. Now, I think we should vote on this, just to make sure we’re all on the same page.”

“All in favor?” Jefferey asked. His own hand shot up before he had even finished posing the question. Parker seemed a little less sure, but raised his hand as well. Madison was perhaps less old fashioned than I thought, or maybe he was just horny enough that ideas of propriety no longer mattered.

Finally, I raised my hand. I tried to appear cool and dispassionate, but inside, I was already wracked with anticipation. I stood to leave, my panties soaked with desire - and the remains of the load I had already taken that morning. The way the day was going, it wouldn’t be the last.


 Chapter Three

Shortly after the meeting, the memo went out company-wide. Not ten minutes later and my work was interrupted by a knock at my door. “Come in,” I yelled, nearly squirming in anticipation, wondering who would be first to test out the new policy.

In stepped Todd, one of my engineers. A few years younger than myself, he’d always been a little shy – the idea that he might have had a crush on me had certainly crossed my mind. It was surprising to see he’d been the first to work up the courage to see me.

“Morning Todd,” I greeted him. “What can I do for you?”

The man shuffled nervously. “I-uh, I’m not really sure how this, umm-”

“Come on Todd,” I said in mock impatience, “just get it out.”

The man’s face went red and he began fumbling with his belt. Not exactly what I had meant, but I didn’t mind. Although, there was just something about his awkwardness that made me want to tease him, just a little.

As he pulled his cock free – still soft but already enticingly thick, I couldn’t help myself. “Jesus Christ, Todd, what the fuck are you doing?”

The look of pure mortification on his face was priceless.

“I… um. The memo? Kara, I’m so sorr-”

“-I’m just fucking with you,” I interrupted, feeling more than a little sorry for scaring him like that. I was already getting down on my knees, ready to make it up to him.

Todd’s stammering died off as I took his soft, warm cock into my mouth. “Ohhhhhh,” he groaned as I gently suckled at his manhood, already feeling it springing to life. I loved the feeling of a cock growing hard in my mouth, delicious proof of a man’s desire for me. He grew thicker as my tongue explored his hardening shaft. Upon licking his engorged head, I found he was already dripping in anticipation of blowing his load down his boss’ throat.

My engineer looked down on me in disbelief, watching himself disappear between my plump lips. How many times had he imagined me sucking his cock? Now that he was finally experiencing the pleasure of my mouth, he seemed lost. Unsure of what to do.

I took hold of his wrist and brought his hand to the back of my head. He took my encouragement, tangling his fingers through my hair and gently urging me faster. It was obvious that he was still holding back.

“You can fuck my throat,” I said, pulling away for a moment. “If that’s what you want.”

He hesitated, still shy.

“Do you want to shove that fat cock down your boss’s slutty throat? Make that whore swallow every drop of your load?”

Just my words alone were almost enough o make him cum, I felt him throb in my hand, his balls pulling tight against his body. To give him a moment to cool off, I stretched down the top of my blouse and pulled my tits out over the top. Seeing my exposed breasts seemed to awaken something inside him. Suddenly finding his dominant side, he pulled my mouth back over his glistening cock, pushing straight back into my throat. His free hand found its way to my chest, filling his fingers with my soft flesh.

“I’ve wanted to grab your boobs since the day we met,” he confessed. He wasn’t exactly Casanova, but it was a start, I guess.

“Way to go Todd,” came a male voice from the now-open doorway. “Didn’t know you had it in you.”

Keith, another of my engineers let himself into the room. He wasn’t quite the best of the bunch, but he had the most confidence and made himself the de facto leader of the group. “Do you mind if I join you?”

Without waiting for an answer, he moved in beside his started colleague, already working at his fly. I felt Todd lose some of his firmness, suddenly anxious in front of his coworker.

“Just a minute, baby,” I reluctantly told Keith to wait. “I need another minute with this beautiful cock.”

Keith obeyed, stroking himself as he enjoyed the spectacle of his boss down on her knees, tits out, with a mouth full of cock. I was relieved to see that he was a little smaller than Todd, one less thing to cause the him anxiety.

“Fuck,” I said, looking up at him with my big doe eyes, “I love your huge cock.”

I stroked him in one hand, fully rigid once more. “I’m going to have a lot of fun with this thing,” I said. “But right now I need to make sure I’m available for all my employees. You don’t mind sharing, do you baby?” I asked.

He practically glowed. The term of endearment seemed to have more of an effect on him than I’d intended. I’d been so focused on making him feel comfortable, that I forgot about his crush. I’d have to keep an eye on that. One of the dangers of a FreeUse workplace, I suppose.

Keith stroked himself just inches from my face, eyeing me with an expression of pure lust on his face. My cunt was already aching to be filled, but I wanted to make sure Todd had a good first experience. As much as I needed a good fucking, I worried he might have performance anxiety in the presence of his coworker. And though I was certainly curious to see if Kieth’s confidence was well earned, letting him fuck me might be too much for Todd. Sometimes being a good boss sucked. So that’s what I did.

I replaced Kieth’s hand with my own, feeling him shudder as my fingers wrapped around him. Todd groaned as I took him back into my mouth, picking up where we’d left off, and he was all too happy to drive his manhood back down my throat.

When it was time to switch, I watched his face as I brought his colleague’s cock to my lips. Hunger and jealousy burned in his eyes as I took a taste of Keith’s swollen offering.

“Oh shit,” Keith groaned. “I always knew you could suck a dick.”

I swelled with pride at the compliment, though Todd didn’t seem too happy about it. Keith thrust forward, making my eyes water as he forced himself down my throat. “Fuck,” he said, “to think you were a slut all this time. You could have been draining my balls every day for years. You’ve got a lot to make up for.”

I squeezed my thighs together, desperate for any contact with my needful cunt. On the spectrum of dirty talk, both ends always got me going. Praise or humiliation, it didn’t matter, calling me a good girl got me just as wet as telling me I was a filthy fucking cumdump. And hearing my own employee call me a slut brought it all to a new level of delicious impropriety. I felt like the biggest whore in the world.

As I stroked Todd off, I could sense his growing impatience and the threat of his rising jealousy ruining our fun. Well, if he couldn’t take turns, he was just going to have to share.

Both men jumped as their cocks touched, but before they could pull away, I spread my lips wide and took both of their swollen, glistening heads into my mouth. Whatever hangups they had paled in comparison to my tongue swirling over their sensitive heads, tasting the bittersweet salt of their dripping anticipation. Together, they groaned as my hands cradled their balls.

Todd was first to resume thrusting into my mouth, moving slower than before due to the tight fit. Keith followed his lead, pushing himself into the warm wet heat of our mingled lust. With short strokes, they passed over my tongue and lips, their cocks sliding together inside my mouth. I continued to caress their balls, coaxing them to fill my mouth with their seed.

But the position proved a little too awkward, neither of them able to strike up quite the right pace to get them over the edge. Pulling back, I let them slip from between my stretched lips, my aching jaw thankful for the break. Instead, I held them both in front of my mouth, tip to tip, and jerked them off in unison as my soft tongue danced over their engorged heads.

I felt Keith’s body tense, and I opened my mouth wide to receive his load. “I’ve always wanted to cum on your face,” he commented a moment before I felt him erupt. The first wave of his pleasure splashed across my cheek, hot and thick. The sight of his crush taking a rope of cum to the face proved to be too much for Todd – with a groan born of years of pent up desire, he exploded into my mouth with enough force to make me gag and cough. Together, my two employees covered my face in pulse after pulse of white hot sperm. I swallowed what I could, and felt the rest dripping down my chin, the warmth splattering over my exposed tits. As they bathed me in their seed, my jealous pussy ached to be filled by a throbbing, spurting cock.

But it was still early, there would be plenty of time for that. I slowly stroked out the last remnants of their seed, their first offering of what I’m sure would be countless loads spilled in and on my body. When I was satisfied that I’d extracted every drop, they both took a step back and looked down at me to admire their handiwork. Burning that mental image into their memory forever. The slutty boss who’d sucked their dicks together.

A knock at the door snapped us all back to reality. I turned to see Lisa, our office assistant staring wide-eyed at the three of us. Their cocks dangling, me still down on my knees, face and tits absolutely plastered in semen.

“There’s a-uh, a meeting. About the memo,” she said. “Jefferey said to let you know. Five minutes.”

And then she disappeared down the hall, leaving the three of us to put ourselves back together. And me to wonder just what he had in store...


 Chapter Four

“Nice of you to join us,” Jefferey scolded.

The conference room was already full, it seemed I was the last to arrive. Cleaning all the cum from my face and tits had taken some time. I tried moving towards an empty space against the back wall next to Madison, but Jefferey had other plans.

“Could you join me up here, Kara?” he asked, but it wasn’t a question. “We’re going to have a little demonstration of the new FreeUse policy.”

My stomach twisted at the grin on his smug face. I knew this was going to be bad. So why did I want it so bad?

“Now,” he continued, “research has shown that adopting FreeUse policies in the workplace leads to increased employee productivity, profits, team cohesion, and job satisfaction.

“When employees are allowed to be their true selves, there’s less drama, sexual tension, and resentment. Workers also reported feeling more “seen” and accepted for who they are.”

I could already see where this was heading, the only question was just how far he planned on going? Jefferey knew exactly what I was – a slut, through and through – and he’d already orchestrated several extreme situations just to watch me squirm. Trembling, I made my way to the front and joined him before the long wooden table arranged at the front of the room.

“Take Kara, for example,” he said with a fake saccharine smile. “There’s a big part of herself that she keeps locked away, but I think it’s time we help her to be honest with herself. And all of you.”

My thighs were growing slick, and I hated that Jefferey would have the satisfaction of seeing how eager my body was for whatever violation he had planned.

“Show of hands,” he said, “how many of you had ever imagined what Kara looked like naked? It’s okay, be honest.”

Slowly, hands began to rise. It was one thing to catch someone checking you out, but seeing a room full of men admitting to picturing you naked was something else entirely. Even a few of the women cautiously raised their hands.

“How does that make you feel, Kara?”

Surprisingly, pride was the primary emotion coursing through me. I hated to admit as much, but the words came anyway.

“It feels good,” I said, barely loud enough for the people in front to hear. “Sexy, I guess. And noticed.”

Jefferey moved closer, speaking as his hands reached for the buttons on my blouse. My heart pounded faster.

“See?” he said. “All the times she dressed with her tits hanging out, and you tried not to get caught staring, what she really wanted was for you to look. To want her, to imagine her body. To know what she truly is – a dirty little cock slut.”

The room looked on as his words sent a chill down my back, his fingers finishing with the final button. All eyes were glued to my chest as he spread my shirt open, revealing the lacy bralette beneath. I could practically feel their eyes straining to make out my nipples from beneath the thin fabric. And I was afraid to look, but I was certain there were still wet spots where the cum had dripped not fifteen minutes ago.

