
    
      
        
      

    




The Company Harem

Book 1

by Myra Dusk



All rights reserved ©2024 Myra Dusk

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, transmitted, or distributed by any means or in any form without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical review and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Note from the author: This book is a work of fiction. All characters in this story are 18 years of age and older.




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Company Harem, Book 1

Sign up for Myra Dusk's Mailing List

Also By Myra Dusk



The Lancer corporation was a big fish that made surprisingly few news headlines. They weren't publicly traded, so they didn't have shareholders to answer to, nor did they end up on the stock websites or the investing shows. That helped them to stay under the radar, despite their over $1 billion market reach in commercial real estate. Their executives kept things rather private, and it was clearly working on the business side of things, so there wasn't much push to change how things were done.

All of that was well above Chris's pay grade. He just wanted to move up the corporate ladder.

He wasn't trying to do that tonight, though. Tonight was pretty much the opposite. Tonight was going out with the guys from the office, having some drinks and blowing off steam. 

Chris was sitting at a table at Moony's, a small brewery and restaurant that wasn't too far from the office in the city. The place was loud and raucous, bustling in the peak of dinner hours on a Friday night. Perhaps as a result of the surrounding noise hiding their conversation, the guys from Lancer weren't worried about people overhearing risky parts of their conversation.

Chris was at the table with four other guys from Lancer, two of whom had higher titles than him, but he had known before they got promoted to their management rules in the logistics department. As happy hour gatherings with people from work tended to be, most talk was about work, with people mostly loosening up and branching out in conversation after a drink or two but then a couple drinks later, the conversation would come back to work.

"Well, why do you think I've been in this department for so long?" One of the guys, Michael, was saying, his hand holding onto the half-empty pint glass he was working down. "I don't just want to go and supervise on one of the warehouse floors or over in accounting or something. I'm holding out for a promotion that will put me where things are moving."

Michael was just an associate like Chris, and he talked a lot about being where things were moving, or shaking, or happening, though when he was pressed on it, Michael couldn't explain exactly what he meant. He just thought it was obvious in his wording, and waved away most questions about his goals.

"Sounds to me like you want to be a fitness instructor," Terry chimed in, one of the two managers sitting at the table, though neither of the two managers worked directly with any of the other men. Terry was a middle-aged black man whose eyes got a much younger sparkle in them when he prodded little jokes at Michael.

Michael had to laugh at that, his beer sloshing around in his glass. "Listen, I wouldn't mind being the personal trainer for Annie or Kayla," he said to the table with a lascivious wink. "Not that they need much training. But you know, I just like to tell them to jump here or lift this and then I get to sit back and watch."

The table laughed, the sound lost quickly in the noise of the restaurant. The yellow-orange lights hanging from the high ceiling shone down, making glasses shine and plates glisten with what was left on them from the remnants of dinner.

"Yeah, I'd like to see that." This was Ron, the other manager who was also in logistics. "Either one of them could crush your head between her thighs like a cantaloupe, Mike. Especially Kayla."

"She's fine as hell, though," Terry said, giving a low whistle. He looked over at Chris, his eyes sparkling. "I seen you looking at her during that all-hands meeting, Chris. Don't act like you weren't."

Chris shrugged, a little smile on his face. "What, I'm supposed to be embarrassed? She's fucking hot."

The truth of those words rolled around the table. Kayla was a black woman, with long hair that was usually curly unless she took the time to straighten it, which was a gorgeous look, but Chris liked it either way. Not that it mattered, because Kayla had shown nothing resembling romantic interest in Chris. She was a busty woman who wore her power suits well, but nothing could stop her ass from filling out her pants the way that it did. She knew how the men looked at her, and she took it in stride and used it to her advantage when she could. To get her asks prioritized, and all.

"That's for sure," Aaron, the last man at the table said. "But if one of them had to kill me with her thighs, I think I'd choose Annie." He barked out a laugh.

"Yeah, they're both hot," Chris said, after taking a long drink from his almost empty glass of beer. "But I'm trying to move up. Aaron, I know you are, and Michael, you're gonna land that fitness instructor job eventually."

Michael shook his head, grinning.

