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Chapter 1

“Open your mouth, Amber,” my boss says, tightening his grip around a fistful of my red, tousled hair. “You’ve sucked cock before, haven’t you? Well, either way, you’ll learn to do it just how we like it.”

I hesitantly part my lips, knees trembling against the carpeted floor of my boss’s office. His goons are sitting there watching, too, elbowing each other and snickering.

“W-When you said morale, sir —”

“The contract was very explicit,” my boss interrupts. “As our very first Free Use Intern in our new, cutting-edge productivity initiative, your body is entirely for the office to use however the please. During working hours, obviously. I’m not a terrible boss, Amber. I could have fired you, you know.”

I swallow and nod. “Yes, sir.”

“Good girl. Now open wide and take it.”

I do just as he’s told me: I let my mouth gape open, watching his meaty cock looming in front of my face as it enters. I can feel its sweaty warmth on my tongue, and before it can even reach the back of my throat I can’t help but gag.

My boss and his suck-up associates laugh at that.

“You’ll get used to it,” my boss says, pinching at the sides of my mouth to keep it forced open. His cock slides mercilessly in and out of my mouth, pushing deeper each time into my throat. “We’ll make sure you get plenty of practice…”

My eyes water, my hands reaching blindly for support while my boss moves my head up and down his cock like a living fleshlight. This is so humiliating… so degrading… How did I end up like this?

It had all started fairly innocently — with a stupid paper clip.

I would only take one or two home, just snag them casually from my desk like it was no big deal. Then it was the stapler. The folders. The keyboard off the desk of the neighbouring cubicle. A pile had started to form at home.

I don’t know why I kept doing it. I felt so weirdly proud of it. I might have a hoarding problem, but I think I mostly liked that I was draining pennies from my asshole boss, and that he didn’t seem to have a clue it was happening.

So I got more ambitious. Too ambitious.

Before I knew it I was renting storage space for printers and laptops I’d been stealing over the years. How no one caught me for so long, I wasn’t sure.

Then I was stealing clients. I think that’s what did it.

Pennies were now hundreds, thousands — maybe even hundreds of thousands — of dollars. I was putting a small but noticeable dent in the branch’s profits.

I should have been fired.

Instead, I was offered a new role — an act of generosity, supposedly.

A new, experimental role specialising in boosting the “morale” of the staff through any means necessary.

Which I’m now just finding out means sucking them off whenever they please. And probably much, much more.

Just like this, letting my boss fuck my virgin mouth like I’m a human cock-sleeve.

My pussy twitches a little when his thrusts get a little rougher, and I realize he’s going to pour his cum down my throat any second now. I whimper in anticipation, but it’s lost in the wet, sloppy gagging sounds as he shoves his cock in harder and harder.

He holds my head still, flush up against him — cock sheathed all the way in — as he mutters out guttural curses.

“Fuck yeah, that’s a good little slut,” he says, and I choke on the hot spurt of cum coating my throat. “Swallow it — don’t spit it, bitch. There.”

I gulp it all down, breathless. There’s drool and pre-cum hanging off my chin, dripping onto my blouse and the carpet — somehow, I really thought I was going to do some office-work today — but I’m too dazed to wipe it.

My boss’ cum is inside me.

I’m his fucktoy. The entire office’s fucktoy.

This is my job now.

“Oh, before I forget,” my boss says, reaching over to his desk to grab a little pill box. “Human resources sent this over. It’s birth control, which you’ll need,” he smirks dirtily at me. “But it also contains a new miracle ingredient. Bimbodol. Heard of it?”

I blink slowly. “Beautification drug, right? But weren’t there side effects when some of our clients came into contact with —?”

“Semen, yes. It accelerates the process and drastically increases sex drive. That’s exactly why we’re giving it to you. Remember, just because you’re now the office slut doesn’t mean we won’t be measuring your performance. We have unique key performance indicators for you, too.”

I groan. Even as a cum-dump I have stupid corporate-y bullshit to worry about.

“Aren’t I whoring myself out enough already —?”

“Mr. Armstrong —?” a soft voice interrupts.

I glance over to see Mindy, our receptionist, standing there with her perfect hour-glass figure against the doorway, folder flush against her giant breasts. Her hair is like a soft blonde cloud around her cute, nerdy, bespectacled face. My pussy aches a little just looking at her.

Why wasn’t she made the office slut instead?

Mindy’s eyes widen, face flushing easily. “O-Oh! I’m s-so sorry! I didn’t mean to interrupt anything —!”

