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Chapter 1

I’m bent over the reception desk, my ass bare for the entire office to see.

“Who’s gonna put it in first and humble this bitch?”

I swallow a moan as I feel the smooth tip of one of my employees cocks caress my ass, teasing me while I wait in shivery anticipation. My body is begging for it, aching for it, like there is nothing more it could possibly need.

“You’re filming it, right?” someone else says behind me.

“Oh yeah. Can’t wait to show my guys what a whore our boss is.”

“Look at her. She’s practically drooling for it.”

They’re not wrong — my pussy is drenched already, my lips plump and parted for someone to stick their cock in my mouth. It’s all I can think about, and I don’t care that I’m the CEO, that they’re supposed to be working for me, that right now I’m essentially paying this entire office to fuck me and humiliate me in public.

All because of that drug.

I feel the tip of someone’s cock disappear inside my pussy, parting my folds and forcing my legs further open. I moan, loud, gripping the edge of the desk. The office erupts into snickers and laughs.

“I barely even put it in.”

“Fucking slut.”

I squeeze my eyes shut, my body flush with pleasure while my pussy gets pumped. Someone else — Mr. Armstrong, my subordinate — approaches me from the front, grabs my face and sticks his cock in my mouth like I’m just part of the furniture, like I’m an object to be used.

It wasn’t always like this. I’m sure I used to have important things to do here, but I struggle to remember any of it. I barely even remember my old body, the one that didn’t have ginormous tits and blowjob-pretty lips.

Thing is, I don’t really care to remember.

Giving these men pleasure is all that matters — being their fucktoy, letting them pump and use me, until I’m shaking from cumming so much.

I am a free-use girl now, after all.


Chapter 2

ONE WEEK AGO.

I burst through the doors of the company building, whipping my head towards the security booth.

“I’m Mr. Armstrong’s eleven o’ clock appointment. Where is he?”

The security guard startles, pulling his eyes up from his lap. Was this guy seriously dozing off?

Incompetent idiots… I think as I walk up to the booth.

“Mr. Armstrong’s office,” I say. “Where is it?”

“Sorry, but uh… who are you?”

At this my back automatically straightens. “Joan Steele. CEO of the company that doles out your paychecks, if you somehow didn’t know that already.”

“Oh crap, uh… One sec.” The security guard fumbles to dial the phone, his hand looking… weirdly wet.

I look over to Veronica Smalls, my assistant. I give her a raised brow, and she only shrugs, looking a bit like a deer in headlights. Granted, this is the first time she’s ever accompanied me to an audit.

“You’ll need visitor badges before you head up,” the security guard says as soon as he puts down the phone.

“Visitor badges?” I ask, hardly holding in my scoff. “Since when does Joan-fucking-Steele need a visitor badge to audit a branch? Just tell us where to go.”

“Y-You don’t understand!” the guard cries as he almost falls out of his chair, his belt buckle jingling. He struggles to zip up his trousers, and I make a mental note of his name badge. Zachary Osman. As soon as I get back to headquarters, he’s fired.

“What exactly, don’t I understand?” I snap.

“As a Free Use branch, all female employees are subject to providing any sexual services demanded of them by male coworkers. Without a Visitor badge, anyone could uh — you know —”

“Anyone could what?” Veronica asks, her blue eyes widening in a way I’m not sure is just trepidation.

The guard hands over our two visitor badges.

“Make sure they’re visible at all times. Unless of course, you want to…” the guard looks me and Veronica up and down, “… make yourselves free to anyone.”

I snatch the badges. “Thanks. You’ll be hearing from your line manager very soon.”

As we go up the elevator, Veronica fidgets next to me.

“Do you think they’ll notice that we’re visitors?” she asks me. “Like, in time?”

I glance over to her. “Of course. You just flash it in their pathetic, horny faces.”

Veronica clutches the badge to her ample chest. “What if they come up from behind though? What if they tear off my clothes before I can say anything, and before I know it I’ve already succumbed to the hedonistic pleasures of being a free use girl?”

I frown. “What? Don’t turn your back on anyone then.”

