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Chapter 1

Jenna

I’ve wanted gender-specific bathrooms at my work for the longest time. I keep complaining about it to my CEO, Valerie King, that the unisex restroom is annoying and feels unethical.

But my complaints always fall on deaf ears. Usually it goes something like this: Val rolls from her desk to me in the doorway of her corner office, crosses her shapely leg over her knees, drawing my eyes to her lovely thunder thighs and the hem of her smart business skirts that end halfway down them. The sight steals my attention, makes my throat run dry, and I forget what the hell I’ve been complaining about.

Valerie King has that power. She commands the building with an iron fist, and knows how to handle all of her employees—me included.

Just because I’m a girl’s girl, I don’t worship the ground she walks because of it. It’s not because I wish she had the assets she does, either, both financially and physically.

No, I acquiesce and bow my head like a good little girl whenever Valerie speaks because she scares me.

She started SmartKing from the ground up, employs hundreds of people at the Fortune 500 social media management firm, and is a total Boss Bitch. She can also be a total real bitch, and the last thing I want to do is get on her bad side and threaten my job.

Conversely, I yearn for her praise on a daily basis. Getting a compliment or a smile from her is better than a body-shaking orgasm. It’s like a drug.

Another reason I don’t want to risk my job by whining too much? I like it here. I’m good at my job, and Valerie gives me a long leash.

Sometimes I wish she would literally give me a long leash. That would be something.

I’m one of the HR girls. Val is twice my age, with twice my experience, and she’s also twice my size in every physical attribute: tits, hips, ass, legs. She stands six feet tall—not including the stabby heels she wears every day—and I’m hardly more than five feet. Plus I wear flats.

Which means when she stands and really wants to get your attention, I’m stuck looking at her colossal chest unless I crane my neck.

Talk about a power play. She knows how to work the mommy angle, and isn’t afraid to do it for all of her employees.

Long story a bit longer, we aren’t getting separate guy-girl bathrooms. We’re stuck with the unisex one, which leads to all sorts of office shenanigans I’ll get to in a minute.

Eighty-percent of us are women at SmartKing, which is why I find it surprising that morning when I roll up to the fifth level of the eight-story office building Val owns and find a row of young men sitting in the hallway outside her room.

They’re all looking sharp and dapper in their suits and ties, sitting straight-backed, with slightly pale and scared features. If these dudes are anyone worth knowing, then they know Val King’s reputation, which is why they look ready to piss their pants before even talking to her.

Like I said, I’m the HR girl, and my main job title is “hiring manager.” Valerie won’t let anyone work here who isn’t first vetted by me, and then personally by her.

These four young guys are the ones who made it past the first round of phone interviews, I realize. They’re applying for engineering positions, as coders to help SmartKing’s back-end team.

One of the chairs in the hallway is empty, and I find it surprising that the fifth and final interviewee would bail on this potential job opportunity when they’d made it this far. I mean, the job starts at $190,000. It’s not chump change.

Valerie King might be a Queen Bitch, but she also pays well and treats her employees well if you’re on her good side. I’ve managed to stay on her good side for three years and counting.

I think nothing more of the empty chair as I give small nods to the four guys, tiny smiles, and then shuffle down the hall toward the dreaded restroom. It’s nine in the morning and the floor is already bustling with phone calls, clattering keyboards, and conversation.

Further down the hall, I get to the restroom, find the door closed, and knock.

No one answers, I try the handle, and it swings open.

And this is why I wanted a gender-specific bathroom!

Because there’s a young man in here, dressed like the ones outside sitting in the hall, spinning away from the urinal up against the far wall.

Except he didn’t hear me come in because I was an idiot and didn’t say anything like “Anyone in here?” before barging in.

As the guy turns, my eyes zero-in south, on the big meaty cocky in his fist that he’s just starting to stuff away into his slacks as I open the door.

I let out a small squeak of a gasp, eyes bulging, and the sound makes his head shoot up to see who it is.

Even once he’s looking at my face, I’m still staring at his dick, for a few reasons. First, it’s quite early in the morning to be seeing cock. Second, I’m practically always horny, being twenty-two years old. And third, because the cock in question is massive.

It droops out from his fist, the guy holding it at the thick base, and has a tip too big for my mouth. At least I assume, based on its wide ridge. The slab of cock is hairless, beautiful, and bigger than any of my ex’s.

And it’s still soft!