"Somehow I don't think complementing them on their asses is going to get it done," Chris said. He looked over at Michael. "When's the last time you got on a project with Annie? I feel like I haven't seen you on any requisitions. Annie and Kayla are both sales managers, and I figure the best way to get on their good side is to actually do good work and get them to notice you. Instead of just you noticing them."

Michael shrugged. "Maybe I've been focusing on the rec league basketball team a little more than I should. At least it keeps me...fit."

"There's other sales managers who can get you some good experience besides just Annie and Kayla," Ron said.

"Yeah," Aaron agreed, "but Annie and Makayla both work on our floor. And I'd rather sit in a meeting with either of them than with fucking Robert and have to hear him talk about fishing."

"I like fishing," Terry said.

"And I wouldn't want to listen to you talk about it, either." Aaron tipped his glass towards Terry, then took a drink.

The drinks were drained and more were ordered. The dinner rush died down some around them, but they were all still at the table, and the restaurant was still pretty loud. So Terry didn't seem self-conscious at all when he spoke next, the beers helping him along.

"We've established that your managers both like good workers," Terry said, looking around the table. "So yeah, you can bust your ass and see what happens. But you know, they also like to fuck."

Chris lowered his glass from his mouth, stopping in mid-sip. "What's that supposed to mean? "He said it with a smile on his face, swaying a little bit in his chair, a very pleasant drunkenness hanging over him.

Terry shrugged and leaned back in his chair, throwing an elbow over the back of it and relaxing. "I mean, shit. Everybody has heard the thousands of stories of the boss fucking his secretary and giving her a raise or whatever. Do you think that kind of sexual privilege really only extends one way, especially with women like Annie and Kayla?"

"What, like they fucked their way to the top?" Michael inquired.

Terry looked over at Ron, rolling his eyes. Ron picked up where Terry left off.

"No," Ron said. "Not like that. Well, I mean, it's possible they did, but I really don't know. And I don't say this because of them or what they're like, but because of how the Lancer corporation is. There's a surprising amount of closed-door stuff that goes on, but it really only benefits people, so the practices haven't changed."

"You're just confusing me more," Aaron said, looking down into his drink as though the answer were there.

Ron laughed at himself a little, perhaps realizing he was being obscure. "Sorry. Fine, I'll be more plain about it. I don't know whether Annie or Kayla fucked their way to the top. But what I am sure about is that the inverse is true. They love good and competent workers, yes, but now that they're in a position where they can enjoy a good lay and benefit someone's career from it, well...they do that."

The understanding dawned over Chris, Michael, and Aaron then, all of them with one hand on their drinks and realization on their faces.

"Wait," Chris said, shaking his head to clear his thoughts. "Ron, did you—?"

Ron raised a hand before Chris could finish the question, cutting him off. "No, I didn't. Not that that's a point of pride for me, or anything. Honestly, I wish that either of them had been above me so that I could climb their ladder, so to speak. I would have taken the opportunity. But it wasn't there for me."

"Let me jump in," Terry said, smiling. "I didn't either. But I also would have."

Michael blinked. "You don't think that's, I don't know, kind of wrong?"

Terry shrugged. "Like Ron said, there's a lot of closed-door stuff that happens at Lancer. Two consenting adults making good use of their bodies, I don't hate that. Lancer is a big corporation, but it could have been a lot bigger by now if it followed typical growth patterns of the industry. But the management is good and conservative, and people don't get jobs just for fucking. They have to be good at the work, too. If they're not, they're out of there. None of this 'rising to the level of your incompetence' bullshit."

"But neither of you did anything with Annie or Kayla," Aaron pointed out. "So you're just going on rumors."

"A lot can happen with a rumor," Chris muttered, picturing the office in his mind, and Kayla's nameplate beside her door.

"That's true," Ron agreed, though Chris wasn't sure whether Ron was agreeing with him or with Aaron. "But listen, I know you're all good at what you do, so I'll let another rumor out there. There's an unwritten way that these things happen, or at least that's how it went sometimes in logistics. I imagine it's the same in most departments."

Though the three of them professed their skepticism, all of them leaned in unconsciously as Ron spoke.

"There's that shared mailbox right outside the corridor that leads to the bunch of managers offices," Ron said, and Chris knew what he was talking about. "If someone were hypothetically interested in pursuing a sort of... let's call it a 'sexual interview,' that person could put their business card in an empty manila file folder, stick it in the shared mailbox addressed to whichever manager they're pursuing, and see what comes of it."