“It’s fine, Mindy,” our boss says, waving her over. “We’re just inducting Amber into our new Free Use programme.”

Mindy looks me up and down, her nose twitching in disgust. “Free Use…?”

“What is it you wanted to tell me?”

Mindy is still staring at me, her gaze darting between me and Mr. Armstrong. “You don’t mean…? Sir, I thought you, um, you had a wife at home… N-Not that it’s any of my business.”

“It isn’t,” Mr. Armstrong replies curtly. “Now tell me what you came here for.”

I roll my eyes when Mindy walks right past me, her candy-sweet perfume lingering in the air. She could have been Mr. Armstrong’s slut any time she wanted with a body like that.

Well. It’s too late, now.

Throating Mr. Armstrong’s cock — and everyone else’s — is my job now.

I wipe my mouth and get up from Mr. Armstrong’s cum-stained carpet.


Chapter 2

My desk looks… a little bit different now.

I’m basically strapped to the swivel chair: restraints are wrapped around my waist, thighs, and ankles, keeping my legs spread on the seat. My hands are cuffed to the keyboard, so I can multitask of course and write up the “Free Use Productivity Initiative” report while I’m sucking cock.

It’s an elaborate set-up, but I have no idea what I’m supposed to write up, exactly.

Should there be a table on how many cocks I’ve sucked and fucked every quarter? How much cum I’ve guzzled? Maybe I should be timing myself, too, just to show that there’s no slut as efficient as me.

Maybe I could get myself a decent pay rise if I make myself worthwhile!

At least that’s what I’m thinking as I get to typing what is probably, objectively, complete garbage. I’m trying to scrape up whatever bullshit research I can find on some other company doing something similar, though we’re probably the first, when someone taps on my shoulder.

Swivelling around is near impossible with my hands restrained. I turn my neck and find Steve — the guy who used to be in the cubicle next to me in my kleptomaniac days — looking me up and down.

“You’re the free use girl, aren’t you?” Steve asks.

I then remember that I stole his keyboard, once. I realize that he doesn’t seem to remember me at all, though I’m not sure how. I’m the only redhead in the office.

“Yeah,” I say, my voice clipped. I have to get this report done by the end of today. “Are you gonna use me or what?”

He nods vigorously. “Y-Yes, um — ”

Steve clumsily unbuckles his belt, unzips his trousers, and gingerly takes his dick out. I purse my lips to keep from laughing a little.

It’s decently thick, but very short, and without so much as asking (though I’m not sure what I expected), he grabs the back of my hair and shoves his dick into my mouth.

I squeak with surprise, though it’s muffled by the thick cock pumping in and out of me, which makes a lewd, wet pop! sound every time it slides out.

I pucker my lips tighter around it, looking up at Steve as I feel it glide back and forth on my tongue. He’s frowning like he’s concentrating, and in the corner of my eye I can see a few others crowd around to watch.

Steve cums easily and quickly. I can’t wipe my mouth — my hands are fixed onto the keyboard — so I lick my lips clean of cum and smile awkwardly at him. That wasn’t too bad.

“Happy?” I ask.

Steve is grinning as he puts away his dick. “Thanks, Amber!”

I clear my throat and get back to my report. Where was I —?

Something warm slaps against my cheek. I startle and turn my head, only to nearly get poked in the eye by some other guy’s stupid cock

“Hey, watch it —”

My mouth is suddenly full of this guy’s cock — larger and much longer than Steve’s. My protests are easily muffled.

“Shut up and do as you’re told, Free Use Girl.”

Technically, you didn’t tell me to do anything, I want to say, but my throat is already being invaded by this guy’s monster cock, stretched to its limit. I gag and choke, my eyes streaming with tears, but the guy only keeps thrusting himself in and out of me.

“Do we really get to use her however we want, Ron?” someone else says.

“That’s what it says on the sign, doesn’t it?” Ron pushes his cock deeper than I thought any cock could ever go inside me, gripping the back of my head as my face is flush up against his crotch. I’m breathing hard through my nose, hoping he’ll cum soon.

“So we can undress her, too?”

“I bet she’s got double D’s, let’s have a look!”

“How are we supposed to fuck her properly if she’s strapped to the chair like this?”

“Dude, get out of the way, I was lined up here first!”

“I call shots on her pussy!”

“What? You don’t get to do that, you already had your turn, Steve.”

Their voices overlap each other and become one chaotic blur to me, my throat feeling raw from the merciless thrusts of Ron’s gigantic cock. Someone rips open my shirt buttons, tearing open my bra and letting my tits hang free and exposed.