Jefferey reached behind my back, his hand fumbling around looking for a clasp. But there wasn’t one, and he spent a minute looking like an inexperienced teenager trying to figure out how to get it off of me. I couldn’t help but smile at his predicament, but my small victory was short-lived.

With an audible rip, he tore the thin fabric open at the front, spilling my breasts out for all our gathered coworkers to see. Shocked silence filled the room, until a wolf whistle rang out from somewhere near the back. I was trying not to look at anyone in particular, it felt less humiliating if I didn’t have to see their faces.  There was probably a bit more than thirty people in the room, some of them I’ve worked with for years. Now they were all staring at my tits, my stiff nipples ample evidence of my own arousal.

I stood, frozen somewhere between horror and depraved delight, the whole word fading away, leaving me with nothing but my own blood pounding in my ears and the burning desire between my legs. Somewhere far away, Jeffery stripped me – removing my blouse and dropping my skirt to the floor. Before dozens of hungry I eyes, I trembled in my torn bralette and soaked thong. Waiting in terrible anticipation for what he would do to me.

Grabbing me by the hips, he manhandled me over to the short end of the rectangular table and deposited me face down onto the cool wood. My waist rested on the edge of the table, my legs dangling and kicking, searching for the floor. I could just barely feel it brushing against my toes. I knew what was coming next before I even heard the sound of his zipper.

“The next time this whore flaunts her body around the office, just know this is what she really wants. She won’t say no,” Jeffery said. “To anything.”

Then I felt the heat of his cock pressing between my legs, firm and insistent. Cool air caressed my dripping pussy before I realized the thong was now suspended between my thighs. I froze as the head of his cock pressed between my lips, gliding easily through my slick folds. My cunt ached for it. As much as I detested the man, I was desperate to feel him inside me.

As if he could sense what I needed – and let’s be honest, it wasn’t hard to guess – he teased around my opening, nearly penetrating me, but then sliding his shaft upwards through my slit instead of giving me what I so terribly desired. Withing beneath him, I tried to maneuver myself back onto his cock, but he stubbornly refused.

“Tell everyone what you want,” he said, loudly enough for the room to hear.

“Ugggh,” I groaned, trying not to give in.

“I couldn’t hear you,” he said. But I remained defiantly silent.

In punishment, he pulled away, the warmth of him vanishing from between my legs. I bit my lip to keep from begging.

“And if this bitch plays hard to get, or refuses to do the only thing she’s good for –  it’s only because she craves punishment.”

In my addled state, I couldn’t process the words fast enough to brace myself for what was coming. I jumped as his palm slapped against my ass with enough force to drive the edge of the table into my thighs. Coworkers gasped as the sound of his hand colliding with my flesh echoed through the room.

The sting blossoming across my cheek hadn’t even begun to fade when the next spank came. A jolt of pain shot through me, paralleled by a rush of twisted pleasure. My pussy clenched tightly as my body winced, making me all to aware of what was missing inside me.

I looked around the room, still hardly believing this was really happening. Every face was turned my way, watching my punishment with wide, hungry eyes. Even the women didn’t seem to have any objection. Lisa, the office assistant Jefferey had sent to summon me, sat with her shirt unbuttoned, big tits exposed and jiggling, as she jerked off the men seated on either side of her. She was a pretty young thing, hired back after a summer internship. Her first real job. And now her chubby little body would surely be popular amongst the men in the office.

The loud crack of skin against skin and a flash of pain brought me reeling back to my current predicament. Jefferey’s fingers dug into the reddening flesh of my ass as he massaged the the aching muscles.

“It’s hard to see from over there,” Jefferey addressed the gathered employees, “so why don’t you gather around for a better view. From up close, you can see just how much this slut is enjoying this.”

He backed away as our colleagues approached, forming a circle around the long table. The ones behind me had a perfect view between my spread legs, my face burned in embarrassment, knowing they could all see the lingering hand-prints across my butt, and my sopping pussy dripping to the floor.

“Go ahead,” I heard Jefferey whisper.

A moment later and another hand struck me across my left butt cheek. Tentative and unsure. My pussy flooded at the realization that another coworker was now administering my punishment. Another hit followed. And another. Growing more powerful as they gained confidence. My body winced at every strike, trembling in shame and desire.

Already, it felt like I had been here for an eternity, my wanton body on display for the very people who had once looked to me with respect. Unless this is how they’d always thought of me…

I looked up from the table and saw one of the men Lisa had been stroking was now standing in front of me, watching me intently as he stroked his cock.

One by one, people filtered by behind me, each giving a few swats to my bottom. A brave hand lingered, traveling lower until I gasped as a finger slipped between my lips.

“Ohhhhhhh,” I groaned as it sunk inside. I was beyond caring who it belonged to, my cunt was desperate to be filled and even this small violation offered some satisfaction.

“Oh,” Jefferey’s voice cut through my pleasure. “Do you think she’s ready to behave?”

The finger regretfully slipped away, leaving me empty and aching once more. Despite my efforts to fight it down, a whimper escaped my lips.

“Are you ready to tell us all what you want?” he asked. “Or were you still enjoying your punishment?”

I braced for the impact of his hand, but it didn’t come.

“Tell them all,” he whispered, nestling his cock back between my lips. Teasing me with the promise of feeling myself fulfilled.

I knew he would never give in until I obeyed. I didn’t even need to see his face to know he had me beat. I was too far gone. Everyone close enough could surely see the strands of glistening desire dripping from me, my own confession would only serve to confirm what they already knew about me. I was a slut.

“I need to be fucked,” I stated, as calmly as I could, hoping I’d managed to preserve at least some semblance of the professional woman they thought they knew. Hopefully, that would be enough. He probably knew I would have begged if he made me. Right here in front of everyone.

But he didn’t do that. What he did was something so much worse.


 Chapter Five

Just when I thought he would finally satisfy my desire to be filled, his cock disappeared. Before I could give voice in objection to his sudden absence, I felt the slick, swollen head pressing against my ass. He wouldn’t…

But he did. My own wetness coating his cock allowed it to slip inside, but it didn’t make it easy. I groaned through gritted teeth at the sudden intrusion. The friction of his thick cock burned against my insides, a mild pain that only served to heighten the pleasure of being filled.

Almost more intense than the physical sensation was the shameful knowledge that the entire company was watching me take Jefferey’s fat cock up my ass. And it wouldn’t be long before he had me screaming. Whatever shred of dignity I had left would be long gone by the end of this meeting.

I groaned as Jefferey worked himself further into me, his own precum aiding him to glide deeper into my most private hole. Astonished coworkers looked on, their faces reflecting surprise and arousal at the depraved sight before them. One of my engineers watched, enraptured, as the cock slowly disappeared into his boss’ ass.

My mouth opened in agonized pleasure, feeling every inch of my nemesis buried inside me. It was such a fucking tease -  I had ached to be filled, and this was so close to what I’d needed, but it wouldn’t bring me release.

The man in front of me, who had been stroking himself while he watched my punishment, was the first to cross the final boundary. Stepping forward, he helped himself to my open mouth, sliding his curved cock between my parted lips. Every last bit of my attention was focused on what Jefferey’s swollen member was doing to me, but this man didn’t mind. He thrust himself into my slack mouth, my lips sliding up and down his shaft as he gripped my head for more control.

My need for air fought for attention against the excruciating pleasure at my rear. I tried to focus on pulling in air, taking rushed breaths between thrusts, but the two men worked at opposite rhythms. Each time the man in my mouth drew back, Jefferey slammed forward, making me gasp and scream. My blood began to pound in my ears as the need for oxygen grew dire. Just when I couldn’t take another moment, the cock slipped from my mouth. I took a deep breath, filling my burning lungs, just as he erupted over my face. In front of everyone.

When he was finished, he stepped away, leaving my face dripping cum down onto the table. Immediately, two men rushed to fill his place – they settled for standing on either side of my face where it was pressed against the table’s edge. I had to wonder if Jefferey had deliberately positioned me along one side of the table so others would have easy access?

But deliberate or not, the two men began to stroke themselves over me. I was helpless to do anything but rock against the table as Jefferey drove himself into my ass again and again. His balls slapped teasingly against my dripping pussy lips. I longed for another cock to take me, but our colleagues seemed content to watch or wait their turn.

“If this dumb cum slut could speak right now, she’d be begging for more cock,” he said, nearly reading my mind. A semblance of a line was forming around my face, but nobody seemed brave enough to try to join Jefferey in fucking me. I supposed most of them probably reserved the concept of double penetration for porn or fantasy, if they even thought about it at all. Maybe the first day was a little too soon to expect anyone to venture so far from their comfort zone, but they’d soon learn that I craved as much cock as I could possibly take.

There was a grunt above me, and another shower of semen rained down onto my face. The man moved away, and I spared a glance upward to see his replacement was Luke, one of my engineers. He met my gaze, an almost apologetic look on his face. But then he pulled out his cock and slapped it across my cum-stained cheek. The man next to him finished, aiming his ejaculation right into my open, panting mouth. I swallowed down his bittersweet, salty seed and watched another take his place.

The newcomer took hold of my hair and pulled my lips down over his hairy cock. His long pubic hair tickled my nose as he fed every inch of himself into my mouth. With a grunt, Luke finished across my face, and I quickly shut my eyes as his load splashed across the bridge of my nose.

Unable to see, everything became a blur. Sometimes a cock would find a way into my mouth, but most of them were content to merely cum across my face. Jefferey demanded the lion’s share of my focus, just keeping my body relaxed enough to take his cock was becoming a challenge. It felt as if I were in a depraved dream, with no idea how much time had passed. At least half a dozen men had claimed my face as he pounded away at my ass, seemingly no closer to his own finish. I had to marvel at his stamina.

A cock that tasted of pussy slid into my gasping mouth, and I wondered which of my coworkers I was tasting on this dick. Lisa had been the one I’d seen in action, but there were six other women in our office. One way or another, I was sure I’d be getting a taste of all of them sometime soon. Not much time passed before he was pumping his diminished load into my mouth. How many times had he already drained his balls into one of the other women?

My face was sticking to the table now, reluctantly peeling away every time someone moved my head to help themselves to my mouth. Jefferey increased the speed of his thrusts, causing pleasure to give way to the burning pain of friction deep in my insides. I had taken about as much as I could, and I prayed he would finish soon. It would be days before I stopped feeling the after effects of his abuse, which I’m sure he would gloat over if he were to ever learn of it.

“Please,” I begged in desperation.

“Please what, you filthy whore?”

Begging him to stop would get me nowhere, instead I pleaded for him to finish. “Please cum in me,” I begged. “I want to feel your load deep in my ass.”