Terry nodded, as though he knew this fact, or rumor, as well. "It's discreet enough. Plenty of files in the mailboxes, and the mail people don't go flipping through them. It's harmless, really. If nothing comes of it, then nothing comes of it."

"You're so full of shit!" Aaron burst into laughter, and Chris joined in after a second.

Ron chuckled, looking over at Terry. "Maybe I am, huh? Maybe I am."

Chris shook his head again, and he finished his drink, thinking, How crazy would that be?

Back at work the following Monday, Chris assumed he would have forgotten about their conversation from Friday night drinks, but he hadn't. He read through his emails, revisited client files for meetings he had throughout the week, and kept looking over at the mailbox up on the wall by the management office corridor, across the floor. A big metal thing with a lot of different slots for different departments, but even from here he could see where to place files meant for management.

He put off the thoughts and focused on work as he finished his coffee, but then closer to lunchtime he found the idea forcing its way into his mind again. He looked down at his hands and saw that he was holding one of his business cards, slowly flipping it between his fingers. He didn't remember grabbing it.

"Fuck it," he said quietly to himself, and he knew that he was going to do it even before he stood up. He had to drop some files into the mailbox anyway, and he tucked his business card into an empty file folder and brought it along with him.

Chris got to the mailbox and distributed his few mailings into the proper spaces, leaving him with just the plain file folder in his hand. He hesitated, then realized he would just look stupid if he was standing here for no reason, so he hastily shoved the folder into Kayla's mailbox, sliding it between a few other files so it wouldn't stand out. Then before he could change his mind, he went back to his desk.

Chris immediately felt dumb about the whole thing, like he had gotten played by Ron and Terry, that he almost stood back up and just went and snatched the folder. But he had gone to the mailbox when he did because he knew the mail would be picked up shortly, and when he looked over there, it was already being collected.

"Stupid, stupid," he said to himself, shaking his head. He slid his little box of business cards off to the side so that it wasn't in his vision, and he resolved to put the whole thing out of his mind. If Kayla was in on the joke, he would hear it from her, and then from Ron and Terry, and he would be made fun of and he would deserve it. He let out a long breath. That was all, no sense worrying about it.

Now that the act itself was done, it was far easier for Chris to forget about it, and he headed off to a lunchtime meeting with the leasing team from one of the properties he had on his accounts.

The rest of the work day passed, and by the next day, Chris really had forgotten about the whole thing as the work week came into full swing and his duties took over. So when, on Wednesday, he had a somewhat-unexpected appointment with Annie on his calendar, he didn't think much of it. Meetings came up all the time.

The meeting wasn't until a little later in the day, and he noticed it was in a conference room on the third floor where there weren't a lot of people working. Sometimes they would meet longer-term clients there, just because the floor was quieter and didn't have as much traffic. It could be that Annie wanted him to join in on a big account, which brightened his mood a little. The meeting invitation didn't have any notes, but that was pretty common with Annie or even with Kayla. They were straight and to the point when it came to meetings, so an agenda usually wasn't necessary.

The afternoon came, and when the meeting reminder popped up on his computer, Chris blinked in surprise, having already forgotten about it amid the busy day. He stood up from his desk, wondering what to bring, but there was no agenda, so he just brought a blank pad of paper with a pen and headed down to the third floor.

When he got to the conference room, the floor around him was almost entirely empty. Not unusual for the third floor, at least as far as he knew, so he didn't think much of it. The conference room door was closed, and he cracked it open and peeked his head in to make sure there wasn't a meeting in there that had run long. But he saw Annie sitting at one end of the table, and he voiced a quick, "Hey," before stepping into the room and closing the door behind him.

Once he got into the room, he realized that Kayla was sitting there as well. He hadn't been able to see her when he was just sticking his head in. The two women sat with one chair between them, Kayla to Annie's left. On the table between them was a plain file folder, and Chris's mouth suddenly went dry.

He didn't know what to say, but neither of them asked him to speak. Annie just invited him to sit down, not sounding unfriendly.