“Oh… okay…”

“Just follow my lead, Veronica. We’ll be in and out of this shit-hole in three days. We just need to figure exactly how shit Mr. Armstrong has made of this place. Fucking free-use productivity my ass… only a board full of old men would come up with some brainless idea like that.”

The elevator doors shudder open, and the office we see before us is barely recognisable. The floor is littered in used condoms and drenched panties, the desks and chairs arranged in perverted ways. Women are bent over them, strapped to them, legs splayed on them, to allow the men in the office to fuck them whenever they pleased. The air is thick with the scent of sex and animalistic moans. The walls are covered in infographics and announcements about the company’s miracle drug, Bimbodol.

Bimbodol was only ever supposed to be an overpriced contraceptive for elite clients. It boasted beautification and a mild viagra-for-women effect. But they had to pull it off the market as soon as clients complained of the dramatic and unexpected side effects — lowered intelligence, greater compliance, and extremely increased breast and ass size.

In a state like that, a woman could be asked to do just about anything.

And yet, somehow, Mr. Armstrong thought giving the women in his office this mind-numbing, slut-making drug would increase productivity?

The idea was laughable.

Veronica and I quickly make our way to one of the conference rooms, which will be our “base” while we audit this place over the next few days. I set my briefcase down onto the table and glance to her.

“What do you think about this office so far, Veronica?”

She glances back timidly. “It’s uh…” She loosens the collar of her shirt nervously, her face a little flushed. “It doesn’t feel like an office.”

“Exactly.” I yank my chair back and take a seat. “Let’s get to work.”

I snap my fingers at some lone intern dawdling outside the office. She’s blonde, like the rest of them, but she looks relatively less sex-crazed.

“You. Where is Mr. Armstrong?”

“Mr. Armstrong?” the intern echoes back softly. She leans against the doorway, sizing up me and Veronica with her eyes. “Yeah… He’s like, busy right now?”

“What could possibly be more important than an audit?” I snap.

“He’s in a meeting…” the intern coos, wearing a strange smile.

I squint my eyes. “Why are you saying it like that?”

A knock on the door frame startles us all. A man is standing behind the intern. Mr. Armstrong —?

“Sorry to disturb you, ladies,” the man chuckles, entering the room. He’s tan, like he spends his weekends on the beaches of Spain, but grey-eyed. He’s wearing a glaringly silver watch, and suit that reeks of crass wealth. “Theodore Sterling. I had a meeting with Mr. Armstrong, but seeing as the CEO herself is here, I thought my proposition would be better suited here.”

“We’re not interested in more paper shipments, Mr. Sterling,” I reply, shifting my eyes to my laptop. “As you can see, hardly any work is happening here.”

“I’m not here to sell you paper.”

I look to him, and I can easily see his eyes travel up and down my figure — eyeing up the size of my breasts, the shape of my legs. “What could you possibly be here for, then?”

Theodore smiles at this. “I’m making an offer to buy this branch from you, Joan. I’ll gladly take it off your hands. I believe this office is a brilliant proof of concept.”

I scoff. “For what? A brothel?”

Theodore purses his lips, but the smile is still faintly there. I have to keep my jaw from going slack in disbelief. I stand up from my seat and walk up to him, glaring straight into his eyes.

“You’re sorely mistaken, Theodore Sterling, if you think I’d ever sell a piece of my company to the likes of you. Least of all pimp it out so you can make bank out of my drugged up, Bimbodol-pumped employees.”

Theodore seems to enjoy the closeness I’ve given him, his eyes trailing down. “I’ll do you a favour and take that as a ‘maybe’.”

“Take that as a hard no.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll hang around,” Theodore says as he leaves the conference room. “I’ll let you think about it. Maybe we can get a drink sometime.”

“Fuck off.”

I slam the door shut. Veronica stares at me, mouth agape.

“What are you looking at?” I snap at her. “Start crunching those numbers and do your job.”

“Yes, ma’am!”