I whimper, my pussy feeling wet as my breasts get squeezed and groped hard by one pair of hands, another pair wandering down towards my pussy and prodding at the wet-patch there.

Ron groans hard, and I can almost feel his cock pulse as cum floods my throat and mouth. He pulls away while he’s still cumming, spurts of white coating my face and bare tits. It’s bitter and sticky and all over me, but I’m starting to feel flushed all over, like a fever has overtaken me.

“Her tits are huge, feel them.”

Someone wet splatters against my tits — I realize that some of the guys are impatiently jerking themselves off over me.

“Out of the way, Ron, I’ve been waiting this whole time.”

Someone whips out their cock and shoves into my cum-slick mouth, holding my face still. I recognise the guy as Terry, the guy who snitched on me and got me in this position in the first place — he always had it out for me, that bastard.

“Yeah, that’s right, Amber, look at me with those blowjob eyes,” Terry says as his cock pumps in and out of me mouth — my lips feeling strangely plumper and hungrier for cock by the minute. “I can’t wait to see you fucked senseless. It’s about time you got humbled, you entitled little slut.”

“Shut the fuck up, Te —” I gasp between thrusts, feeling ashamed as moans come out of me, too. “O-Oh fuck —”

I can hear a huge rip from beneath my, the restraints falling away from my body as someone yanks the chair out from under me. I almost fall on my ass, except someone is quick to catch me and grind their hard cock against me.

“It’s about time someone fucked you properly,” Terry says, snickering as some stranger’s hands are groping their way down my body, riding my skirt up and fondling my soaking wet pussy through my tights.

I’m bent over the desk, panting and drooling, as they yank my tights and panties down to reveal my bare ass to the entire office.

“M-Mr. Armstrong said —” I start, only to yelp as something pokes and teases my pussy. “H-He said my pussy wasn’t to be u-used today, not until I finish my trai — ah —”

I can feel the tip push just a bit inside me, sending euphoric shivers through me like my pussy is grateful for it. My rational brain is screaming no, but my body — my slutty, needy, bimbodol-pumped body — is saying something else entirely…

And then an electric buzzer rings.

Everyone stops. I’m still panting like a dumb animal when Mindy pushes her way past the horny crowd.

“Lunch break. Put your cocks away.”

Her voice is a little different when Mr. Armstrong isn’t around. It’s blunter, lower, like she couldn’t give two shits about what anyone thinks. In my fuzzy bimbo brain, the sound of that voice inexplicably goes straight to my pussy, but maybe anything would make me horny now.

“Get up,” Mindy sighs, uncuffing my hands and yanking me up by the arm. “I’ve got spare clothes for you.”

I moan lazily in resistance. I really wanted that cock inside me.

“Let them finish,” I giggle, glancing longingly at the now-dispersing crowd of men.

“You’re going to want to take that break,” Mindy said, and I can still see her nose twitching in that snooty way of hers — she’s disgusted by me, loathes me. “Mr. Armstrong’s orders. I couldn’t care less.”

I hum absent-mindedly, and follow Mindy into the women’s bathroom.


Chapter 3

Mindy pushes me roughly against the sink, as if she’s relieved to have her hands free of me.

“Take this,” she says, presenting a neatly folded little pile of clothes. She glances me up and down, her face flushed. “W-Well? Come on, take it!”

I laugh lazily, the now-activated bimbodol in my veins making me feel almost drunk.

I’m barely dressed, practically half-naked. My tits are hanging out and jiggling every time I sway unsteadily, my tights and panties still rolled down to my thighs.

I want to get fucked — properly fucked — and Mindy is still standing there with her hands on her thick hips like she might be considering it.

“I need help,” I whine softly, pouting my thick lips.

“Ugh,” Mindy sighs, rolling her eyes. She reaches back to hastily grab some paper towels and hands them to me. “Clean that stuff off first. Go on!”

I take the paper towels and wipe the cum and drool off my tits, face, and neck. My makeup is a little smeared, runny mascara coming off on the towels, too.

“You’re such a mess,” Mindy mutters.

“I’m, like, really hot though, aren’t I?” I fondle my growing tits and squeeze them, laughing when Mindy looks away.

She bends down in front of me, roughly yanking down my tights.

I swallow a small moan. Watching her blonde head lower in front of me like that is giving me filthy ideas.