Another thing that surprises me in these few stuffy seconds, is that the young man the dick is attached to isn’t such an imposing, huge guy. He seems rather . . . normal. Dorky even?

. . . Almost like he’s here to apply for an engineering job to do SmartKing’s back-end coding.

“Uh, shit,” the guy says. His penis is tucked away in his pants now, which he’s just about to zip up. “Didn’t notice someone had come in. Sorry.”

My cheeks are on fire. “Y-You didn’t lock the door.”

He shrugs—zip—and he grabs the button to close the waistband of his pants. “Must have forgot.”

“Wait,” I blurt out before he can tuck his dress shirt into his pants and close them completely.

The young man freezes. His head slightly tilts. “Huh?” He looks me up and down.

I close the door behind me.

Lock it.

When I look at the guy again, his hands are on his hips. “Whoa. This looks like a lawsuit waiting to happen, ma’am.”

“That’s no way to get hired,” I snap back, feeling a wave of brattiness come over me. It’s joined by horniness, which I don’t want to admit to this fresh-faced newcomer.

A small tilt comes to his lips, which makes me realize he’s hotter and less dorky than I thought. “Who says I’m here to get hired?”

“The four guys sitting in the hallway and the empty chair next to them says it. And the fact I don’t recognize you.”

He lets out a small laugh. His face is as clean and shaven as his pubic area was. He’s maybe half a foot taller than me—not a big guy by any means—and has a charming smile and bright blue eyes I could get lost in.

“You’re quick, ma’am. But do you claim to recognize everyone who works here?”

“I’d better. I’m the head of HR here.”

His smile vanishes, and now it’s his turn to slightly pale. A wicked sensation of gleeful satisfaction rolls through me, and I hide my smirk.

I take a step in, feeling the power dynamic shift in a single heartbeat.

“Shit,” he says under his breath.

When I take another step in, I’m only three feet from him now. “That’s right. My name is Jenna Masowitz. I might be able to help you jump the line for an interview with the Head-Bitch-in-Charge.”

He blinks rapidly. “You’re Witty Masowitz?”

Right. My moniker from the “Thirty Under Thirty” article that ran about me a couple years back, when I first came to SmartKing.

I push my glasses up my nose, put my hands on my hips, raise my chin, flip dark curls off my shoulder, and strike a defiant pose. “Is it such a surprise?”

He clears his throat. Now he looks ashamed, wilting, which I don’t exactly like. I try not to be a bitch like Valerie is, but sometimes I can’t help it.

Especially when my pussy gets suddenly wet before my day has even really started.

“. . . How can you help me jump the line, ma’am?” he asks sheepishly.

I beckon him forward, curving my hand. “I’ll need to see what I just saw again. I like to know what Ms. King’s employees are working with. She doesn’t want any weaknesses on her team.”

The guy’s eyes widen in shock. His mouth drops open. “Y-You’re not serious.”

I snort, shaking my head. All levity is gone from my face, replaced by a glittering need in my eyes. “Let me put your fat dick in my mouth and give it a test run, you horse-hung bastard, and we’ll see how serious I am.”

He’s at a loss for words. Stammering. Blushing.

Which gives me a perfect amount of time to get on my knees in front of him, unzip his slacks, and rip them down to his knees.

The young man’s cock swings out, slapping against my face with a fleshy thud, and I let out a yip of excitement.

Before he even knows what’s happening, I have both my dainty hands wrapped around his length, stroking, feeling the velvety texture, while my mouth waters. His cock smells lovely and musky, short-circuiting my brain.

“Fuck, this thing’s a behemoth,” I mutter from my knees, glancing up to see the guy staring down at me in shock.

I keep playing with his hung cock, until I smile at him and reach into his pants. I hoist his fat balls out right behind his quickly growing cock, lightly plopping them in my hand like I’m a human scale. They’re weighty, well-manicured and hairless like his dick, and practically bouncing.

“Damn, these big bad boys feel like they’re so full of cum they could burst.” I give his package a quizzical look, then glance up at him again. “Are you a hard comer?”

He nods slowly. Still aghast and in shock. I suppose getting a morning blowjob from the HR girl at the place he’s interviewing at was not on his Bingo card for today.

It wasn’t on mine, but I can’t resist. Valerie wouldn’t mind, surely.