Chris took a seat and looked at the two of them. They were both gorgeous, as had been discussed at Moony's. Annie was a white woman, blonde, with long hair that had a little bit of curl, and of course Kayla was a beautiful black woman whose long, black hair was curly today as well. They both had pleasant expressions on their faces, nothing ominous, but still Chris worried that he was about to be fired over this stupid joke that had been played on him. Annie had on a white blouse that seemed a little too low-cut for typical business operations, and Kayla's large breasts swelled out against her charcoal suit jacket and the dark top beneath.

"I just want to make sure," Kayla said. She put her slender fingers on the file folder and opened it, then slid it forward. The table wasn't that big, and Chris could clearly read his name on his business card, which sat alone inside. "You put this in my mailbox, right, Chris?"

"Yes," Chris said, feeling defeated. There wouldn't be much point in lying.

"Okay. Good. So someone brought you into the know." Kayla leaned back in her chair, looking over at Annie, then back to Chris. "I hope it doesn't bother you at all that Annie is here. We discussed this, and we both wanted to get involved."

"I didn't..." Chris trailed off, not sure what he intended to say. "I mean, probably you should both be here, I guess."

Annie smiled, showing white teeth. "I'm glad you feel that way. I know you've been working hard, and Kayla has seen the same. You're pretty cute, so I'm glad you wanted to move forward this way."

Chris's next words died in his throat. There was no way this was real. Because it sounded like Annie was saying that what Ron and Terry had told them the other night was exactly true. Chris took the compliment in stride, almost forgetting that it had been said. He was fit, with short brown hair and blue eyes, and he spent some time in the gym, but not as much as some other guys. He never would have thought that Annie or Kayla would look twice at him.

"I'm sure we all have things to do, so let's not dillydally." Kayla stood up, slipping her suit jacket off and revealing the toned, dark skin of her arms. "I know this is your first time in this kind of meeting, Chris, and I know you're looking at the supervisory role for eastern commercial. This isn't a guarantee for the job or anything, but it will help with our evaluation. And don't worry about the room. We have our privacy in here."

At that point, Annie stood up too, and she started to unbutton her blouse, revealing even more of her cleavage. Chris felt compelled to speak, just to put things in the air and get them straight in his head.

"So you two really want to just... have sex here, in the conference room?" Chris blinked, then adding on another fact that he had only just grasped at this second. "Both of you, at the same time?"

Annie smiled again. "It's efficient, and it's fun for us. I assume it will be for you, too. That's why you put your card in, right?"

Chris couldn't possibly say that he hadn't really believed this whole concept was real. It would feel insulting, not to mention that since it was indeed very real, he was into it. His hardening cock in his pants made sure of that, as the two sexy managers began to reveal more and more of their skin. The last thing he wanted to do was fuck this up.

"Just making sure I'm on the same page as you and Kayla," Chris said, smiling now as his excitement grew. Promotion or no promotion, this was the kind of meeting he could get into.

"All right, then," Kayla said. "Now, since your card was put in my mailbox, I don't mind starting. She locked eyes with Chris. "I don't know how you usually fuck, Chris, but in this room we are going to do things by mine and Annie's rules."

She didn't ask him if that was okay or if he agreed, but he nodded, immediately captured by her strong voice.

Kayla didn't acknowledge his response. She just kept getting undressed, placing her clothes neatly over the back of her chair so as not to wrinkle them. First the suit jacket, then her shirt, both folded in half. Chris got a look at her simple black bra before it was quickly removed, her huge tits bouncing free and showing hard nipples, betraying her own excitement and arousal.

Annie wasn't slow to get naked either, following the same measured movements as Kayla and making sure her clothes didn't get too ruffled. When she was halfway done, though, she looked at Chris where he was sitting and told him, "Hurry up and get naked. We only have the room for half an hour."

He was a little self-conscious. Even in this context, it felt weird getting naked in the office, but he was encouraged along by the sight of Annie and Kayla standing naked before him, both with huge sets of tits, Kayla with big nipples and Annie with slightly smaller ones. Kayla's hips were wide, showing the curve of her big black ass behind her.

Before he could get too distracted by their looks, Chris quickly stripped his clothes off, doing a much less satisfactory job of keeping them neat as a slung them over his chair. Wrinkles were the least of his concerns.