“Is that face-full of cum not enough for you?” He taunted. “You want everyone to see it dripping from your used-up ass hole?”

Fuck, just give it to me.

He was trying to play it cool, but I could feel him tensing inside me. He was so fucking close. I clenched my ass, tightening my muscles around him.

“..oh fuck,” he moaned.

I continued tensing and relaxing my body, rhythmically contracting over his cock. With my legs still dangling over the edge of the table, I didn’t have much leverage, but I did what I could to throw my hips back into him. It was enough.

He grabbed my hips and thrust himself as deep as he could, his cock swelling inside me. I ground my body back against him, feeling his balls rubbing all over my sopping cunt. They pulled tight against his body and he froze for one long moment before his cock twitched and sent the first steaming hot rope of his seed deep into my ass. His balls contracted against me as they poured everything they had into my forbidden depths. The burning sensation subsided, soothed by the balming warmth of the fluids coating my inner passages.

Cum poured out of me as he pulled free. The room was suddenly very quite, with the exception of a few zippers and other sounds of people getting themselves dressed. Nobody new approached my limp and blinded form. After I caught my breath, a familiar voice said, “Here,” as a wad of paper towels were pushed into my hand.

I wiped off my face to see Todd’s awed face looking down at me. I couldn’t help but wonder how he felt seeing his crush so thoroughly used. He certainly didn’t look upset.

I sat up to see most folks had returned to their seats, many faces still flushed. A few were still milling around. Nobody seemed to know what to do next.

“Any questions?” Jefferey asked. “No? Then let’s get back to work.”


 Chapter Six

I cleaned the cum from my face for the second time today, and tried to get myself put back together. The torn bra was useless, so I tossed it away. Without it, the blouse revealed a little more definition around my nipples than I would have normally been comfortable with at work, but I supposed that didn’t matter much now.

The trip back to my office was without incident – a bit of a relief but also a let down. At least I had a little bit of time to get some work done before lunch. Maybe we were still adjusting to the new policy, but I was beginning to have my doubts about how I’d possibly be left alone long enough to accomplish anything.

~

Lunch wasn’t at a set time, everyone just took a break when they felt like eating, so it was surprising to see the break room was full when I arrived. I could eat in my office, but I always thought it was good for morale to have the department leads mingle with the other employees.

The sounds of lust reached me long before I made it to the door. Inside, Lisa and two other women were sitting on the laps of three men, bouncing naked on their cocks. A crowd looked on, some of them eating their lunch as they watched.

“Would you like a seat too?” asked Troy, one of Jefferey’s salesmen. Seated in the chair next to Lisa and her partner, the man waited with his pants down for his turn. I was still sore from the morning meeting, but seeing his hard cock just waiting for me rekindled the desire that burned within me. I still desperately needed the release denied me by Jefferey.

I stripped off my clothing, hoping to spare what I had left from any further damage. I made a mental note to pack myself some backup outfits to keep at work as I hovered over Troy’s lap. It felt strangely unceremonious as he nestled his tip against my opening. I sank myself down onto his cock, surrounded by coworkers. It was like finally scratching an itch that had been plaguing you for hours.

“God damn,” he exclaimed in surprise.

I was riding him hard, driving my body down onto his cock with enough force the slapping of our bodies echoed through the room. As deeply as he pierced me, I still craved more. After all the teasing I’d endured, I needed to be filled completely.

Lifting myself clear of him, I commanded, “Sit on the table.”

Troy scurried to do what he was told, sitting himself down on the edge of the lunch table. Lisa and the others put their own pleasure on hold to watch what I was doing. Stepping on a chair, I climbed back into Troy’s lap and sank myself back down onto him. “Get over here,” I pointed at Pete, another of my engineers. He was a tall, lanky man, probably a good ten or fifteen years older than me with graying hair.

He didn’t need to be told twice, and already had his impressively long cock out by the time he reached me. I licked my hand, coating it in saliva, and then reached down to stroke him. Once he was glistening and ready, I guided him to my already occupied cunt.

“Holy shit,” Lisa said as she watched his tip disappear inside of me. She slowly rocked on top of her partner while fingering her clit. She watched in amazement as, inch by inch, our older coworker stuffed me full of everything he had to offer.

The feeling was incredible – between the two of them, it felt as if they were touching absolutely everywhere inside me. As they gently worked themselves back and forth inside my pussy, they pushed my every button. I was so full, it would have been impossible for them not too.

I writhed in pleasure on top of them, my peak fast approaching now that I finally had what I’d been craving all day. Pete bent down and took my nipple in his mouth, gently sucking on my sensitive flesh. I came hard, a dizzying wave of convulsions rocking my body and squeezing them tight within me every time my pussy spasmed.

It was too much for Pete to bear. He buried his face in my tits as his cock stiffened inside me, and then I felt the first pulse of his seed pour into me. The warm rush filled what little spaces there were between us all, and then came gushing out of my opening to drip down onto Troy’s balls.

“Sorry,” Pete looked ashamed at finishing so quickly after we’d begun.

I looked him in the eye and asked, “For what? That was fucking incredible, you boys had me cumming in seconds.”

I probably could have contented myself there, but Troy was still thrusting into my creamy cunt, eager for more. Pete slipped out and stepped aside, and Nicolás took his place. Even as slippery as I was, it still took considerable effort for him to work his fat brown cock into my sopping pussy. But once he was in, he began pounding me with such force that it was all I could do just to hold myself up and take it.

Lisa, with cum streaming down her thighs, noticed my difficulties and climbed up onto the table beside me. She leaned into me, taking some of my weight and helping to distribute the force of  Nicolás’ powerful thrusting. Her lips explored my upper body, kissing along my neck and shoulder, sending chills down my back. I came once more as she kissed me, her soft lips meeting mine with a gentle passion that stood in stark contrast to the utter ruination the men delivered upon my lower body.

Bodies crowded around us, hands groping at anything they could reach. My hand was pulled, then wrapped around a cock. I stroked as best I could, with most of the movement provided by my shuddering body, but it seemed to be enough. Hot cum spurted over my fingers and ran down my wrist. Another cock took its place, thrusting itself against my sticky hand.

One of the men inside me, I couldn’t tell who, filled my cunt with another creamy load and then they both pulled away. I was left empty and bereft for a moment while forceful hands repositioned me onto my side, and then I was filled once more as another cock found its way into my overflowing pussy. Lisa reluctantly shifted aside as another coworker moved into a spooning position behind me.  I gasped in pained pleasure as he eased his cock into my already abused ass. With the flood of semen pouring from me, everything was slick, providing a much easier entry than I’d experienced earlier at that torturous meeting.

I closed my eyes, giving myself over to the cacophony of pleasure coursing through me. Every nerve ending felt like it was on fire as my body was taken again and again.

Well into the afternoon, and long past when I’d lost count of just how many of my coworkers had helped themselves to my body, I emerged from the break room. Cum streamed from my abused holes and made my clothes stick to my skin. Everyone had exhausted themselves and finally returned to work. It was almost time to head home, but I had one last thing I needed to do...


 Chapter Seven

“Back for more, already?” Jefferey asked, entirely too full of himself.

That’s okay, I was about to wipe that smirk off his smug face. “Oh, I think I’ve been filled to my limit, already,” I said, crossing the room towards him. “Now, I’ve got a little treat for you.”

His face grew suspicious as I knocked his keyboard out of the way and sat myself on his desk. Hiking up my skirt, I parted my legs to reveal my sloppy, well-fucked cunt. Seated in his chair not twelve inches away, he had a perfect view. Already, a thick glob of gooey semen had begun to drip down onto his polished desk.

“Eat it,” I commanded.

“Yeah, you wish.”

I couldn’t even begin to hide the glee in my voice as I threw his words back at him.  “Oh come on, Jefferey, do the only thing you’re good for and lick my pussy clean. Or are you just begging to be punished?”

“What the fuck, Kara?”

“Remember our meeting this morning?” I asked. “The FreeUse policy applies to men, too.”

His deer-in-the-headlights look filled me with delight. Almost as much as his tongue was about too. Almost.

“So,” I asked. “Do you want to be spanked first? Because I’d be happy to oblige.”

“You’re crazy if you think I’m going to do that again,” he said. But I could tell his heart wasn’t in it. He tried to look away, but his gaze kept returning to the mess between my legs.

“I bet you still think about that, don’t you?” I asked. “Sucking Colton’s thick load from my cunt.”

For once, my colleague was speechless. It told me everything I needed to know.

“That wasn’t the first time he made you do that, was it?”

The only reason Jefferey had been included in that meeting was because he knew Colton, the CEO of the company we were trying to win a contract with. They’d belonged to the same fraternity in college, and after Colton fucked me (very well, I might add), he’d commanded Jefferey to clean me up with his tongue. Something about the way they interacted suggested it wasn’t the first time Jefferey had cleaned up after him.

“That’s none of your fucking business,” he said defensively. But he still couldn’t tear his eyes away from thick white cream dripping from between my splayed lips.

“So, did he fuck your girl and then make you lap up the mess like a good little cuck?”

The stricken look on his face told me I’d hit close to home. Suddenly everything about Jefferey made a whole lot more sense. He was a good looking man, with a nice cock, but his personality felt as if he was eternally compensating for something. It would make total sense if the over the top machismo was just a cover for the fact that what he was really into wasn’t typically considered very manly at all.

“It-it wasn’t like that,” he stuttered. “It started as a threesome that got a little out of control. We’d both finished, but my girlfriend still wanted more. She pulled me down there and the whole thing was so hot, I didn’t give it a second thought.

“Colton made a big deal about it though,” he continued. “And told everyone else. It became a thing, the guys would fuck a girl and tell her to stop by my room on the way out.”

Honestly, the idea was pretty hot. Getting fucked senseless and then walking down the hall to be cleaned up by a soft tongue was certainly appealing. I was willing to bet it’d been a popular service.

“I’m not gay though,” he insisted. “I never touched him.”

It would have been even hotter if he had. “That’s too bad,” I said. “But I don’t care what you are, so long as you eat pussy.”

My words drew his attention back to hot meal waiting for him, and I could tell he was eager to dive in, despite his reservations.

“Can we keep this between us?” He was being uncannily vulnerable. It tugged at my heart – here was a man ashamed by his deepest desire – but he was also a huge asshole. An asshole who had taken great pleasure in outing my own secret and violating me in front of everyone we worked with.

“Maybe. If you do a good enough job,” I said. “Are you going to be a good boy for me and eat this beautiful mess?”

Shame and desire fought for dominance in his expression. With a resigned, breathy, “Yes,” he lowered his head to my lap.

His lips made gentle contact with my slick thighs, trailing butterfly kisses towards my center. “Ohhhhh,” I moaned as his tongue slipped between my soft, wet folds. He began high, making me jump as his tongue circled my clit. But as I felt his enthusiasm growing, he began to venture lower, his tongue edging into the warm mess still dripping from my opening. After what he’d done to me, I couldn’t resist the urge to needle him a little more.