My pouty lips touch the tip and I taste salty precum. I let out an “Mmm” of satisfaction as his cock grows in my palms. My strokes become slower, more deliberate, until I’m wielding this stranger’s oversized dick and it’s stretching past my chin, nose, forehead, and off the end of my skull.

I lick it from base to tip, muttering, “Such a tasty dick,” more to myself than anyone else. “Don’t think my lips will get around it.”

I give it my best shot anyway. When my maw widens, my jaw cracks, and then I lunge forward and throat the guy with everything I have.

It isn’t long before my hand dips beneath the short work skirt I’m wearing, past my damp panties, and my fingers curve into my drenched pussy.

I reposition myself, my Mary Jane’s clacking on the tiles while my head bobs back and forth. My eyes get a beautiful sight of his balls swinging from my momentum pushing into him, and they’re just about ready to clack against my chin.

I smile—then gag, realizing I can’t move my lips and keep him throated at the same time. My saliva lubes up his huge dick, and then I’m able to get more inches down my greedy gullet, until that giant cockhead is kissing the back of my throat.

That’s when I feel a hand on the back of my skull.

My eyes water.

The guy says in a dreary tone, “You asked for this, remember.”

I try to say something, but it just comes out as, “Gawk,” and then he starts well and truly fucking my face. His balls swing faster, harder, clapping against my chin and making froth and spit spill out the corners of my mouth.

My eyes roll back. The tears make everything blurry.

I can’t breathe so well, and it dawns on me that if I’m not careful, this guy is going to make me pass out on his cock. He’s too big for me!

“Such a tight, horny little mouth,” he grunts, showing me the true freaky nature of this young man. “You made the first move, Miss Masowitz, but I’ll be damned if I’m gonna let you make the last.”

My world blurs as he fucks my face, bloating my neck with his huge cock. My hands move to his hips, clapping wildly on his flesh just above his lowered pants, right to his V-shaped cum-gutters.

Finally he lets me go and I pull back. A whoosh of air flies into my mouth, mingling with the precum and saliva. I cough wildly, going onto my hands and knees and spitting up on the ground. I’m practically drooling from the scent of his balls plastered on my chin and face.

“You good, ma’am?” he asks, though he doesn’t sound too concerned.

I blink and look up through dewy eyes. His towering cock is right over me, the shadow from the LED lights above casting a wide shadow of his dick over my entire face, silhouetting his entire body in a menacing, lewd way.

“I started it . . .” I croak, “. . . so you get to finish it.”

He flashes a smile. “Just as I said, Miss Masowitz. I’m glad we have an agreement.”

Slowly, as I wobble to my feet, he grabs my arm and helps me up. At least he’s a gentleman in that way . . .

But only because it allows him to spin me around and push me up against the sink, where I quickly reach down to hike my skirt up and present him with my pink little holes.

“You thought that was tight?” I murmur. My panties go down and my skirt goes up around my waist, just above my tight little bubble-ass. Then I spread my cheeks for the guy and showcase my pussy and asshole. “Wait ‘til you try these holes.”

“Fuck,” he mutters breathlessly. I can already feel his giant slippery cock, coated with my spit, rubbing up against the slight curves of my little ass cheeks.

Then he chuckles. “My name’s Blake, by the way.”

I give him a bratty scowl over my shoulder. “Don’t expect me to remember that after you’re done fucking me stupid, Blake. You’re just a number to me. We all are at SmartKing.”
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Chapter 2

Valerie

I’m already in a pissed off mood today before the day has even begun. Someone cut me off in traffic on the way here, almost making me crash my damn $250,000 Porsche. I wanted to do more than give them the double birds as I narrowly avoided getting T-boned, but that’s all I could muster if I wanted to get to work on time.

Any other day, I wouldn’t have to be here when I don’t want to be here. It’s my damn company, after all, and I own the building. None of the two-hundred-plus employees I pay would have said a damn thing if I took the week off. Hell, they probably wouldn’t say anything even if I never showed my face in the office again.

But that would be bad for morale. And bad for me ego, since I appreciated watching the younger girls and boys ogle me and hold me on a pedestal. I’m conceited like that, and I’m not too proud to admit it.

My day didn’t get much better after the near-crash, either. Because once I got here, I remembered why I had to show up on time in the first place: to hire a new coder.

Jenna had done the busy work of finding the five people with the best potential, and they all happen to be men. I was a little worried at first, because I have a strictly girls-first policy for hiring, but alas. I’m stuck with these dweebs.