I roll my eyes, taking back my seat. I pore over the financial records of the branch, my mind growing dull and tired. It’s at moments like these that I feel ugliest — not because of my physical appearance, but because of the way people respond to me. I’m often the one delivering the bad news: you’re fired, your department is getting a budget cut, you’re not getting that overtime pay.

Even Veronica now can’t help but glance at me in paranoia as she works, like I might bark at her for not typing fast enough.

(I’m tempted to.)

Then I remember the way that slimy investor, Theodore Sterling, looked at me. His eyes trailing down my blouse, like he was able to see through the fabric, like what he saw pleased him. Something about it makes me want to cross my legs, to contain the strange euphoric shiver that wants to run through me.

I shake off the stupid thought and get back to work.


Chapter 3

It’s been a day since I started auditing this office.

“Can I go home now, Ms. Steele?” Veronica whines, looking dishevelled with papers littered on the desk space around her. “It’s five o’ clock. On a Friday.”

I raise my brow at her, barely lifting my eyes off my laptop screen. “Go, then.”

“Thank you,” Veronica sighs, smiling tiredly.

She gets up and starts straightening out the mess of papers, when a sudden blast of music startles us both.

I turn in my chair. “Is that… coming from inside the office?”

“Looks like it.”

Veronica gingerly opens the conference room door, peeking out into the wider office area. The music — sultry club music — blares louder, and from where I sit I can see that no one is going home. My employees, my stupid, horny, good-for-nothing employees, are still fucking each other like wild animals.

I spot Theodore Sterling and Mr. Armstrong clinking their drinks together at the reception desk, too. Theodore catches my eye and smiles.

“Fuck off,” I mutter under my breath, hoping he can lip-read that, too. “Go home, Veronica. I’m having a talk with those two.”

“O-Oh. Um. Okay.” Veronica lingers, going back to straightening her papers, but in a weirdly slow way. I don’t have time to deal with that right now, so I get up and approach Theodore.

“What’s this?” I ask.

Theodore grins at me, lifting a drink at me. “End of the work week. We all deserve to let loose a little, don’t you think?”

“You don’t even work here, you —” I purse my lips, glancing at Mr. Armstrong. “I assume you think it’s a good idea to sell out to this sleaze bag?”

“W-Well…” Mr. Armstrong clears his throat. He looks a little hazy, maybe from the alcohol, but something tells me he’s been taking something stronger. Bimbodol, even, judging by how much he’s bulked up. “It’s an enticing offer.”

A woman comes up to Mr. Armstrong side. She’s blonde, busty, with glasses perched on her petite nose.

“Drinks?” she says smoothly, offering up a tray of shots.

Mr. Armstrong’s eyes dart to her, and before I can even decline or accept the drinks, he takes her by the arm and bends her over the reception desk, the drinks clattering and shattering against the floor.

The woman gasps. “Mr. Armstrong…”

“I haven’t fucked you today, Mindy, have I?”

My eyes widen as I watch Mr. Armstrong unzip his trousers and whip out an alarmingly large, rock-hard cock. It easily disappears inside Mindy’s pussy, drawing out loud moans from her.

“Let’s move to the conference room,” Theodore says, lightly touching my elbow and offering me a drink.

I roll my eyes, but I follow him all the same, entering the conference room with the drink in my shaky hand. I’m trying not to show that I’m trembling a little, not only because it will make me look weak, but because I don’t entirely understand why I’m shaking. It’s a jittery feeling almost, like something about what Mr. Armstrong just did excited me.

Theodore and I sit in the conference room, and while he rambles on and on about how he came to find this branch in the first place, I busy my lips with my glass of whiskey, taking far too many sips in a small amount of time. But I can’t help it — I need the distraction. I need to drown my envy a little, my jealousy of that woman Mindy and how desireable she was, how free she must feel.

The alcohol warms me up quickly and dangerously. My face feels flush, Theodore is still talking, and I can’t contain my words any longer.

“Oh shut it, already,” I say, hearing myself slur. “I’m sick of it all.”

Theodore pauses, eyebrow raised in interest. He leans back, crosses his arms. “Sick, huh? Of me?”