“Can you guess how many men blew their loads in me today?”

Jefferey grunted, but didn’t stop.

“Does their cum all taste different? Or does all that sperm blend together?”

I gasped as his tongue slipped effortlessly into my opening, moving through the gooey warmth that filled me. Then he began to suck, creating a gentle pressure to draw it all from me.

“It’s you’re fault I’m such a mess,” I said, my voice breathy. It took all my concentration to focus on forming the words as my pleasure built – in part due to the thrill of my colleague’s humiliation. “You pushed for the policy, so I think it’s only fair that you have to clean me up when everyone is done using me for the day.”

He groaned into my cunt, the vibrations sending little shocks of pleasure coursing through me. Movement caught my eye, and I looked down to see him pulling his hard cock free from his fly, already swollen and dripping with need. Fuck, he was really into this.

Jefferey slid a finger inside me, quickly followed by another. As he pumped his fingers into me, his tongue danced its way back to my sensitive nub, where it drew slow shapes around my delicate flesh. My thighs tightened around his head as the pleasure mounted, my breath catching in my chest as I approached the peak. But after the humiliation I was making him endure, he wasn’t about to let me off that easy.

“Mmmph,” I groaned in frustration as his soft tongue vanished, only for it to reappear back at my entrance. His fingers curled inside me, hitting just the right spot, but also scooping more of the semen from my depths and causing it to spill from me. Greedily, he lapped it up.

He moved higher once more, and suddenly I was bathed in warmth – he’d taken a mouthful of semen and now it spilled from his lips, bathing my clit and pouring back down my slit. Jefferey dove in, his tongue swirling through the creamy warmth to tend to my pleasure. He worked me in short, steady strokes that quickly ramped up the tension wracking my body. There was no doubt that he’d had a lot of practice eating out cum-filled pussy.

Between his fingers inside me and his tongue lavishing my folds, the pleasure was surging towards a crescendo. As the point of no return came rushing towards me, I feared he would stop once more – revenge for what I’d made him do. Which was, in turn, revenge for what he’d done to me. But he was almost as far gone as I was. He continued working my clit until a scream escaped my lips as the pleasure rocked through me.

My pussy gushed and clenched around his fingers, forcing out more of the semen from somewhere deep inside me. He eagerly lapped the mingled juices from my quivering cunt without breaking his stride.

When my body stopped convulsing, he stood and looked down at me, splayed-legged on his desk. Pressing forward, he lined the swollen head of his cock up with my opening. He met my gaze, his eyes filled with lust and ire. My body was already craving what it knew was coming. There was nothing like a good old fashioned hate-fuck.

For a long moment, he paused, his cock frustratingly just barely brushing against my opening. Was he waiting for me to beg? But that wasn’t it.

He spat on my face. The last mouthful of cum he’d licked from my cunt splattered across my skin. I could feel it everywhere – cheeks, forehead, nose, even in my hair. Touché , I thought. And then he pushed his way through my folds and I thought nothing at all.

My nemesis fucked me with a desperate sense of urgency, giving no regard for my own pleasure. He slammed into me, burying himself to the hilt with every thrust, his swaying balls slapping against me. All I could do was take everything he unleashed upon me, my body rocking on his desk as he vented all his lust and shame on my cunt.

The cum and saliva dripping from my face made me feel dirtier in a way that all the earlier facials I’d taken did not. The utter contempt he showed ignited something inside me. As he pounded into my depths, I felt another wave rising. My muscles trembled, threatening to send me sprawling over the desk, knocking everything to the floor. Mustering what little control I had left, I leaned forward and wrapped my arms around his neck. This new angle set his pelvis grinding against my clit. I bit his shoulder to muffle my moans.

Grabbing my ass, Jefferey lifted me off the desk completely. He held me in the air, driving me down onto his cock over and over. Impaling me as deeply as he could in a furious rhythm. With a sudden grunt, he filled me one last time and held me still. His cock swelled within me and I felt him begin to spasm, bathing my inner walls with his seed.

Needfully, I ground my hips against him, and between the pulsating cock inside me and the pressure of his body against my clit, it was just enough to deliver my own blissful release.

Jefferey collapsed into his chair, with me still on top of him. Our conjoined bodies still convulsing in pleasure. I could feel his cum begin to leak from around his softening cock. When my legs stopped trembling, I climbed to my feet.

“I’m not cleaning that up,” he said, nodding to the mess dripping from between my legs.

“You’re just lucky I’m too sensitive to take any more,” I responded. “For today, at least.”

I still didn’t like him, but at least now I understood him a little better. And he certainly had his uses. I couldn’t help but feel like our hate-fucking would only escalate from here. I looked forward to discovering the depravity it would surely lead to.

As I fixed my skirt, cum still streaming down my thighs, the door to Jefferey’s office opened and our boss walked in.

“Oh good,” he said when he saw me, “you’re still here.”

I hurried to wipe the spit and semen from my face. Despite everything that had changed, it still felt strange to be seen by my boss like that.

“I’d like to see you first thing tomorrow morning,” Madison said. “I have a special assignment for you.”

What fresh torment did he have in store for me?
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“How much work would you say you got done yesterday?”

Richard Madison, my boss had wanted to see me first thing this morning. Yesterday was the company’s first day as a FreeUse office and I woke up at 6 AM, already wet with anticipation of what a new day would bring. Perhaps my boss scheduled the early meeting to get a taste of me for himself before everyone else ruined me. I couldn’t help but notice that he hadn’t partaken in any of yesterday’s debauchery. That didn’t seem to be it though, his expression was one of concern, not lust.

“Uhmmm,” I stalled, trying to think of what I’d accomplished the day before. I’d got down on my knees and drained two of my engineers at the same time. Then there was the company meeting, where my nemesis Jefferey demonstrated to everyone exactly how big of a slut I was by roughly taking my ass while encouraging all of our employees to cover my face. Then there was the group session in the lunch room, followed by a visit to Jefferey’s office where I paid him back by making him lick me clean.

When you laid it all out like that, it was easy to see why he was concerned. I’d spent most of the day being used and abused, and I’m willing to bet the rest of the office had probably been about as productive as I had. That was to say, not very.

“I answered a few emails,” I finally admitted. “And checked in on a few projects my engineers were working on.”

It wasn’t much, probably only an hour or so out of the entire workday spent doing any actual work. Though I’d still say it had been my most satisfying day on the job, hands (and pants) down.

“Can you see why I’m concerned?” Madison asked. “The research Jefferey presented showed a huge increase in productivity, and yet nothing at all was accomplished yesterday.”

I wouldn’t quite say that, an awful lot got done. Mostly me. But I held my tongue. Instead, I suggested, “It was only the first day, people might just need time to adjust. I imagine the first day they brought computers into offices was mostly spent fucking around, but now they’re essential.”

His brow creased in consideration. Madison always had a serious look about him – he was perfectly friendly, but it always seemed like he was just about to chew you out. Whatever the male equivalent to Resting Bitch Face was, he certainly suffered from it. Though I had to admit, he made it work. 

My boss was retired military, and though his hair was starting to show a dusting of gray, that was the only sign of his age. Years of discipline was a hard habit to break, and he kept himself in excellent shape. A big man, with a commanding voice and authoritative presence. Something about him gave the impression that he was always holding back, keeping a piece of himself separate from the people around him. I had to admit, it made me curious.

"Maybe you're right," he admitted, "but if I don't start seeing results soon, I'm calling this whole thing off."

The sudden panic caught me off guard - I was surprised by just how much I didn't want to go back to the way things were. It had only been a day and I was already craving the violations my coworkers would inflict upon me. Surely, he'd change his mind about this if he just allowed himself to enjoy the ample opportunities that awaited him.

Crossing the distance between us, I put my hand on his chest, feeling the firm muscle beneath. "I bet I could get some results out of you right now," I trailed my fingers down his chest, until they came to rest on his belt buckle. Waiting for his approval.

"Business first," he said, taking my wrist in his strong grip and pulling it away from his crotch. "Fun later. When it's earned." My boss squeezed my wrist, just hard enough to hurt, and then released me.

The rejection stung a little, but it wasn't all that surprising. He had always been a serious man, with clear priorities. But even so, that didn't keep a bulge from forming in his trousers. Proof that he wasn't made of stone. Though by the looks of it, he was rock hard.

"Alright," I tore my eyes away from his waist. "I'll check in with the teams and see what I can do to help them get back on track."

My boss nodded, "Report back at the end of the day with their progress. Dismissed."

I smiled at that. When I first started working here, I'd tried reminding him that he wasn't in the service anymore, but military lingo and brisk commands still peppered his speech. In the end, I'd given up on correcting him. Mostly because the way he sometimes ordered me about made me wet.

Leaving his office, I wondered where to begin. Organizing  what I knew of each department's ongoing projects, I searched for potential bottlenecks. Coworkers were beginning to filter into the office, so I scurried back to my desk before anyone took notice of me and got distracted. I'd been expecting another day like yesterday and so had worn a short dress with deep cleavage and easy access. The sort of thing you'd wear to the club, but never to work. Until now. But I was fairly certain that if I wasn't careful, the first man who saw me would have me bent over or on my knees in a matter of seconds.

As much as my cunt ached for that, I had things to do first.


 Chapter Two

After careful consideration, my engineering team was first on my list. They'd been arguing amongst themselves and dithering over schematics for a new client for well over a week. It was time to whip them into shape. Well, not literally. Probably.

"Where are we at with the McMillon schematics?" I asked the four of them as I burst through the door.

Startled, they jumped and looked up from their large work table. Relief flooded their faces as they saw it was merely me, and then that relief turned to lust as their eyes were drawn to my breasts, barely contained within my dress. Every mouth curled into a smile at my sudden appearance, no doubt remembering yesterday's debauchery.

Keith, always the cockiest of the bunch, was first to approach me. His hand curled around my waist, resting just above my ass. I allowed him to guide me towards their work table, the others eagerly moving out of the way. He lifted me up and sat me down on the edge of the table, then his hands moved to my knees and he parted my legs.

My dress rode up, revealing to my team that I wore nothing beneath. My heart began to race as they stared at my bare pussy, already glistening with desire. Keith slid his hand up my thigh.

The stricken look on his face as I slapped it away filled me with a deep sense of satisfaction.

"I asked you all a question." My voice was stern.

With my inviting little cunt on full display, they struggled to muster a single brain cell between the four of them. It took a concerted effort not to laugh, and instead maintain my serious demeanor.

"I had it figured out, but Todd keeps whining about the voltage on the capacitors," Keith gladly threw his coworker under the buss, eager to move on to more pressing matters. Such as pressing himself into me.