The first guy was an instant “no” not based on any tangible criteria, but because he was around my age.

There’s only enough room for one disillusioned Gen-Xer in this building—at least in my vicinity—and my cloud isn’t big enough to share with Mr. Gary Hartwell.

Ageism is alive and well here, and I know I’m a bitch to admit that, but another reason Gary didn’t make the cut is because his CV was lacking and he had the personality of a cardboard box.

And not even a cardboard box I wanted to fuck, either. Poor guy.

Second up was a younger man, probably the most handsome of the bunch. But he pissed me off because he thought he was witty, and I already had Witty Masowitz to contend with on my HR team, so I don’t feel like I need another smart-talker. Especially when it might get in the way of dealing with the rest of the team in an amicable manner.

When Jenna comes in with her hands behind her back like a good little worker-bee, she introduces the third interviewee. There’s a sly little smirk on her face that she didn’t have with the first two, and I wonder what the hell it means . . .

And then I see his face as he steps in beside Jenna and stands in the doorway of my large corner office.

Red rage floods behind my eyes.

It’s the damn prick who nearly rammed into me in traffic!

I rise from my seat—all six-six of me in my heels—with my palms down on my desk. My huge tits bounce I move so fast, and the buttons on my shirt holding them in are the true heroes here, fighting for their lives to keep me from busting out of my top.

“Shit,” the young man groans.

Jenna’s eyes flicker to him, concern etching her brow as she noticed my instant anger. Clearly she was smirking for some other reason, because she had no idea this guy was the culprit behind my traffic kerfuffle.

“Motherfucker,” I growl, through gritted teeth.

The young man rubs the back of his neck, having the decency to stare down at the floor in shame. “I might as well just turn around and walk away, huh?”

Jenna says, “Uh, I have no idea what’s going on, but this is . . . Blake.” She stops and looks at the clipboard she’s holding behind her back. “Blake Stephens.”

“I know who he is, Jenna,” I say, still gritting my teeth. I feel a twitch in my jaw. The young man is somewhat handsome, not very imposing, and is definitely the guy who almost rammed me on his rush to get over here for this interview.

A twisted sensation fills me, as I realize I can toy with this guy before giving him the boot out the building, if only to feel better about myself.

“You do?” Jenna questions, confused.

“I was in a rush to drive here,” Blake says morosely, “and I think I, uh, almost hit Ms. King’s car with my own.”

“You think? There is no thinking here, Mr. Stephens. That’s exactly what happened.” My words come out clipped.

He raises his arms in the air in defeat. “I’m sorry, ma’am. Obviously I didn’t mean to—”

“Sit down,” I order, pointing at the chair on the other side of my desk.

His head tilts, now looking just as confused as Jenna. “You mean I can . . . still interview?”

I nod curtly.

He takes the seat, with Jenna standing behind him, her back straight like a soldier’s at roll call. “Well thank you, ma’am. You’re not as bad as everyone says.”

I roll my eyes, taking my seat. “You’re not off to a good start with that little comment, Mr. Stephens. Strike two.”

He gulps audibly. The asshole.

Before he sat, and while I was still standing on the other side of the desk, I noticed that I’m nearly a foot taller than him with my heels on. It gives me a perverse sense of power and authority knowing that, which calms me a little.

That being said, Blake Stephens doesn’t seem to show any reticence once he’s sitting. He’s strangely confident, despite his size and despite what we went through together this morning on G Street.

I give a cursory glance over his CV, keeping an unimpressed pout on my face and making sure he sees it. I want him to squirm, but he doesn’t seem capable of being shy, which I find odd for an engineer and coder. They’re usually soft boys, and I wonder what makes this one different.

It piques my interest, for sure, and I oddly find myself wanting to get to know more about him. Despite everything—despite our rough start.

“Can we start over, ma’am?” he asks.

“No.” Flip, another page turns over. I lean forward in my seat. “You have a large gap in your resume. It looks like you weren’t studying at school or working from 2021 to midway through 2022. Why?”

He shrugs nonchalantly. “Got bored of the work, ma’am.”

I scoff. His answer pisses me off. “The pandemic was happening. AI wasn’t the world-shaking thing that it is now. Digital marketing and stay-at-home jobs were more popular than they’ve ever been. You could have had your pick of the litter as a coder, and you were . . . bored?”

He nods. “I decided to do something unrelated with my time, Ms. King. Work isn’t everything, hmm?”