"Up on the table," Kayla commanded him, pointing at the sleek, glossy wood surface. At some point, she had swept his simple file folder off the table and onto one of the chairs. Chris did as he was told, getting up onto the table, and lying down where she told him to lay, looking up at the white tiles of the drop ceiling, his already-hard dick pointing straight up.

Annie and Kayla gave a look at his long and thick member, almost looking hungry. "Impressive, Annie said, and Kayla added, "Excited and eager to get to work. That's a good sign."

Then she got up on the table herself and said, "I hope you're hungry, Chris." Kayla was very in-shape, but that didn't stop her big boobs from bouncing and her big ass from jiggling as she got up on the table and stood above him, giving him a view he never thought he would see in his life.

Then she knelt down on the table and settled her crotch right over his face.

Chris knew what to do, inhaling her aroused musk and immediately licking at her folds, tasting her wetness as she cooed in appreciation. 

"It's good that you can take orders," she said, grinding back-and-forth on his face, making his cock wiggle in the air with the motion. She was facing forward on him, her big ass right above his face as she rode him, so he reached up with both hands and grabbed it, squeezing the flesh and loving how it felt.

"Oh! He's good, Annie," Kayla said, shivering as Chris's tongue slipped up her wet tunnel. "Certainly a skilled tongue is worth taking into consideration."

"We'll see how he holds up," Annie said teasingly, and she came up onto the table as well, crawling up between Chris's legs and forcing them open with her hands. Annie got good and close to his cock, but didn't touch it. Instead, she laid both her hands flat on the cold surface of the table, letting her palms and fingers get chilled, and then she reached up with one icy hand and wrapped it around Chris's cock.

He jumped at the cold touch, saying something muffled beyond recognition into Kayla's crotch. Annie smiled while she played with his cock with cold hands, giving him a little strokes to bring him tiny amounts of pleasure, then getting her hands cold again and touching the most sensitive parts of his cock. She cupped his balls with one cold hand, watching his legs twitch as she played with him, knowing that it felt good and uncomfortable at the same time.

Kayla watched Annie tease him with approval. "Don't slow down, now," she called down to him, Chris still licking at her pussy and sucking at her clit between her legs. To help him along, she pushed down harder at his face, engulfing him in her pussy.

Annie squeezed his cock hard, pulling up on it to make a big bead of precum slide out of the tip. But she didn't give him more pleasure than that. As much as he might have been enjoying it, the women made it clear that they had specific plans to make sure they got the most out of this encounter first.

"Keep working on him, Annie," Kayla said, raising herself up off of his face just so that she could turn around. "I wanna see him really fight for air."

With her crotch off his face, Chris pulled in as much breath as he could, but Kayla was already straddling him, forward-facing now. She moved down his body, her knees on either side just above his hips, and her huge, dark skinned breasts were dangling above him, just inches away.

"Suck on my nipples, Chris." Kayla smiled. "Do a good job." 

"Happy to," Chris said, and he was smiling himself as she lowered her big, hard nipples down to his face. He took one in his mouth, feeling the bumps on it with his tongue as Kayla threw her head back. The weight of her breast squished against his face, covering him, and he moaned. Annie squeezed at his cock, smacking it around now, making his hips jump at the pleasure and pain. She kept a cold hand caressing and teasing at his balls.

Kayla moved her other breast to Chris's face, forcing the nipple into his mouth for him to suck on. He pulled the hard nib between his lips, giving it a little nibble with his teeth. She pressed down on him, covering him with the weight of her tit and stopping him from breathing. She moved her breasts back and forth on him, knowing exactly what she was doing to allow him to breathe just enough, then force-feed him another nipple. She must have loved having her nipples worked, and Chris loved doing it, bringing his hands up to her boobs as well to squeeze at her supple flesh and feel it under his fingers.

Annie gave his cock one last good smack, and then she pulled herself away from his crotch, coming down off of the table and around to the other side where his head was near the edge.

"Mind if I help?" she asked Kayla, and Kayla leaned back a little to allow Annie to join her. Annie’s big tits met the top of Chris’s head, and the two women pushed their huge racks together over his face, smothering him completely. Chris held his breath while reaching out with his lips and his tongue, finding nipples and sucking on them as he was told, never sure which one of them was in his mouth. They playfully pushed their breasts together, crushing him, then would pull up, lifting their huge tits with their hands to let him breathe, only to drop both pairs back down on him together. They hit hard enough to hurt, but he would have let them beat him to death with them. 