My pussy is getting wet again, aching for pressure. I imagine her nestling her face up against me, licking a slow strip up my pussy with that curt tongue of hers. Oh, she’d berate me while she fucked me. She’d shove her fingers inside me and choke me at the same time, sneering at me while I gagged and choked on ecstasy.

“I’ll let you take off the rest,” Mindy says, getting back up. She’s holding my soaked tights and shirt by the pinch of her fingers, like it’s contagious. Fuck, I hope it is. Mindy already looks like a Barbie doll. A bookish, nerdy one, at least, but with all the perfect, fuckable curves.

I slide off my drenched panties and torn-up bra, throwing them aside and standing completely naked before Mindy.

“I didn’t bring underwear,” Mindy says bluntly.

“That’s fine,” I say, fondling my tits again without even thinking about it. I need to be constantly touched, constantly used. A whole hour without it sounds unbearable.

I lift my foot towards her as if she would readily start dressing me up.

“Are you kidding me?” Mindy snaps, looking at me like she might strangle me then and there. “Do it yourself!”

I giggle softly, taking the new tights and sliding them up my legs.

I’m watching her the entire time. She looks at me for a moment, glancing down at my breasts and they shake and bounce, before quickly looking away.

I leave the skirt for last and slowly button up the fresh blouse, though I’m sure these clothes too will be drenched in cum, sweat, and tears by the end of today.

“Mindy?” I say quietly, softly, like it might appease her.

“What?” she asks tiredly.

I pull her towards me and kiss her, our lips crushing hard together. Her breath is shaky, but I think I hear a moan in there somewhere, too.

Her tongue feels so good on me, but it’s gone before I can even bite her stupidly soft lips.

“What the fuck was that?” Mindy says, stumbling away from me.

“You work here, don’t you? You should use me.”

Mindy shakes her head, her nose twitching in that familiar disgust again. “N-No. I never wanted you back here in the first place.”

“Why?” I giggle. “Because you were planning on being Mr. Armstrong’s fucktoy first? You should have, like, throated his cock when you had the chance.”

I pinch her breasts through her sweater, her nipples already hard. Mindy flinches.

“You probably still can,” I say. “I’m sure he’d love having a free-to-use secretary like you.”

“You’re such a slut,” Mindy sneers.

“Being a slut is fun! Come on, Mindy…”

“Leave me alone,” Mindy hisses, leaving me alone in the bathroom with my pile of cum-stained clothes.

What a shame, I think as I reach down my skirt. I gasp as I touch myself thinking of her bent over Mr. Armstrong’s desk, her thick ass pounded by his giant cock.

Mindy could be a perfect slut someday…


Chapter 4

My legs are shaking as they strap me bent over the table, restraints on all my limbs to keep me spread open.

The meeting room is buzzing with voices, the men in the office crowding around me and caressing my ass and tits when Mr. Armstrong isn’t looking.

I shift uncomfortably, swallowing my whimpers while the butt plug inside me vibrates.

My brain feels like horny mush. I’m drooling for cock like a brainless bimbo. I need to be fucked.

With only a few days of having my mouth used and cummed in, the bimbodol drug has already taken it’s full effect.

My tits are huge, a big cushion between me and the table, and sore for touch. My red hair has grown longer and thicker, and my lips look like a sex doll’s — big, pink, and plump.

I’m forgetting things, too. Mostly big words, and things like how to print something or use the computer. I can just about type up my work report thingy, but I don’t even know how to change the font and I keep forgetting to save my work.

I always end up asking for help, which isn’t such a bad thing, except everyone thinks I’m faking it and I always just get a dick shoved in my mouth.

I’ve come to love sucking cock, though… I’m craving it right now, my eyes lingering over the bulges of the men of the office.

Oh, and I’m constantly wet, like my pussy is ready to be used anytime… but no one has fucked me properly yet.

I whine softly just thinking about it.

Please, please, please —

“Alright, everyone, listen up,” Mr. Armstrong says from behind me. “I’m going to show you how to use the Free Use Girl. Steve, is the camera on?”

“Yes, Mr. Armstrong.”

“Good. We might need this for future training sessions.”

I can hear him unbuckle his belt and unzip his trousers, the sound sending my pussy twitching already in anticipation. I have yet to have a cock inside my pussy as the Free Use Girl.

Something warm and smooth taps against my ass cheek.

“Now make sure you use a condom,” Mr. Armstrong says. “This is imperative. You must keep the holes clean for others. But, do not hesitate to get the mess elsewhere. It’s encouraged to feed her the cum after, to keep the Bimbodol activated and promote her willingness to service.”