Blake fixes me with a stare, the young prick. He’s half my age and I feel like I could snap his neck if I sat on his face, the loser. Part of me wants to, to get out some of this aggression.

I know what that stare is saying without his words spelling it out: The range of dates I spouted off was around the same time my very-public divorce was going through. It was on all the tabloids at the time, and no one at this job has dared to call me out on it yet.

But Blake Stephens doesn’t work here. He doesn’t live by the same rules as my employees. Yet.

“True, Mr. Stephens,” I say, acting calm, “work isn’t everything.” I splay my hand out at the printed out pages on my desk. “But this is still alarming to me. Is there anything you can tell me that would give me a good reason to hire you?”

Blake winces, baring his teeth with a cringe. The full-of-himself bastard doesn’t even have the wherewithal to speak up and defend himself. I start to think he might be a bit dumb.

“In my opinion, you lack drive, Mr. Stephens,” I say, getting my vengeance on him for earlier today. “You went to a good school, sure, and had a good job years ago in this same sector, but technology changes fast, and we can’t have anyone holding back the team.”

He’s ready to give up already.

Blake slaps his hands down on the armrests of the chair and starts to stand. “Well, I assumed you would say—”

“Erm, just a moment, Ms. King,” Jenna blurts out. She moves from behind his chair, around my desk, and comes up to me.

“What is it, Jen?” I ask, glancing up at her.

She bends slightly—I’m almost as tall as her sitting—and shields her mouth with her hand to whisper something into my ear.

“Mr. Stephens has . . . other endowments we might not want to look over, ma’am. I think he could be, uh, useful in the office.”

I blink at her. Glance over at Blake, then back to her. My voice lowers to a whisper that only she can hear. “I don’t like the way you emphasized those words, Jenna. Speak plainly.”

“He has a cock as long as my forearm, ma’am.”

I hide the shock from my face. I’ve always known my HR girl as the horniest freak on the fifth floor, but this is new. It makes me wonder if she’s . . .

“Oh? Taken it for a test run, have you, Miss Masowitz?” I whisper back, lips curling with a smirk.

Jenna glances past her hand to Blake, who is awkwardly watching us, though he can’t hear us. “Yes. Accidentally caught him in the bathroom with his pants down. Literally. Couldn’t stop myself, ma’am.”

I make air quotes. “Accidentally, I’m sure.”

She pulls back, no longer whispering. “Honest!”

I shoo her away with a hand. “You can go outside and wait, Jenna. How many more interviews do I have to do today?”

“You have two more, ma’am.”

I sigh heavily, nodding glumly. Jenna looks sad to be tossed aside, but she doesn’t get to see what I have planned next.

Once she turns and leaves the room, I’m alone with Blake Stephens. He stares blankly at me, surprise coloring his features. My eyes swiftly take in the space between his legs, but I can’t see much of a bulge, and I wonder if Jenna’s size-telling skills are off. She is on the petite side, after all, and I am not.

Then I spot something in a place I didn’t expect—a protruding mound that I thought would be between his manspreading legs, but is instead resting on top of his thigh.

I pull back from my desk, my rolling chair creaking. “It’s your lucky day, Mr. Stephens. Jenna has put in a good word for you.”

His face lights up. “Really?”

It’s the first time I’ve seen him slightly embarrassed or not completely confident in himself.

I nod curtly. “Stand up.”

He does.

“Come here.”

He does.

No one goes against my wishes in this building. Especially not boys begging to be hired for such a good job.

I steeple my hands on the desk. “Jenna says you have other endowments I should consider. Perhaps they’ll be enough to keep you around.”

“En . . . dowments? Ma’am?”

I roll my eyes. “Don’t be dense. Show me what you showed her.”

“You mean what I stuffed down her throat and in her tight little holes in the bathroom?”

Now it’s my turn to be surprised. I lean back in my seat again, crossing one leg over the other to keep my pussy from getting too wet. “Yes. That’s what I mean.”

Blake Stephens unzips his pants, slightly lowers them, and reaches in. He comes out with two handfuls and drops it heavily on the desk right in front of me.

The boy’s cock is massive, as Jenna promised, and my eyes light up at the sight of such a pretty, fat, young dick.

“Oh my, Mr. Stephens. You were holding out on me.”

“I guess I should have lead with this, eh?”

“You should have,” I agree matter-of-factly.