Being called out like that seemed to shake Todd from his enraptured trance. "It'll handle normal loads, but a single spike will fry the thing. Technically, it meets their specs, but they'll still be pissed when it burns out it a few months."

After saying his piece, he held my gaze, displaying an impressive amount of willpower to keep himself from glancing back between my legs.

"With how much their paying for this thing, we want them happy. Very happy." I said. "Why not up the size of the capacitors?"

"That's what I suggested, but he-" Todd said.

"-They won't fit on the board," Keith cut him off.

I turned to the two who had remained silent so far, "What about you guys? Any ideas?"

Their lust-filled faces told me they had ideas all right.

"Uhhh," Ravi tried and failed to find a meaningful contribution, the blood already having left his brain to contribute to erecting the sizable tent in his pants.

"Fine," I huffed. "No touching until you figure this thing out, you're falling behind schedule and I'm not happy."

All four of them were crestfallen, glaring at each other, casting blame with their eyes.

"Well," I added, "I can still touch..."

And I slipped a hand between my legs, teasing my way up my thighs. My fingertips tracing over my mound sent a shiver through my body. Scooting further back onto the table, I gave myself room to get comfortable while I spread my legs wider and began to masturbate in front of my underlings.

Despite everything else that had happened lately, it still filled me with a naughty thrill. Everyone fell silent, the only noises in the room were the ticking clock on the wall and the wet sound of my fingers gliding through my folds. They stared, adding fuel to the fire inside me that already threatened to blaze out of control. For a moment, I doubted my plan. It was stupid of me to think they'd get anything done with my exposed pussy so close they could just reach out and touch the soft warmth of my flesh. What was meant to serve as motivation had just become another distraction.

"If I come before you all agree on a conclusion," I said with a sudden flash of inspiration. "Your department will be exempted from the FreeUse policy and you'll never touch me again."

Finally, something to light a fire under their asses. I toyed with myself, lazily rubbing my palm against my mound, occasionally parting my lips to give them a teasing glimpse of my pink opening. It was surreal, getting myself off at work surrounded by men desperately scrambling to finish their assignment. If I didn't know better, I'd have thought it was a dream. But no, this was my life now. If I could convince my boss to keep it that way.

"Mmmm, fuck," I whimpered, dipping a finger inside to be engulfed by my tight, wet heat. I moaned again as I hit just the right spot, my hand falling into a familiar rhythm. At first I was merely putting on a show, hoping to motivate them with the threat, but the taboo of the situation was getting the better of me and the pleasure was mounting. These guys were in serious trouble.

All four had their heads together at the far end of the table, whispering excitedly amongst themselves. "Got it!" they yelled, before they all began talking over each other, each trying to offer their own explanation and take some credit.

"It'll work?" I cut them off. Four heads nodded in affirmation.

"Then I don't care how it works. Fuck me now, explain later."


 Chapter Three

Todd, usually the most reserved of the group, climbed up onto the table before anyone else had a chance to react. He looked as if he'd been waiting his whole life for this moment. For years, I'd suspected he'd had a bit of a crush on me but was always too shy to do anything about it. Plus, he knew that I was engaged - though he had no idea just how happy my fiancé was to share me.

He didn't seem so shy now, crawling towards me with a desperate hunger in his eyes. I jumped as his lips caressed my thigh, just a little north of my knee. It tickled, making me wiggle as he left a trail of kisses up my leg, until I felt the warmth of his breath on my wet cunt.

"Fuuuuuck," I moaned as he dove between my legs, his open mouth engulfing everything it could.

My head tilted back, leaving me staring up at the ceiling as he worked his tongue between my lips while moaning into my cunt as if I was the most delicious god damned thing he had ever tasted. Yesterday, I'd given him a world-shattering orgasm while sucking his cock, and he seemed hellbent on returning the favor.

I couldn't help but grind my pussy against his face, eager for more of his talented mouth. Keith pulled the strap of my dress from one shoulder, freeing my left breast. His rough fingers twisted my nipple, making me gasp in pained pleasure. Seeing his chance, Ravi copied his coworker, yanking the dress down off the other shoulder to leave both my tits exposed. He dove down onto my exposed flesh, filling his mouth with my supple breast, and running his tongue across my nipple.

Todd held on tight, lapping at my dripping cunt as I writhed beneath the onslaught of pleasure.

"I didn't think Todd had it in him," Keith teased, "but look at him go. Devouring that pussy like it's his last meal."

With my thighs clamped tight around his head, I doubt Todd heard a word Keith said, and he didn't let up for a moment. I gasped as he sucked my clit into his mouth, clutching the fabric of my bunched-up dress in my hands as if it was the only thing keeping me from being washed away in a flood of ecstasy.

"Stop talking," I told Keith, pulling his face down to my breast. He obeyed, granting me the pleasure of three different mouths lavishing my body. They sucked hungrily at my breasts, while Todd steadily worked me closer to the brink.

My eyes closed in anticipation, shutting out the world to focus on the exquisite sensation of being kissed, licked, and suckled by three different men at once. It's such a different experience when you're the center of attention with your pleasure as their sole focus.

Keith bit down gently, squeezing my nipple between his teeth. I groaned, my body spasming uncontrollably as I hovered on the edge. Todd desperately tried to follow my writhing body, refusing to let me wriggle away from his tongue. He pressed his face tight against my cunt and sucked my clit between his lips. The dam broke, leaving me crying out in pleasure, my pussy gushing over his face.

All three of them kept up their assault, warm mouths pushing my body past its limits until every touch of their lips was delicious agony to my trembling body. I grew so sensitive, I could barely stand it. If I still had any control over my limbs, I would have pushed them away.

But the mouth between my legs continued with a ferocious desire, lapping up my juices like nectar from the sweetest flower. He pushed me through that unbearable phase where the slightest touch was a lightning strike to my raw nerves, and I came out the other side to find myself right back atop the peak of pleasure. Tears welled in my eyes as I came again, silently moaning while my body shuddered uncontrollably.

When I regained my senses, Keith was standing beside me, working to remove his cock from his trousers. Between my dry mouth and addled brain, it was a struggled to speak. "Todd first," I gasped a breath between the words.  After what he'd just done, he deserved to be the first to claim my pussy.

The look of hesitation on his face lasted only a moment before he was tugging his pants free. His cock was already hard and slick, eating my cunt must have made him drip almost as much as I did.

He positioned himself between my lips, his eyes fixed on the spot where his thick, swollen head disappeared into my entrance. I moaned as I felt myself opening around him, the sound of my voice causing his cock to twitch inside me. "That's it baby, I want to feel every inch of that huge cock."

My words sent another spasm that rippled through him and into me. I looked into the eyes of my shyest employee as he slowly worked his cock deeper into his boss's tight, wet cunt - while the rest of the team looked on. For a moment, all eyes were on us, and then he was buried to the hilt inside of me. I whimpered as he began to withdraw, leaving me with a terrible emptiness inside, only to make me squeal as he slammed back home.

Surprisingly, it was Jordan who made the next move. The last I'd noticed the quiet engineer, he'd been watching the whole thing from afar, but somewhere along the way he'd moved closer. As Todd fucked me, I threw my head back in pleasure, only to see Jordan standing over me at the end of the table. Before anyone else could claim me, he climbed up onto the table, dangling his cock over my face as he straddled my head.

The masculine scent of him filled my nostrils as he lowered his cock to my mouth. I eagerly parted my lips for him, dragging them down his shaft as he fed himself into my slutty mouth. The soft, heavy weight of his balls settled on my nose as he bottomed out. He was on the smaller side, but I didn't mind. It made it easier to breath and moan around his cock as Todd continued to pound into my cunt. Compared to his cock, his balls were disproportionately large, engulfing the upper half of my face in their soft warmth. Fuck, there was just something so delightfully dirty about a guy rubbing his balls all over your pretty little face. I couldn't help but imagine the size of the load these things would produce.

Unable to see anything, I closed my eyes and surrendered my body. Both men drove themselves into me with a ferocious need, quickly working themselves toward release. Todd finished first - with a whispered groan, he plunged himself deep into my cunt. His cock stretched me open as it swelled, and then began to pulse as his hot seed erupted inside me. Warmth flooded through me as his cum bathed my insides. I moaned around the cock in my mouth.

And then Todd was gone, and Keith was grabbing my hips, flipping me over so that my ass was in the air. For a moment, I had to take the cock from my mouth to get into position. Jordan groaned in frustration.

Cum streamed from my cunt down onto the surface of the work table as I got on all fours. Kieth climbed up behind me, wasting no time and sinking his cock into my sloppy pussy. I moaned as he filled me, allowing Jordan to seize the opportunity to slide himself back into my open mouth. He resumed his pace right where he'd left off, fucking my face with enough force to send those massive balls slapping against my chin.

They spit-roasted me right there on the table, pounding into me from both ends, my slutty little body shuddering back and forth between them. Keith's hands found their way to my swinging tits, grabbing them tight, his fingering digging into my soft flesh. I cried out as he slammed into me.

"God," he said, "it's like every part of you was built for fucking."

With a cock deep in my mouth, it would have been hard to argue, even if I'd wanted to. The hands on my breasts stopped squeezing, and instead began to lift my upper body. I arced my back, rising up on to just my knees, the cock in my mouth reluctantly slipping free. I felt Keith’s chest pressing against my back as as he used this new angle to drive himself deeper into my core.

Jordan took hold of his cock and began to stroke himself, his hand moving swiftly along the length of his spit-slick shaft. His face contorted in lust as he spilled his seed across my tits. Rope after rope splattered across my pale flesh, making Keith's hands slip and slide through the slippery mess as he struggled to hold me up.

I fell with a thud, facedown onto the desk, when he lost his grip. My head was still reeling when Jordan tilted my chin up and finished emptying his balls onto my face. My tits had already taken the bulk of his load, but he just kept cumming. I could feel it, hot and sticky, streaming down my face as I watched his cock pulsate with each new eruption.

Keith repositioned me once more, as though he'd been keeping a mental checklist of every position he'd ever fantasized about fucking me in. Flipping me onto my back, he lifted my legs up onto his shoulders and drove in deep.

Seizing an opening, Ravi climbed up and straddled my face. I expected him to help himself to my mouth, but instead he leaned forward, sliding his cock between my slippery, cum-covered tits. Using his hands to gather up a generous amount of flesh, he drove himself through the thick, creamy channel he created through my cleavage.

My body shuddered as Keith slammed his cock against my cervix, the pleasure and pain mingling into something electric that echoed through every nerve in my body. Ravi began sliding further back with every thrust through my tits, until his balls were dragging over my lips on every upswing. I teased them with my tongue, feeling his body tremble every time I made contact.