“No. Well, yes. But really it’s everything. Everything about this place, about this goddamn life of mine. Do you know how many hours I sleep a week? How often I get to even cook myself a meal? Actually, you know what? Forget food and sleep. I barely have time to even jerk myself off. I’m constantly cleaning up other people — other pathetic men’s — messes. And for what?”

Theodore sips his drink with a hidden smile, sets it down on the table and looks at me. “I presume as CEO you get compensated pretty magnificently.”

I scoff. “Yeah, I get payed shitloads. To spend on what though? To make-over my minimalistic nightmare of an apartment? Book myself a vacation somewhere with some boy toy whose only there because I’m paying him?”

“Sometimes you just want to enjoy yourself.”

“Not even that! Sometimes…” I swallow, staring down my empty glass. I blink and my vision hazes a little. “Sometimes I just want to feel wanted.”

At this, Theodore leans forward with interest. I’m too drunk to put on a facade, to pretend I’m not in the least bit fascinated by his steely grey eyes or the intoxicating cologne he wears.

“You know, I have a pill for that,” Theodore says.

I look up at him, our eyes locked intensely. “Bimbodol?”

It’s not even a question, really.

Theodore reaches into his trouser pocket and takes out a small box. He pops it open and picks out one small pill, handing it to me.

“They have a cumulative effect,” he says. “So it’s mild if you only take one. But it’ll be enough to give you a little taste. To see what it’s like to be beautiful. To be wanted. To let go a little.”

I pluck the pill out from his hand, chuckling under my breath. “We’ll see about that…”

I swallow it dry, and within moments I feel a warmth rush through me, lightning-fast and stronger than I expected. It’s better than any orgasm I’ve had, though maybe that’s not saying much.

Theodore cups my chin with his hand, thumb running over my parted lips. “Huh… your lips are looking fuller already. I’ve never seen it work this fast before.”

I laugh softly, though I don’t know why. It feels automatic, that giggle now, maybe because I’m drunk — maybe because the pill is already working it’s magic, untangling every inhibition inside me.

I lean back in my chair, my breasts already feeling a little heavier. “I feel… like… so much better already.”

“I can tell,” Theodore says, his eyes travelling up and down my figure. His own legs are spread in the chair, and there shouldn’t be anything interesting about that — except I can’t help but gaze at the bulge of his trousers.

I’m being obvious about it and I know it.

“Would I pass for a free use girl?” I ask.

“What do you think?”

I hum. “They’re all blondes. Busty, too.”

And dumb, I think. But that’s not me, will never be me — right?

“Those things can change,” Theodore says, placing his hand on my thigh. “You’re changing already, just from that tiny little pill. You feel different, too, don’t you? Maybe you want to try it out a little, the free use girl life.”

“Maybe,” I say, trying to sound unaffected.

“Go on then. Give me a blow job right now.”

I quirk an eyebrow up.

“What?” Theodore asks. “Can’t do it?”

“Of course I can.”

“Then? Come on, Joan. Don’t let that pill go to waste. Be a good free use girl and kneel. Unless you’re worried you won’t be any good at it. Is that it?”

I scoff, kneeling between his legs partly out of spite, but mostly out of curiosity, out of relief that finally, now, I have a reason to act this way.

I unzip his trousers and pull out his cock, massaging it with my hand until it hardens. My pussy twitches slightly in anticipation — I feel so dirty even just doing this. I pop my plump lips open and lap at the head of his cock, hearing his breathing become uneven.

“You can do better than that,” he says. His hand grabs my head by my hair, his rough grip causing me to shiver with pleasure. “Open wider and take it all in.”

He pushes my head down onto his cock, its width almost too big for my mouth. It slides against my tongue, starts to push into my throat and makes me gag a little.

“Yeah, that’s it…” Theodore mutters, pulling my head up until his cock is out of me, glistening with my spit. “Look me in the eyes.”

I look up at him, my eyes teary, my mascara probably running.

“Who are you?” he asks me.