“You’re just as much of a horny perverted slut as your HR girl, aren’t you, Ms. King?” he asks, his swagger taking on new heights now that he’s bared his huge endowment to me and has nothing to be ashamed of.

I smirk at him. “Don’t get it twisted, Mr. Stephens. I’m much more perverted than that waif of a girl.” Then I shrug. “I guess you can blame the divorce.”

He breaks out in a chuckle. “Whatever you say.”

“I say you use that on me,” I announce. He pulls back from the desk, sliding his python off it so it swings down and wobbles heavily between his thighs in front of his chubby low-hanging nutsack.

Then I raise a finger to stop him. “But before you do, I have another job to prove your usefulness to me first.”
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Chapter 3

Blake

I can hear the voices above me murmuring, but I can’t see any faces, because this woman has me stuffed under her giant desk. Literally.

I want this job more than I let on. I had heard from interviewing experts that the interviewee actually holds the leverage in these situations, and not to play my hand too desperately.

Having the HR girl walk in on me in the bathroom was complete happenstance, but it turned out it might have been my saving grace here. Because the twist of Ms. Valerie King being the one who I almost hit with my car this morning in my rush to get here, was surely enough to get me booted on the spot.

Jenna Masowitz whispered something in Valerie’s ear that made her eyebrows perk. It was the first expression other than sheer rage that I’d noticed on the older MILF.

I played fast and loose since I got here, and now I’m under her desk, my face stuffed between her bulky thighs.

Valerie’s pussy smells lovely, almost perfumed, and mixed with the heady tint of her natural scent. She keeps herself well-shaved, like me, which I find surprising for a woman in her forties.

Of course, even before I came here, I knew Valerie King was a power player. She’s a bigwig in the world of tech, and SmartKing has done amazing things in social media management for some of the biggest companies in the world.

I also knew she was hot as hell, having seen her picture in numerous magazines, TV shows, ads, and tabloids. But I hadn’t put together her face when she flipped me two middle fingers this morning, because it was racked with anger.

Now her hand is on my head, gently perusing through my hair. She stuffs my face deeper between her legs, and my tongue makes contact with her sopping pussy lips.

She wore no underwear to work, which I find surprising. Her thigh-highs hide the pale tone of her thick, lustrous legs, as she sits manspreading before me, like how I was when I was sitting on the other side of this desk.

Shortly after I whipped my dick out and slapped it on her desk for her to judge, she made me crawl to her on my hands and knees.

Like I said, I want this job. And I’m not opposed to going on all fours to prove it.

I went under her desk—a massive oak thing, which makes sense given her impressive height. Then Valerie touched her call box and told Jenna to bring in the next interviewee, surprising the hell out of me.

Now the guy is talking his face off on the other side of Valerie King, sitting where I was a few minutes ago.

I have to wonder if the guy even realizes that I walked into this room and never came out after my interview was done.

It’s the thrill of it all that gets me going. My cock hardens in my slacks, so painful that it feels like I’ll burst while I eat out my would-be boss.

This “She-E-O” as people have described her in news articles, is hornier than I ever imagined. The deeper my tongue roves over her supple pussy lips and into her inviting hole, the wetter she becomes.

She’s practically lathering my face with her juices at this point, soiling her seat where she’s sitting.

Yet she keeps a deadpan voice for the interviewee the whole time, going over his work history, his prior jobs, his schooling, and all the rest.

I can tell she’s just playing the part. Rubbing my head like I’m a good little pet, trying to dominate me and teach me my place before she hires me.

And I figure if I fuck her well enough today, then I’ll get the job.

It’s my job to lose . . . and I won’t let that happen.

So I start to vigorously lick and lave her clit, switching between her pussy, lightly touching the tender skin beside it, moving my hands deftly to her curvy waist.

Valerie King is a voluptuous woman used to getting what she wants, and she’s used to getting pleasure whenever she asks. But her voice finally starts to lilt once I’ve got her good and sopping-wet. I have to be quiet with my tonguing, eating her out passionately in the darkness under her desk, or else the guy interviewing will hear what I’m doing.

It’s hard not to squelch those fat pussy lips all over my face and really dive in. I feel like I’m not giving it my all, even though her legs start to twitch and tremble the deeper and harder I probe her.

Then she locks her thighs around my face. My eyes bulge and I nearly cough from the suddenness of it—those thick luscious thighs closing around my neck, cutting off my air, teaching me that I have no control here.