Unexpectedly, he leaned back, and then groaned as my tongue slipped over his perineum. I gave another tentative lick, probing closer to his backdoor. He rewarded me with another moan, and then settled down so that he was practically sitting on my face. God, it made me feel filthy - like an absolute slut while I tongued his ass. It drove him wild, moaning and squirming on my face, while stroking his cock with one hand and fondling my breast with another.

We got caught up in the rhythm, our bodies racing towards inevitable release. Then  Kieth swelled inside me, adding his load to my already sopping pussy, pressing hard against my cervix as he pumped me full of his seed. Flooded with satisfying warmth, I softly moaned against Ravi's ass. He was swiftly approaching a climax of his own, desperately grinding himself on my tongue as his body rocked with the force of his strokes. His balls dangled against my chin, bouncing erratically as he masturbated with my tongue lapping at his ass. His balls contracted for a moment, before pulsing rhythmically as he covered my tits with another load.

When they'd all climbed off of me, they spend a few awkward minutes getting themselves dressed. How long would it take before the whole office was comfortable with the new normal?

I wiped up as best I could and fixed my dress. I was going to need to spend some time cleaning up, but at least my department was taken care of. One down, two to go.


 Chapter Four

"We're trying to close the deal with MiniByte. Marquis is on the phone with them now, why don't you hop on?"

Jefferey seemed a little too eager for my help, making me wonder what he was planning. Normally, his big ego would demand to handle everything himself.

I made my way across the room to where Marquis was sitting with a phone at his ear. Grabbing a seat at the empty desk next to him, I picked up the phone. "Patch me in," I whispered.

Marquis gave his head a little shake, holding up a thick finger. "I understand that's a little more than you planned to spend, but that's what it'll cost to do it right. We stand by our work and would rather lose this opportunity than deliver a product that wasn't up to our standards. We want to leave you completely satisfied. That's why all our contracts include long term support."

He paused for a moment, and I couldn't quite make out what the voice on the other end was saying.

"You heard about that already?" he asked, smiling widely. The dazzling white of his teeth providing stark contrast to his dark skin. "I guess word gets around fast. It's true, the FreeUse policy went into effect yesterday."

More inaudible speech from the other end.

"How about I just show you,?"

Marquis rolled his chair back, met my eyes and gestured downwards with a finger. His meaning was clear - under his desk.

Once upon a time, I probably would have been insulted, but now I was already craving the taste of his cock. Obediently, I got down on my knees and crawled beneath his desk. Marquis fumbled with his phone for a minute and then pointed it my way.

My heart raced while my fingers went to work on freeing him from the confines of his trousers. I pulled him free, savoring the weight of his meaty cock in my hand. It was just beginning to stir to life, though even soft it was an impressive size.

"Oh shit," said the voice, "I know her!"

Fuck. He was right, I had met with him last month when he outlined the project and handed over the specifications.

"Yes, I believe you've met Kara," Marquis couldn't quite hide the amusement in his voice. "What did you think of her?"

"Smart girl," the voice answered, "but the whole time I just kept imagining how she'd look with a cock in her mouth."

"Want to see?" Marquis asked. "All you have to do is tell her."

"Kara, please...uhh. Man this is so surreal," he laughed. Desire burned deep in my stomach, shame feeding the flames to greater heights.

"Please suck his cock."

A shiver ran down my back, my whole body tingling in response to his request. My cunt clenched at the mere mention of the word "cock".

Leaning forward, I obeyed, lifting the dark, heavy shaft and bringing the tip to my lips. I kissed it lightly, his shaft expanding in my hand as I swirled my tongue around the sensitive skin.

Staring up into the camera on the back of the phone, I parted my lips and took him into my mouth.

"Oh my god," came the voice from the phone. "I can't believe I'm seeing this."

Paul Winters. I suddenly remembered the name of the man who was watching me suck dick. By now, Marquis was fully hard as I began to stroke him with my hand. "Do you like what you see, Paul?" I asked before sinking my mouth back down over the upper third of this beautiful black cock.

"You're so fucking hot," he responded.

So I went to work, showing off my skills. I took Marquis deep, staring lustfully at the camera while I felt him pressing into my throat.

"Can I see her tits," Paul asked.

Marquis laughed, his cock shaking in my mouth. "Tell her," he said. "Kara's a good little slut, she'll do what's she's told."

There was a moment of hesitation, before Paul's voice commanded, "Show me your tits."

Reluctantly, I pulled myself away from Marquis' cock and slowly pulled down my top, while teasingly covering my breasts with an arm across my chest. The tension built as I made him wait, before pulling my arm away, my tits bouncing free with a flourish.

"Even better than I imagined," he said. "God damn."

They may have been treating me like a piece of meat, but that did nothing to prevent the pride blossoming in my chest, or the need burning between my legs.

"Wrap those perfect tits around his big black cock," he was growing more confident in his role as spectator.

I spat on my chest, leaning forward to nestle Marquis' glistening shaft between them. Looking at the camera, I began bouncing my tits. Warmth spread through my cleavage as he dripped, the precum lubricating the tight channel I'd created.

His thick, swollen head protruded from my gathered cleavage at the apex of every thrust, and I couldn't help but lavish his sensitive glans with teasing licks.

"And you get to do this every day?" Paul asked, incredulous.

It took a moment for Marquis to switch focus back to the call. I was proud to be such a distraction.

"It's only the second day," he answered, "but that's the plan. Yesterday my boss fucked her in the ass in front of the whole company."

"Jesus," Paul muttered. "And if we needed, uhhh... technical support?"

Marquis laughed again, "If she's on the clock, she's free to use."

"Forget about the rest of the contract," Paul said, "that alone is worth the price."

"That's what I like to hear," Jefferey's voice came from somewhere nearby, just out of sight from my place beneath the desk.

"Jefferey!" Paul greeted the sales manager happily. "How's it going?"

I couldn't believe how easily he fell back into normal conversation, as if he wasn't watching me titfuck a big fat cock in the middle of an office.

"I'm doing pretty good," Jefferey answered. "About to be a lot better, once this cumslut drains my balls."

Then he stepped into view, his hard cock already protruding through his unzipped fly. "Come crawl out from under the desk, Kara," he demanded.

My pussy pulsed with desire as I complied. How did he plan on tormenting me now? And why was I so goddamn eager for it?

I did as I was told, humiliatingly crawling out from under the desk and coming to rest on my knees beside him.

"Prop the phone up on something and get over here," he told Marquis.

And then they were standing on either side of me, hard cocks bobbing in the air. I looked into the camera as I wrapped my fingers around their veiny shafts, stroking them in unison. They took turns, each guiding me to take their cock in my mouth. First one, then the other. Alternating back and forth, I noticed the slight difference in taste. I ached to touch myself, but both hand were occupied. Instead, I had to content myself with squeezing my thighs together, granting me just a teasing little sliver of the contact I craved.

As I worked them into a frenzy, both men grew more needful. Keeping my mouth on them longer and longer, inching closer together, until they were so close together that Jefferey's cock brushed wetly against my cheek while I was sucking on Marquis.

The next time I switched, I pulled back, holding them both together. Tip to tip, their soft heads gently rubbing together, I licked the place where they met, my tongue running over both of their swollen heads.

The phone was silent, and I imagined Paul furiously stroking himself to the sight of me licking my way up from Marquis' heavy black ballsack, up his thick veiny shaft, over the tip and then continuing the process down over Jefferey until his balls were filling my mouth.

"Where would you finish?" Jefferey asked the phone. "If it was your cock she was sucking."

"Fuck, umm..." Paul struggled to collect himself enough to answer. "Everywhere."

Jefferey nodded. "I think we can manage that."

And I knew we were rushing towards the end. Knew that it wouldn't include any release for my own built-up passion. Jefferey was going to cum all over me and send me on my way.

I stroked them both, trying to build them up together. Precum flowed freely from both of them, each time I switched their own distinct tastes coated my tongue. Both men were beginning to stiffen, their bodies tensing in anticipation.

Jefferey took hold of his own cock, and that was the only warning I had before his first thick rope came splashing across my face. Marquis was only a moment behind, his cock swelling in my hand as I aimed it for my breasts. Their seed covered me, coating my skin in the wet heat of their desire. Pulse after pulse adorned my body, while my desperate cunt ached to be filled. By the time they were finished, my thighs were almost as slick as my face and chest.

"Well," Paul's voiced was hurried as though he was short on breath. "That was uhh... convincing. I'll sign and have the paperwork delivered later today. I hope to be seeing you soon, Kara."

Reluctantly, I climbed to my feet to see Jefferey looking down at my cum-covered face with his cocky little smirk. Before he could stop me, I grabbed his tie and used it to wipe the cum from my face and tits.

"Nice work," I smiled at Marquis, glancing down at the softening cock dangling between his legs. This new sales technique of his was going to be a lot of fun.


 Chapter Five

Despite my best efforts to discretely sneak over to the bathroom to clean myself up, I ran into Mr. Madison in the hall. I was suddenly very aware of the tightness on my skin as the remnants of semen began to dry on my face.

"Busy morning?" he asked, disapproval clearly expressed by his voice.

"Very," I nodded. "I think you'll be pleased with the contract coming in later today."

The look of judgment on his face shifted to something else. Something hard to read, but it made my belly flutter with nerves.

"Yeah?" he asked. "Got a big one for me?"

I did my best to keep a straight face, but in the end I couldn't keep my mouth shut. "If i had a nickel for every time I said that..."

A smile had just begun to crack his stern demeanor, when he quickly turned away. Damn.

The rest of my walk was uneventful, with the exception of Lisa, our office assistant passing by with disheveled hair and a knowing look.

Thankfully, I'd thought to pack a washcloth in my purse. I had a feeling it might be another messy day. I'd just about finished washing the cum from my face when I heard the door open behind me. I was about to ask Lisa what she'd been up to, when my boss appeared in the mirror behind me.

He moved in close, his bulge pressing against my ass. His scent enveloped me, Bay Rum and a hint of clean sweat filled my nose as I took in a nervous breath. The desperate ache between my legs awakened once more, reminding me that my last tryst had ended without release.

He ground his considerable bulge against my ass. I groaned, aching to feel it inside me. He enveloped me in his arms, hands finding their way to my tits for a gentle squeeze.

"Just a little motivation for you," his voice was deep and breathy in my ear. "To keep up the good work."

Wiggling my ass back against his growing cock, I replied, "Keeping it up is my specialty."

I nearly melted as one of his hands slipped from my breast and slid down over my belly before disappearing under the hem of my skirt. My boss' hand moved confidently over my thigh, and I gasped as his finger glided over my slippery lips and pushed its way inside me. Instinctively, I bucked my hips, eager to take more of him.