"Go on and take a ride Kayla, I can tell you’re dying for it," Annie said, putting her hands flat on the table and making to bring herself up onto the surface again. "I want a turn with his head between my legs."

"Girl, you don’t have to twist my arm." Kayla pulled her nipple out of Chris’s mouth with a wet pop! and moved backward on him, sliding her flesh along his and bending his cock backwards with the heavy curve of her ass as she lined himself up on him.

"Don’t go shooting now," Kayla told him, rubbing her wet cunt along his length with infuriating slowness. He could feel himself prodding at her hole, but she wouldn’t let him in. "A good manager knows when to hold back, and when to let go, huh? Show us how you control yourself in times of...stress."

With that, she let his cock line up with her hole, but she didn’t sit down on him just yet. She was waiting for Annie, who had gotten back up onto the table and now was straddling Chris, lowering herself down on him just as Kayla had. She faced Kayla, laying her ass down on Chris’s face and blocking his air again.

Figuring he knew what she wanted, he reached his tongue out to lap at her pussy, but Annie said "Ah-ah!" and pulled herself forward, taking her holes away from him. Slowly, she settled back down over him, but she made sure that he could hear what he said before she did.

"Eat my asshole, Chris," Annie said. "That's where I like a man's tongue. Show me your enthusiasm."

Kayla's ass was bigger than Annie's, but the woman's ass on his face was plenty respectable in its own right. She even helped him a bit, reaching back with one hand to spread a cheek open, letting him know exactly where he needed to go. Further down, Kayla still hovered just on the tip of his cock, seemingly waiting for him to comply with Annie's command before she would let him inside of her.

Chris wasn't trying to hesitate. He very much wanted to eat Annie's ass, and he lifted up his head so that he could press his tongue against her back door. She pressed back into him, feeling the touch of his tongue. Her asshole twitched around him as he licked around her rim.

"Oh, he's in there, Kayla," Annie said, riding Chris's face. Kayla gave a little nod of acknowledgment, and then the next thing he knew, Chris was inside of her, Kayla settling herself down on his cock. He groaned in pleasure, her hot, wet insides grabbing onto his shaft. Kayla let out a long, low sound of pleasure as well as his cock filled her up, sliding easily into her hot hole, but still stretching her wide around his shaft. 

Her tight pussy felt incredible around him, and he couldn't help but let loose moans of pleasure into Annie's asshole as he tried to wedge his tongue inside of it. Kayla's weight sank down onto him, the little bristles of her recently-shaven pussy rubbing against him as she took him to the hilt in one motion, sitting down on him. Out of her mouth came a whoosh of satisfied breath, her hair hanging down in front of her face. She started to move up and down on him, her hot, tight tunnel pulling at his cock as she slid up and down. He thrust his hips up into her when she came back down, not able to stop himself from the action even if he wanted to.

"No cumming," she reminded him, panting. She rode his cock, her ass slamming down into his legs. Plap! Plap! "No matter how good it feels."

Chris murmured some pained agreement between Annie's butt cheeks. Annie was working him just as hard as Kayla was, pressing back to get him to eat her ass deeper, and once it seemed the two women had found their rhythm, Annie leaned forward to meet Kayla in the middle. The two of them began making out sloppily over Chris's stomach, grabbing at each other's breasts and vocalizing their delight into each other's mouths. 

Chris tightened his loins as much as he could, because Kayla wasn't slowing down on him, and he didn't really have agency to get these two women off of him. He just had to bear it, swirling his tongue around and inside of Annie's asshole while the extreme pleasure of Kayla's cunt threatened to steal the orgasm right out of him. The slapping sound of her dropping down on his cock grew louder and wetter as her own arousal flushed her, driving her only to ride him faster. Annie and Kayla pinched and pulled each other's nipples with a familiarity that showed they had done this before. Their tongues circled around each other, hair mingling together and breath mixing in the air between them.