I hear the tear of a condom wrapper. It’s a few silent moments before I feel his huge cock prod at my pussy. I flinch.

“Oh!” I yelp. “M-Mr. Armstrong, please…”

His cock is teasing against my pussy, pushing gently but never going in.

“Please what?” he says, and I can practically hear the smirk in his voice.

Everyone is watching me. My face burns up.

“P-Please fuck me, sir. Fuck my pussy.”

His cock sears into me, almost too big for me even though my pussy is already soaked. A load moan rips out of my throat, my eyelids fluttering with pleasure.

Mr. Armstrong laughs. “The whore loves it already. It’s just the tip, you slut. Take it all in.”

With each slow thrust, my boss’s cock pushes deeper and harder inside my pussy, stretching my walls out to perfectly fit the shape of his glorious cock. My mouth gapes open and I start drooling, whining lewdly each time he shoves his cock inside me.

“Now make sure you put it in all the way,” Mr. Armstrong says to the others, sounding a little out of breath. “And don’t take any attitude from her. That’s why the restraints are there. She’s on the job, make sure she does it. If she resists or mouths off, make sure you punish her to put her in her place —”

“S-Sir,” I cry out. “F-Fuck me harder, please!”

He slaps my ass hard, his palm leaving a stinging mark across my ass cheek.

I moan loudly, not expecting to enjoy it so much. My pussy tightens around Mr. Armstrong’s cock, and he only fucks me harder, more mercilessly, the table beneath me shaking with each thrust.

I can feel that he’s about to cum, his cock twitching inside me. With a few final thrusts, Mr. Armstrong swallows a groan.

“Good…” he sighs, pulling his cock out slowly. I whimper. My pussy feels empty and gaping without it.

He walks around the front, cum-filled condom in hand. “Now make sure you feed her the cum. Don’t let it go to waste.”

Mr. Armstrong grabs my face. “Open up.”

I do exactly as he says and gape open my mouth. He tips the condom in, his warm, bitter cum coating my tongue. I swallow it without question, without instruction. It washes down my throat with euphoric warmth, as if my body needed it.

“You’re a natural, Amber.” Mr. Armstrong strokes my hair, and I desperately want him to fuck me again. Too soon, he turns away from me and puts his cock away.

“Now who’s going to volunteer to demonstrate anal?”

“I will!” Ron pipes up, the smug bastard. His cock is huge though, and I’m drooling for it already. “Let me do it, Mr. Armstrong. She always responds well to my cock.”

The others grumble as if in protest to that. I’ve had a taste of every cock in this office, but Ron is right — second to Mr. Armstrong’s, Ron’s cock is my favourite.

“Alright, then, Ron. Get up there and mount her.”

Ron comes up behind me, pulling the butt plug slowly out of me. I hear the pop of something — a lube bottle maybe — and Ron’s cock hovers between my ass cheeks as he smothers it and my asshole with lube. I shift uncomfortably, holding in my whines.

“Make sure you lube her up if you’re the first cock of the day. By lunchtime she should be soaked enough everywhere, anyway. Remember, her ass is a no-cum zone, too. Cum goes in the mouth, gentlemen. I can’t stress that enough. We can’t have her knocked up and out of commission.”

Ron’s cock presses against my ass, feeling even more gigantic than it does in my mouth. He pushes the tip in, my ass tight and resistant.

A moan comes out of me as he pushes through anyway, his cock sheathed inside my ass. I’ve never been fucked there before. It feels so dirty, so shameful, and everyone watching me is touching themselves, too, jerking off in front of me.

“Yeah, that’s it…” Ron mutters, pulling his cock out and shoving it back in. The noises coming out of my mouth are barely recognisable, the sounds of a whore, a cock-hungry slut, as Ron slams himself in and out of me.

Mr. Armstrong makes a motion, and someone comes up in front of me with their cock hard and ready.

I glance up at Terry, who’s smiling at me dirtily.

“You’ll often have to service more than one cock at a time, Amber.”

I open my mouth, my whole body shaking against the table, and Terry’s cock slides easily into my slick, drooling mouth. I’m being fucked from both ends, my eyelids flickering in pleasure. My clit is rubbing furiously against the table with each thrust, the surface coated in my wetness.

I whimper, wanting to say something but my mouth is stuffed full.