But he slipped away just as suddenly as he'd violated me, leaving me reeling. Panting for breath, legs shaking, leaning back against him. His hard cock pressing against my ass. I waited for him to bend me over the sink, to watch my face in the mirror contorting in pleasure as his cock stretched me open.

But it didn't come.

Instead, I almost toppled backwards as he stepped away, my stomach dropping as I stumbled back into the space he'd just vacated.

"Come by my office again at three," he said as I struggled to compose myself. "And we'll go over today's performance."

He headed for the door without waiting for a response, leaving me to catch my breath.

~

A whole slew of inquiries was waiting for me in my inbox when I returned to my desk. It seems word had already gotten out about our FreeUse policy, with over a dozen execs suddenly dying to meet with me to discus solutions for some problem or another. Madison would be pleased, I thought, and then wondered what he had in store for me this afternoon.

Two of our three departments were on track, I'd seen to that myself. That only left the logistics team. There were only four of them, and Parker usually had them under control. They spent most of their time performing installations or troubleshooting, so they didn't tend to be around much. Still, if I wanted to ensure my boss was pleased with our productivity today, I should pay them a visit.

To my surprise, they were all here in the office. Less surprising, was Lisa on her knees surrounded by all four of them, naked from the waist down, hard cocks shining with her spit. As she moved from one to another - in a frenzy of sucking and stroking -I had to admire her work ethic. She'd only just graduated from college, and seeing her in action, I knew she must have been quite popular with the boys back in school.

Just then, Parker appeared in his office door, looking out at the scene unfolding in our small loading dock. He surveyed his employees with a disapproving frown. "You were supposed to be gone twenty minutes ago for the Brady installation, what the fuck are you doing?"

During our management meeting, he'd been the one most hesitant about the policy. This couldn't be helping matters. Suddenly, an idea came to my that would help smooth things over. Stripping out of my dress, I walked out onto the loading dock. "You've got one minute to finish," I addressed the group and then bent over a large box, angling my ass towards them.

They didn't need to be told twice. Not half a second later, and a thick cock was spearing into me. With no time for foreplay, he pounded into me, my screams ringing through the small concrete room. Judging from the sounds Lisa was making, she was getting the same treatment.

Unable to resist, my hand slipped between my legs, furiously stroking my clit as I was roughly taken from behind. I tried to stoke my fire as fast as I could, racing against the worker behind me in a desperate contest to finish first. But all too soon, his grunt filled my ear as his pulsating cock filled my cunt. I vocalized my frustration in the form of sad little whimper as he slipped from my opening.

Lisa's screams were suddenly muffled, and I turned to see the young secretary on all fours, claimed at both ends. Spit-roasted by her coworkers, mouth full of cock as another abused her smooth little pussy, stretching it wide open around that thick shaft.

There was only a moment to admire her performance before I was pushed back down against the crate, another man taking position behind me. "Fuuuuuck," I moaned as he sank himself into my sloppy cunt. I resumed the race, gliding my fingers through my slit, massaging a mixture of semen and my own arousal into my sensitive clit, desperate for release. When my hand slid too low, I could feel the place where the meaty cock disappeared inside me. Even after a lifetime of fucking, it still felt surreal sometimes. Where the fuck did it all go?

Nearby, I heard a grunt as Lisa was filled with cum. I couldn't help but wonder which of them had finished first? The one in her mouth or tight young pussy? Either way, I knew I didn't have long left before I was filled with another load and left high and dry. Well, not quite dry, but certainly frustrated. I returned to my work, desperately rubbing myself while he used me like a fuckdoll. How much time was left? Was anybody even keeping track?

He slammed into me, so hard and fast I was unable to keep up. Just to remain upright, I was forced to abandon my pleasure and hold onto the crate with both hands as my body rocked with the force of his impact. Each thrust sent his cock deep into my core, firing off every single nerve on the way in and out, overwhelming me with sensation.

"Ten...nine...eight..." Parker's annoyed voice counted down.

Fingers dug into my hips as my partner drove himself deep. Once, then twice, and at the apex of the third thrust he held me tight. Pressed as deep inside me as he could reach, his balls tight against my pussy lips. I felt them move first, the spasm beginning there and spreading outward, his cock swelling inside me as the semen flowed through him and erupted into me. We moaned in unison as he flooded me with his load.

When he'd finished with me, he slipped out. I turned around to see the four men hastily pulling their pants on, tucking their softening cocks away. Lisa was catching her breath on the floor, semen dripping down her chin and a fresh load streaming from between her legs. I could tell from the fire in her eyes that she had suffered the same fate as me. The poor girl was still desperate for release.

Maybe I could help with that...


 Chapter Six

"Clean yourselves up and get going," Parker addressed his team. "And if I hear a single complaint that one of you reeks like pussy, you'll never get any while on the clock again."

They went scurrying off, leaving an irritated Parker alone with two naked, cum covered sluts. But instead of taking advantage of the incredible opportunity presented to him, he turned angrily towards Lisa. "What were you even doing down here?" he demanded.

The poor thing looked a little shocked that his anger was turning upon her. "Mr. Madison wanted me to check in and make sure everything was going smoothly."

"It would have been, if you hadn't distracted them. So thanks a lot."

Lisa anxiously bit at her lip. "Is there anything I can do to make it up to you?" she asked, spreading her legs invitingly.

Parker shook his head, "Just get out of here without causing any more problems."

Lisa appeared to think she was in genuine trouble. She hasn't been working here long enough to know Parker can be a little moody, sometimes taking it out on whoever happens to be around.

"What's the matter Parker?" I asked. "Don't like sloppy seconds? Because I can help you out with that."

He rolled his eyes, but didn't stop me when I took Lisa by the hand and led her over to his office. I laid her down on the small couch beside his desk and positioned myself on my knees between her smooth legs. Parker followed along, grimacing at the trail of semen we'd dripped onto the floor leading to his office. There, he stood over us. Watching.

Leaning in, I breathed in her scent. Pure sex. An intoxicating mix of her own arousal and the seed of however many men had filled her young little pussy today. She gasped as my tongue parted her folds, starting at her splayed opening and running along the length of her slit. The salty, bitter-sweet taste of their seed filled my mouth, with only a a faint trace of her shining through their potency.

"That's it," Parker said, suddenly breathless. "Eat the cum from her cunt, suck down every drop of that sperm."

I almost laughed at how quickly he'd changed his tune. I guess we stumbled upon his fantasy - watching girls eat pussy. I took a nice long lick, showing off the sizable portion of cum I'd scooped before swallowing it down.

"That's so fucking hot," he said, and I noticed now that his cock was out and in his hand. "How's she taste?"

Taking another exaggerated lick, I swallowed and answered, "Like a slut."

Lisa's thighs shivered at my words, a little tremor running through her body. I wondered if she'd ever been called that before. In the brief time we'd been FreeUse, she'd clearly displayed just how eager she was for cock. Had she been aware of this side of herself all along, or had she only just discovered it here in the office? Either way, that is what she was. And I adored eating this sluts filthy pussy.

It was clear that she'd been left as frustrated as I was, and it wasn't long before her hands were pulling my head down, holding me against her as I worked her with my tongue. She wrapped her thighs around my head, trapping me. Eagerly, she bucked her hips, grinding her soft, wet cunt against my mouth. With every passing second, she tasted more like pussy and less of the countless loads she'd taken today.

Parker merely watched, stoking himself, as her pleasure mounted. Our young little secretary writhed on my tongue, her back arching as she came, those soft perky tits jutting out towards the ceiling. From between her thighs, all I could hear was the muffled whimpers as she cried out in pleasure. Her soaking pussy was wetter than I could keep up with, her sweet juices coursing down my chin. I caressed her with my tongue, carrying her through the throes of pleasure until her body fell limp to the couch.

I allowed her to catch her breath, hoping she'd be eager to return the favor. Parker looked on impatiently, even more excited about the prospect than I was. Luckily, neither of us was to be disappointed.

Lisa sat up, a huge smile on her cum-stained face, and immediately bent down to kiss me. I knew she was tasting herself on my lips, and she eagerly welcomed my tongue into her exquisite mouth. As her tongue teased my own, I imagined how it would feel slipping softly through my folds.

Instead, I startled when her soft hand settled on my thigh. A moment later and two of her fingers were slipping inside me, while her soft lips still moved tenderly against mine. Her long, dark hair tickled my breasts as they rose and fell with increasing urgency.

Her fingers curled inside me, and I released a quiet gasp against her mouth. I felt her smile in response. We were lost in each other. After all the times we'd been taken roughly by men, her soft tenderness was a refreshing change. Her slim fingers moved delicately, exploring my inner walls through the gooey warmth that filled me.

Lisa's full lips found their way to my neck, and I shivered beneath the heat of her breath. I rode her fingers as she graced my throat with gentle, teasing kisses. Her thumb found my clit and I moaned her name. Spreading my legs wide open, I granted her easier access and gave Parker a perfect view of her little fingers as they slid into my pussy.

"That's it," she whispered in my ear, thumb circling my clit. "You've been such a good girl. This little pussy's taken so many loads, now it's your turn. You've earned this. Now cum for me, baby."

And I did. Hard.

My body trembled uncontrollably, my cunt gushing over her fingers as waves of bliss exploded through me. My pussy squeezed around her, desperate for more, even in the midst of ecstasy. Those soft lips enveloped mine once more, her tongue caressing my own as I road out my climax in her embrace.

"Hottest fucking thing I've ever seen," Parker said as I collapsed back into his couch. He'd taken a break from masturbating while we cooled down, but it was clear he wasn't finished. We looked up at him expectantly, wondering which one of us he would choose to fuck.

To be honest, I was a little relieved when the answer turned out to be neither. "Just pretend I'm not here," he said when Lisa invited him to join in. I'd finally gotten off, but I was still enraptured by Lisa's lithe young body.

She surprised me by taking the lead, pushing me down onto my back and climbing on top. After another passionate kiss, her legs intertwined with mine and I felt her wet pussy rubbing against my thigh. We ground against each other, building our pleasure up together.

I stared up at the ceiling, marveling at how much my life had changed. Lisa sucked my nipple into her warm mouth, softly teasing my sensitive flesh with her tongue. Parker had resumed stroking himself, watching our explorations with rapt fascination.

Abruptly, Lisa pulled away from me. I watched in confusion as she sat up, but then she repositioned my leg, spreading me open for her. She held my ankle by her shoulder and lowered her pussy down onto mine, our soft, wet lips gliding together.

"Mmmmmmmph," I moaned. Our lips meeting was one of the sexiest things I'd ever felt in my life. Heavenly soft, unbelievably hot, and so fucking wet. I grabbed her firm ass and pulled her tight, guiding her into a steady rhythm.

Parker looked on in opened-mouthed awe at the glistening pink flesh of our soaking cunts joining together in silk-soft passion . The only noise in the small room were our whispered gasps and the wet sounds of our bodies melding.