I let out a small breathy laugh. “J-Joan, obviously —”

“No. You’re a free use girl. You’re a slut. A walking, talking cum-receptacle. A bimbo whore.”

His words should insult me, but they only excite me, make me want to submit to him even more.

“Y-Yes…” I murmur.

“And who am I?” he asks me.

“Mr. Sterling, s-sir.”

“I’m your master now. You obey me, no matter what I ask of you. If I told you to bend over, I could fuck your ass or pussy or bring anyone else in to use you, and you would say nothing else other than, ‘yes, master’. Do you understand?”

I give a shallow nod, my eyes drifting back to his cock. I don’t care what he says, or what he asks me to do. I feel like I’m going crazy — I just need that cock inside me, now.

“Y-Yes, master.”

His cock is sliding down into my throat again, and this time I don’t even gag. My eyelids flutter with how good it feels to have my mouth fucked like this, like it’s a toy for Mr. Sterling to use freely. I feel his other hand snake down my blouse and into my bra cup, pinching my nipple.

I moan, the sound muffled by his cock filling me up. His thrusts into my throat are getting rougher now, faster, and I grip his leg to steady myself.

He cums straight down my throat — I almost choke. It’s warm and coats my tongue as he pulls out, laughing and smirking at me. I whine, because I haven’t even cum yet myself, even though I’m dying to.

“Not bad for a first time whore,” Mr. Sterling says.

“Thank you, sir…” I lick up and down the shaft of his cock, cleaning up every last drop while I grope and feel around his legs and hips.

“A-Alright, that’s enough now.”

I swallow and moan in protest as I pull away, shoving my hand down my skirt. Mr. Sterling gets up and zips himself up, side stepping away from me.

“See you tomorrow, Joan. Looking forward to seeing your blowjob-face again.”

He leaves the conference room with a snicker. I pull my hand out of my skirt and glance down at my palm, smiling at the little box of pills.


Chapter 4

I’ve been taking the Bimbodol for a few days now, rationing up what was left in the box I stole for Mr. Sterling so that I at least get one pill a day — maybe two if I want to treat myself. Each time I take it, my whole body transforms inside and out: my breasts are too large to fit in my bras anymore, my hair is getting blonder and longer each day, but most importantly my drive for sex is higher than it’s ever been.

I’ve been forgetting things, too, but only really unimportant things, really. Things like how to use a computer, or how percentages work. I barely work all day anyway, stealing time to masturbate by escaping to the toilets and cumming like crazy.

“Another bathroom break?” Veronica giggles as she asks me as I get up to leave the conference room again. She looks different, too — holding people’s gazes more flirtatiously, her cleavage more exposed.

“Yeah,” I wave her off, escaping out into the office. My visitor badge still hangs off my chest, signalling to every man in the office that I’m off-limits. But I see how they look at me, how they hunger for me.

Ron and Terry, two of the employees here, are chatting by the water fountain when I pass them by. I lock eyes with them, giggle a little.

I so badly want them to fuck me anyway.

I stumble into the storage closet, checking behind me to see if the other two are still following me. Sure enough, they are.

I linger by the door, eying them as they walk in, their eyes not even meeting mine, staring up and down my dishevelled figure.

I shut the door behind me and get on my knees, popping my mouth open.

“Holy shit, Terry, is this for real…?” one of them asks.

“Don’t act so surprised, Ron,” the other one, Terry, says. “They’re all whores here. It’s nothing like it is outside.”

“But dude. You know who she is, right? She’s the CEO —”

“I’m right here, you know,” I scoff, tugging Ron by the belt towards me. “Now do something about it.”

Ron and Terry exchange glances, barely a second passing by before they’re unbuckling their belts and whipping their cocks out. My pussy aches in anticipation, my body feverish and hot with the Bimbodol pumping through my veins. My tits are aching, too big to even fit in my bra cups anymore, and I yank my shirt open and pull my bra down to let them hang freely.

“You’re right, Ron,” Terry says, chuckling in that arrogant way of his. He massages his large cock in front of my face, the head leaking with pre-cum. “Good to see even our boss bitch knows her place.”