Eventually, though it felt like forever as Chris tried to hold back his orgasm, Kayla took one hand off of Annie's tits and put it between her own legs to rub at herself, unable to resist the temptation of cumming anymore. She rubbed furiously at her clit, still moving up and down on Chris's shaft, and Chris felt her fingers poke at his rod as she worked herself, hard and fast, whimpering.

When she came, she pushed herself forward on the top and backward on the bottom, driving Chris's cock deep inside of her while latching her mouth onto Annie's and trying to hide her moans of pleasure inside of Annie's lips. Her cunt squeezed at Chris's cock, her riding motions becoming jerky and uneven, until the waves of pleasure finally tapered off and she withdrew from Annie's mouth, panting and trailing a string of saliva.

But even in the throes of her passion, she could tell that Chris was about to burst, and apparently she approved of how long he had held out, because she gave him one last little grind before pulling off and telling him, "Let it out, big guy!"

The shock of the room's temperature-controlled air hit his dick, a stark contrast to the hot embrace of Kayla's pussy. But she had read him exactly right, and with a groan, he started to cum into the open air, splashing his seed on the bottom of Kayla's cheeks and all over his legs and on the table. He moaned nonsense into Annie's rear end as his soul emptied out of him through his cock, which kept pulsing and twitching long after there was nothing else left to come out of him.

Annie had watched him come, raising her head over Kayla's shoulder as Kayla leaned forward to recover. The sight of it was immensely satisfying to her, and when he was done, she moved herself back on his face so that he was primed to eat her pussy.

"Finish me off, Chris," she said to him, her voice quivering with anticipation. "I'm about ready."

Chris's tongue was exhausted, but he gave 110% to Annie's pussy, tasting her wetness. When he found her clit, she gasped, and he knew that she really was right on the edge. He followed her instructions, staying on her clitoris and working it with his lips and tongue to finish her off. Her orgasm arrived right on top of his face, and Annie rubbed against him with intensity, using his face as a sex toy to squeeze the most pleasure possible out of her climax. He relished in the sensation of her juices dripping down his face, only releasing her clit when she pulled away from him because the stimulation had become too much.

Annie and Kayla got off the table, recovering a lot quicker than Chris, who had to lay there catching his breath as the mess of three different people dried upon his skin. There was a small restroom down a short hallway attached to the room, and the two managers used this to get cleaned up, coming back orderly and getting dressed with efficiency. If there was any doubt in Chris's mind that the two of them had done this before, this was just another piece of evidence that they were quite practiced at it.

He did eventually make his way off the table and sort himself out the same way the two of them did, though not quite as quickly. Perhaps that wasn't his fault, as he had a lot more of a mess on him than the two of them had had. He scrubbed his face with half a tree's worth of paper towels, and by the time he had gotten back to the conference room, both Kayla and Annie were already dressed. Somewhat sheepish, he quickly pulled his clothes on and smoothed them out as best he could.

Kayla and Annie had put the sexual fluster behind them, and were looking at him the way a manager would typically appraise an employee.

"We are very satisfied with this meeting," Annie said to Chris, smiling a little to show that she was being coy.

"Excellent performance," Kayla complimented, straightening her blouse as she spoke. "We will send you some follow-up work about the position that you'll need to submit before the end of the week, but our...discussion here will be taken into consideration."

Annie raised a hand, as if to slow Chris's thoughts. "Not that this is a guarantee for promotion, or anything like that. As we said. That's not how Lancer works. It's a meritocracy first, with some scheduled fun thrown in that helps to see who might work well together with whom. You understand?"

"Yes, I understand," Chris said with a nod. The whole thing did make perfect sense, no matter how strange it might have been to the Chris from a few days ago. "Thank you, ah, for, you know...giving me the time."

Annie smiled. "I'll call in the cleaners. You're due back at your desk, Chris."

So he left them behind in the conference room, blinking and tempted to pinch himself to make sure that it all been real. But he had been well more than pinched back there, so that wouldn't do anything. He got back to his desk a few minutes later and was surprised to find the email about the job application already there, having arrived just a moment ago. Annie must've had a laptop hidden somewhere in the room.

God, what couldn't these women pull off? Chris got to work on the submission, suddenly not too concerned over whether he got the job or not. In some way, it felt like he had already been promoted.

As far as concession prizes might go, fucking Annie and Kayla was a pretty damn good one.

––––––––
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