Our pleasure built fast, but Parker was the first to finish. Hovering over us, he came hard, his cock carefully aimed at the place where our bodies met. His warm seed flowed down over my pussy, only to be caught up in our movements and spread between us, his semen working its way into our every fold as our bodies writhed together. It was perfectly fucking filthy, and entirely too much for me to take.

An orgasm tore through me, leaving me trembling and useless as Lisa pushed on. She ground herself down against my quivering cunt for several more seconds before joining me in bliss. Our bodies shivering and spasming together as we lay collapsed on the couch.

We felt asleep right there, naked and covered in cum. Parker was gone by the time our little nap ended, and I panicked when I saw it was almost time to meet with my boss.


 Chapter Seven

On my way to Madison's office, I ran through the events of the day, picking out key numbers and other important information to ensure he was left with a favorable impression of the day's productivity. Whatever doubts he had, I was convinced I'd win him over. I was ready for anything.

Anything except walking into his office to find my fiancé  sat down across from my boss's desk.

"Hey, baby," Michael greeted me with a bewildered smile.

He knew everything, of course. From that very first day on the FreeUse flight all the way to yesterday's office fuckfest, he'd devoured every filthy detail. But his bemused grin told me he had no idea why he was here. I was right there with him.

As I kissed him a brief little hello peck, his eyes lit up. I stared at him in confusion for a moment before realizing it - my breath still smelled like pussy. Well, that certainly seemed to get his attention.

"I was just telling Michael about how big an asset you are to the team," Madison said. "Even before all this, you've been responsible for a big shift in our thinking and profits have risen dramatically."

Honestly, it was a little touching. My body had been hogging most of the attention lately, so it was nice to be reminded that yeah, I am really fucking good at my job.

"From all accounts, today went spectacularly," he continued. "If we can land even a fraction of the potential clients who reached out today, we're looking at a major expansion. And I'm going to need someone to help me oversee it."

"That sounds great," I said, my heart racing. But he still hadn't addressed the obvious question. "But why is Michael here?"

My boss laughed, his face even turning a little red. It's happened before when he was angry, but this time I was pretty sure it was a blush. "I'm an old fashioned guy," he said, "this whole FreeUse thing is completely beyond me, but I'd be lying if I said I wasn't starting to warm up to the idea. But where I come from, you don't fuck a man's wife without looking him in the eye and asking for permission."

All at once, Michael and I burst out laughing. That was about the last thing I'd ever expected from my boss, and I couldn't quite tell if he was serious. At least not until he looked at Michael and asked, "So may I?"

Michael stopped laughing, the desire I'd seen a flash of earlier returning to his eyes. "Well, we're not technically married," he explained. "Just engaged."

"You got the save the date, didn't you?" I butted in.

Madison was already standing up, unbuttoning his pants. He nodded, "It's going to be strange attending a wedding where I've fucked the bride."

"You'll have that in common with most of the groomsmen," Michael laughed. His eyes still burned with lust. "So go right ahead."

My boss stripped naked, my eyes lingering over his trim, powerful body before he beckoned me over to his side of the desk. Without being told, I stripped out of my dress and draped myself over the top of it.

"Why don't you fill us both in on what you've been up to today?" My boss commanded.

The bulbous head of his cock pressed between my thighs, momentarily erasing every thought from my head as I waited in anticipation.

"Now," Madison demanded, refusing to give me what I needed until I complied.

I took a deep breath, doing my very best to collect my thoughts. I looked my soon-to-be husband in the eyes as I began, "My morning started with me playing with my pussy in front of the engineering team - they weren't allowed to join in until they solved their problem."

My boss's cock began to slide back and forth, parting my lips and coating itself in my wetness. "Go on," he said.

A tent was forming in my fiancé's trousers. He made no attempt to hide his enjoyment.

"Todd ate my cunt like his life depended on it, and after I came he was the first to fuck me. The rest of them took turns using my slutty mouth," I whimpered as my boss began to ease his fat cock inside me. "Fuck, baby," I moaned at my fiancé. "He's big."

"That's not all," Madison added. "I believe Jordan's exact phrasing was 'Filthy ass-licking slut', but he meant that in the best way possible."

Michael had now produced his cock and was slowly stroking while he watched my boss fuck me - all while I struggled to recall all the day's debauchery.

"How many men came in your pussy today?" he asked.

"Mmmmm," I muttered as my boss drove in deep, bottoming out inside me. He began to fuck me in earnest, my body shaking helplessly against his desk.

"F-f-four?" I answered, not entirely sure if I was right. Then I remember how my last encounter had ended. "Parker came on my cunt as Lisa and I were fucking, does that count?"

Michael stood up and approached the desk, his cock bobbing with every excited step. "No, I don't think it does." His cock was teasingly out of reach of my mouth.

"Honestly, I expected more from you today, but maybe if you ask real nicely Mr. Madison will give you one more."

Just the thought of my handsome older boss filling my pussy with his load would have been enough to drive me wild, but with my future husband watching? Fuck, it felt so dirty. "Please, I begged," as he pounded me into the desk.

"Please what?" he toyed with me, as his cock drove into me again and again.

At first I just moaned, unable to form the words to express my desire. I looked up into my husband's loving, lust-filled eyes and knew exactly what he needed me to say. "Please, cum in my slutty fucking cunt. I need to feel your load deep inside me, I want it dripping down my thighs as Michael drives me home. I want him to fuck me in our bed with your seed pouring out of me. I nee-"

Michael cut my words off, feeding his dripping cock straight into my open mouth. Immediately, I recognized the taste of the man I loved. All the cocks I'd sucked and loads I've swallowed, none of them compared to him. The way his throbbing cock filled my mouth. The taste of him. It was perfect.

And he fucked my face while my boss ravaged my slutty cunt, his thick cock stretching me wide open, making me moan and whimper around my fiancé's shaft. I came with a muffled scream, carried away by the incredible sensation of being loved so completely, while being so utterly fucking used.

I couldn't believe that this was my life now, my pussy free for the taking - all day, every day. And at the end of it all, I'd come home to a husband who loved to hear every filthy detail while reclaiming his slutty wife.

As I felt my boss's cock swell and the gush of his hot seed erupting inside me, it occurred to me that we should start a wedding pool. Guess the number of guests who have emptied their balls into the bride's pretty little cunt. His load poured out of me, dripping down my thighs.

I got just what I'd said I wanted. After cumming down my throat, Michael took me home with my boss's load still seeping from my freshly-fucked pussy. He threw me down on our bed and made love to me, filling me with his seed. Reclaiming me.

The next day, I left for work excited to iron out the details of my promotion. Jefferey was going to be so fucking pissed if I became his boss. Maybe I'll show him mercy and still allow him to occasionally lick the cum from my cunt at the end of a long day.

Maybe.

~

More coming soon! Follow me on Amazon to be notified when it’s released!

Or you can JOIN MY NEWSLETTER for my exclusive FREE STORY The Breeding Test, get notified about Special Deals, and learn All My Darkest Secrets.

The Breeding Test – Free for my newsletter subscribers

I caught a lot of shit as the only female tech major at my small college. My classmates joked that I belonged at home, barefoot and pregnant. It drove me crazy, but not for the reason you'd think. Little did they know, they were touching upon a secret I was too ashamed to admit. Until now.

For as long as I could remember, my biggest fantasy has always been to be bred. I'm not talking about starting a family all lovey-dovey like. I mean bred. Used solely for my ripe little body. Fucked hard and filled, until my belly swells, and then fucked some more.

For the longest time, I didn't know how to square that filthy side of me with the top-of-my-class good girl I pretended to be. I wanted a career. Respect. But I needed to be used.

So I built an app that might just make me rich and pregnant. Virile men submit their applications, you swipe on the ones you like, and then all you have to do is wait. When the app detects you've reached the most fertile part of your cycle, it sends out your location to everyone on your list. Then it's a freeuse free-for-all, the only rule is that they have to finish deep inside... well, you know.

Now, it's all ready to launch and the only thing left to do is test it myself. For science...
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 Other Books By Molly Warden

Pledge Week At The FreeUse Sorority - Sigma Epsilon Xi is the hottest sorority on campus. Their alums go on to be some of the most successful women in the world, but around here they're known for something else - they're the FreeUse Sorority. And I'm going to pledge.

Three trials will determine if I've got what it takes. Luckily, there's a whole frat full of guys eager to help me prove that I can take what they've got. My obedience will be tested. My abilities will be judged. And all sense of shame will be left in the dust, as the week culminates in a steamy party where the new FreeUse pledges provide the entertainment. Nothing is off limits and I only hope I can take them all - classmates, strangers, one after another or all at once - I'll do anything or anyone to earn my place.

FreeUse Weekend At The Lake House - My husband Jack and his two best friends had been having their annual lake house weekends for years before I was even in the picture, but now that we’re married he’s insisting I tag along. I’m worried about killing their vibe, but Jack assures me they’ll treat me just like one of the guys.

But when one of them spills the beans about my husband's long-held secret fantasy, the weekend takes an unexpected turn. You see, his deepest desire is to watch me with other men. To have them talk dirty to me and make me their freeuse slut, until I'm filled, covered, and begging for more.

And what kind of wife would I be if I didn't do everything I could to make his filthy dreams come true? And if that meant letting his two best friends do absolutely anything they wanted to me, well, wasn't that what being a good wife was all about?

Sharing The Fertile Bride - Both of us were desperate to start our family as soon as possible, but I was still shocked by my husband's proposal. What if instead of just him, we let everyone have a chance at knocking me up? All his friends were already here at the resort for our destination wedding, why not up our chances by letting them fill me up too?

Friends, guests, and even resort staff, all taking me one after another until I'm a filthy mess. It's not quite the honeymoon I always dreamed about... but this is way hotter.

FreeUse Fertile and Filled - The only thing I want as much as a baby is the fun of making it - it's too bad my husband can't join in.

When fancy fertility treatments are too expensive, my husband and I decide to do it the old fashioned way. Just not with him. At the FreeUse fertility clinic, they pair you up with as many virile men as you can handle, and my husband gets to watch as they fill me up. But there's a slim window when I'm at my most fertile, so the best way to be sure is to let them use me all at once.

Or Check Out All Of My Books Here
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I suppose this is the part where I’m supposed to say I’m a mild-mannered housewife by day and you’d never expect… HAHAHAHAHA. Sorry, I just can’t do it. Got to let that freak flag fly, baby! I’m a proud perv, writing exactly the kind of steamy stories I love to read - FreeUse. It’s those forbidden delights that get my heart racing, and that sweet delicious, “Oh no, we shouldn’t… but ohhhhhhhmygod,” that does it for me every single time. So lets pick up a book and have some fun ;)
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