He smears the head of his cock against my plumped up lips, and I stare right into his eyes as I part my lips and let my tongue flicker against it. It sends euphoric shivers down my body, that first point of contact with a man that my body craved.

I wrap my lips fully around the head of his cock, bobbing my head up and down in shallow movements. Terry groans appreciatively, while Ron kneels down next to me and starts fondling my tits.

“Get a video of this, huh, Ron? Can’t wait to show the whole office what a slut our boss is.”

I don’t care what words are coming out of Terry’s mouth. I don’t care if the whole world saw me like this. All I can think about is the massive cock stretching my mouth and throat open right now, about what it might feel like stretching out my pussy.

Terry grabs me by the hair, thrusting his hips into my mouth. Something warm trickles down. I don’t even gag — my body is ready for it, begging to be covered and filled in cum.

He pulls his wet cock out, still rock hard and glistening.

“Bend over,” Terry says, and I do exactly as he tells me.

My face is against the cold floor of the storage room, my ass up in the air. Ron is still filming, jerking himself off at the same time, and Terry pushes my pencil skirt up, tears open my tights, and pushes my thong to the side.

“You’re still filming, right?” Terry asks Ron.

“Y-Yeah.”

Terry slaps my ass hard and sharp. A high-pitched, foreign moan comes out of my mouth. “Beg for this cock, slut.”

“P-Please,” I moan. My body is on fire, my every muscle and nerve aching for that cock to enter me. I’m so wet that I can feel my thighs getting slick. “Please fuck me.”

“Please fuck me, what? Who am I?”

“P-Please fuck me, sir.”

I’m rewarded with the slow and merciless thrust of Terry’s massive cock inside me, my pussy stretched wide by it. I gasp, my eyelids flickering with pleasure.

“Listen to yourself, you whore,” Terry snickers, slowly working his cock in and out of me, making sure I felt every single inch of him pumping me. “It’s about time you were humbled. About time you remembered that you’re nothing more than a cocksleeve.”

Terry’s thrusts become rougher, faster inside me, and my every breath becomes a lewd moan, my mind nothing more than a horny puddle. In my sex-crazed haze, I don’t even recall Ron putting his cock in my mouth — all of a sudden it’s just there. It slides in and out of my throat so easily while Terry fucks me from the other end, my body roughly behind shoved and thrusts back and forth for their pleasure.

I feel them both cum inside me this time, and it’s then that I cum, too, my pussy squeezing and clenching hard around Terry’s cock.

They flip me over and take turns fucking my pussy again, and again, cumming inside me so many times that I’m full of their semen, the floor beneath me now a puddle of sweat and cum.

They’re finished with me all too soon — my body is still wanting more — and they snap a few more pictures of my half-naked, drenched, body with my legs splayed open and my tits out.

“Can’t wait to show this to the others,” Ron says, leaving the room.

Terry leans down and takes roughly takes hold of my face. “You stay right there. Don’t move an inch.”

“Y-Yes, sir…” I whimper, staying still just like he told me to, even when they leave the closet and turn off the light. I wait for the others to come, to have my body used over and over again for their pleasure.


Chapter 5

TWO WEEKS LATER.

I set the coffee down on Mr. Sterling’s desk, smiling as I bend down just enough for him to get a good view of my cleavage.

“Your coffee, sir,” I say, wondering if he’ll ask me to suck him off again. I really really want him to. It’s been almost two hours now since I last had a cock inside me.

“Good girl, Joan,” Mr. Sterling says, the praise in his tone making me shiver with pleasure. “Now get the door, will you? My meeting is about to start and my visitors have been waiting.”

“Oh! Of course, Mr. Stirling!” I bounce back up, running for the door as fast as I possibly can in six-inch heels, my tits jiggling as I get the door.

I open it and three men, around Mr. Sterling’s age though maybe a little older, are stood outside. As soon as they see me, they smile.

“Good afternoon!” I say in a sing-songy voice, giggling as I step aside for them to enter Mr. Sterling’s office. “Can I get you all anything? Coffee, or —”

One of them grabs one of my tits, his fingers digging in. I squeak in surprise and pleasure.