“I — “ I try to say between the exchange of cocks in my mouth. “I think I’m going to —”

I cum hard, my pussy and ass growing tight. I spasm against the restraints, moaning loud on the cock currently filling my mouth. Ron keeps fucking me anyway, and I cum again, and again, trapped in a loop of overwhelming ecstasy.


Chapter 5

After a week of training, and plenty of practice, I’m more than ready for my performance review.

Mr. Armstrong has invited me to his office, where one of his associates is sitting on the couch with his giant, monster cock hard and ready for me.

“Service him, Amber,” Mr. Armstrong says, gesturing to the couch. I’m already undressing.

“How can I pleasure you, sir?” I say to his associate, my lines memorised.

The monster cock guy strokes his lube-slick cock as he thinks, before eyeing my ass. “I’m feeling more like anal today. But I’m lazy, so I want you to fuck yourself on me.”

“Y-Yes, sir,” I say shakily. I don’t think I’ve ever had a cock that huge in my ass before. Not even Ron’s compares.

I clamber over him, slowly lowering myself onto his cock. I gasp as I feel it intrude into my ass, stretching me out far more than I ever thought was possible.

It feels like forever until I’m finally sitting flush against his hips, his entire dick inside. I lift up slowly and sit back down again, unable to stop myself from leaving my mouth gaping and drooling.

“Is this good, sir?” I ask shakily, shivering when the guy behind me squeezes my ass.

“You can do better than that,” he says, before yanking me down into his lap. He grabs my thighs from behind and spreads them apart, thrusting his hips quick and rough from underneath.

“O-Oh fuck…” I whimper, clawing around the couch for support.

Two guys — Ron and Terry — enter the office and hold my legs apart, the guy behind my now grabbing my tits hard as he fucks me in front of Mr. Armstrong, my entire body on display.

“I-Is this better — ah — sir?” I ask, yelping every time he squeezes my tits. I look to Mr. Armstrong helplessly.

“Very good, Amber,” Mr. Armstrong purrs, coming forward with his cock out. My pussy is soaking wet and aching to be filled, but I don’t know if I can take it at the same time as the giant dick already plowing my ass.

“Now, in the interests of efficiency,” Mr. Armstrong says. “let’s see how many cocks you can service in a matter of five minutes.”

Before I can respond, my mouth is stuffed with Ron’s massive cock, already sliding deeply in and out of my throat. Mr. Armstrong comes forward and slowly pushes his cock into my pussy, my entire body tightening and shivering with ectsasy as three men pound into me from all directions, grabbing and shifting my body to their pleasure.

Ron cums inside my throat, and I don’t even choke like I did the first time. I swallow it expertly, and clean off the cock carefully before opening my mouth for the next cock. I keep my hands busy, massaging two other cocks.

The office door is wide open, and many other men are now lining up around me, rubbing their impatient cocks on any part of my body they can reach, leaving trails of pre-cum on my thighs, breasts, and ass cheeks.

The guy underneath me pounds harder, so fast that Mr. Armstrong’s cock slips out with a slick trail. I realise then that neither Mr. Armstrong nor his associate are wearing condoms, even though that’s part of the Free Use Programme policy.

“W-Wait! The con— ” I yelp, before my mouth is stuffed with cock again.

The guy beneath me clutches my ass hard, shoving his dick in my ass with a few final, rough thrusts. I moan with each one, my eyelids flickering with pleasure as something warm spreads inside me.

I feel something drip out of me as he slowly pulls out, my asshole soaked and gaping.

“Oh, she liked that…”

“Sir, we can cum inside her?”

Mr. Armstrong resumes fucking my pussy while his associate moves out from underneath me. Someone else is quick to replace him, eagerly stuffing his cock into my slick asshole.

“She responds much more strongly with cum inside her cunt,” Mr. Armstrong says, holding my legs apart as he, too, cums inside me. He pulls his cock out and squeezes the excess cum onto my pussy lips. He checks his watch. “Three more minutes. Let’s see how many more you can take, Amber.”

Mr. Armstrong slaps my ass and someone else is quick to fill my pussy up, too. I moan loud, feeling like I’m not even Amber, anymore — I’m the office slut, the public cock-sleeve, the bimbo cum-dumpster who doesn’t know how to do anything but be a good fuck.

And then I see her — Mindy — standing at the doorway, watching.

I’m still sucking cock while I look at her. Her hand reaches down, as if she’s thinking about touching herself, but not sure about it.

The men around me flip me over onto all fours, quickly and easily filling all my holes again. I cum with a desperate moan, almost seeing stars and just hoping for the next cock to cum inside me soon.
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