“You look familiar,” he says.

“O-Oh! Do I?”

I can’t actually recall this man. He looks to be around forty years old, brown eyes and dark hair, nice suit. Then again, I’m so forgetful! Maybe he’s had a meeting with my boss Mr. Sterling before.

The three men and Mr. Sterling sit in the lounge area of his office. It’s about an hour, and I can barely keep up with what they’re even discussing. Something about ‘expansion’ and ‘free use’ and ‘international’ — whatever that is supposed to mean! I just refill their coffees and giggle when one of them grabs my ass or caresses my legs.

The meeting is finally over, and Mr. Sterling calls to me.

“Joan, why don’t you entertain us for a bit? Mr. Ashbourne wants you to give him a blow-job.”

“Oh, certainly!” I perk up, hurrying over to Mr. Ashbourne — the man who recognised me.

I kneel in front of him and rub the palm of my hand over his cock, eagerly taking it out as soon as it’s hard enough. I expertly pucker my lips and take the whole thing in, let it slide in as far into my throat as it will go. I moan in relief, bobbing my head up and down his cock, hearing him curse and mutter under his breath.

He grabs my face and stops me still. “Wait… I know you. Joan… Steele, right?”

I furrow my brows as his cock slips out of my plump lips with a pop. “Uh — yeah? So?”

Mr. Ashbourne bursts into laughter. “Joan Steele? The Joan Steele, the former CEO?”

The two other visitors glance at each other and start snickering, too. Mr. Sterling holds back a smile.

“Who would have thought I’d see you like this!” Mr. Ashbourne gently slaps his hard cock against the side of my face. “Joan Steele whoring herself out to her former employees… Karma really is a bitch, isn’t it?”

I only giggle, though I don’t really get the joke. I only vaguely recall my days as the CEO, but it’s all grey — mundane and flavourless. “Uh, yeah…! I guess it is!”

“Alright, boys,” Mr. Sterling interrupts. “I want to head down to bar soon, so if you want to make use of my in-house slut, you best do it now.”

I resume throating Mr. Ashbourne’s cock, spreading my legs as I feel one of the other visitors line up behind me. I feel his cock enter my wet pussy, so big it stretches me like I’ve never been stretched before. I gasp, my body spasming with pleasure as the two men fuck me from both sides, using my body like a living, breathing fleshlight for them to cum into.

Mr. Sterling watches me, his eyes following every curve of my body as I get fucked over and over again by virtual strangers. And when I come back tomorrow morning for work, I’ll let him fuck my mouth again after I make him his morning coffee; I’ll let his employees bend me over and gangbang when I go to use the photocopier; I’ll let the security guard grope and photograph my tits on my way out. I’ll go home and get myself off thinking about all of it.

I couldn’t dream of a better job than this.


Recent Releases

Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this erotic short, please consider leaving me a review with your thoughts — they’re much appreciated.

Read other erotic stories by Stacy Pines:

Bimbo Intern

When Amber is caught stealing company property, her boss gives her two options: lose her job entirely, or take on a new role as a free-to-use bimbo intern. With a performance review coming up, Amber will have to prove her slutty worth to her boss, even if it means taking on the entire office at once…

Bimbo Secretary

After the massive success of her company’s new Free Use Productivity Initiative, Mindy must compete with the new Free Use office girls for her boss’s affection. But in order to be the best, Mindy has to submit her body to the entire office, letting them pump, fill, and degrade her newly-transformed body as they please…

Office Bimbo

When a mysterious bra and instructional video comes in through the mail, Becca sees her chance to become a slutty free-to-use secretary for the Alpha Man of her dreams. She’ll do anything to get her boss’s attention and prove her worth to him — even if that means bending over for the entire office…

For Their Pleasure

When Nora buys a mysterious necklace from a second-hand store, the last thing she expects is for it to turn her into a gorgeous, sex-obsessed bimbo! Just one night of slutting around town is harmless enough though… right? Or will Nora be too far gone by then?
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