Next thing I know, before I can pass out from her interminable leg-lock, she tells the interviewee that Jenna Masowitz will be in contact, and that the interview is done.

I hear footsteps. Then the door closes.

Then Valerie lets my face go with her crushing legs, and she rolls back on her chair. I see light for the first time, and when I gaze up at her with blurry eyes, red-faced and coughing, she smiles down at me like I’m her pussypet.

“That’s a good boy,” she says. Her legs are still spread. I can still see strands of my saliva trickling from her pussy lips to her seat. She looks amazing in all her glory, in complete control.

I have to wrest some of that control away from her, or I’ll never get this job.

“Stand for me, Blakey,” she says, giving me a nickname that I don’t especially like.

But I don’t make the rules here, so I do as she tells me.

Immediately, her eyes roam to the massive protrusion sticking out the side of my pants, to my hip, where there’s a little spot that’s darkened from my precum spilling and blotching my pants.

“Lovely,” she purrs, and then reaches forward for my narrow waist. She brings me to her with a yank, and I’m forced forward.

I’m standing now, and even though she’s taller than me, she’s sitting, and she looks up at me. “Now it’s your turn to prove to me why you deserve this job, Mr. Stephens.”

“Very well, ma’am.” My voice is a croak from the way she crushed my windpipe. “Then you’d better get your fat ass on your feet.”

Her mouth makes a cute little O, pleased to hear me speaking naughtiness. “Oh, the true monster comes out to play, hmm?”

“Up,” I order.

Valerie King stands. She towers over me in her heels. My face is a few inches above her massive tits, and she probably weighs two of me, also. She puts her hands on her hips, striking an authoritative pose.

Her size, her stature, her importance, her stance . . . none of it matters now. Not when I know what she wants and I know how to give it to her.

My hands wrap around her wide waist. I yank her heavy body toward me, then I do a swift spin and manage to slide behind her, startling the taller woman. In her heels, she’s not very mobile, and given her lovely size, she’s already not the sprightliest woman in the world.

It means I can speed-fuck this slut and there’s nothing she can do to stop me. She’s begging for it at this point, trying to make herself seem so assured.

I bend her forward over her own desk. The CEO of SmartKing, her giant ass in my hands as I lift her business skirt and get to see the whole wide wonder of it. I could almost fit my whole body between her long, beautiful ass crack. She’s too big and lovely for her own good.

I spank her and she seethes, leaving a handprint on her pale wobbling ass. Her palms land on the desk.

“Something Jenna Masowitz I think forgot to tell you, Ms. King,” I say in a gravelly voice.

“What’s that?”

I lean forward, curving my narrow body over her ass so I can whisper into her ear. “I made her come three times in five minutes.”

Before my words can register on her face, I’ve got my fat dick sliding between her ass crack, down to her sopping, dripping pussy, and I start slapping up into her cunt with the top of my shaft.

I hear her grit her teeth. “Then you’d better do the same for me, Mr. Stephens.”

“I plan to do even better.”

“Good. Because I’m much more experienced than that little hussy.”

I wink at her and kiss the side of her face before nibbling on her earlobe. “That’s what I was hoping for.”

All the authoritativeness of the CEO whooshes out of her when I slam my cock into her wet cunt. I stuff the first half of my dick inside her in one go, feeling her pussy lips suction against my length as I plumb her depths.

She lets out a groan, low and heavy, and bends down lower over her desk. I lower from my tiptoes to my soles once she’s lower, now that I have more leverage with the tall woman.

Grabbing my cock at the base, I growl and shove more inches inside her, wiggling my cock to widen her canal and force my way in.

She breathes heavily. “Fuck, Blakey, Jenna wasn’t lying. You’re even bigger than I imagined, and growing?!”

I hold her waist, just above the curviness of her hips, and pull her into me. Her giant ass ripples as I finally hilt myself inside the CEO and slam home. My hips clap against her wobbling cheeks and she moans.

Then her body trembles on my cock, her tunnel tightening on my length, and I smile when I realize she’s trying to force my cock out by pushing down but can’t.

“There’s one,” I tell her, knowing she just came.

Valerie King is a stubborn one, though, and won’t admit it. Not until I’m railing into her from behind, mounting the woman fully, does she start to admit what she’s known all along.

“You’re such a good fucking boy!” she cries out.

My hips collide with her ass. I’m sure the remaining interviewee and Jenna can hear outside in the hallway what’s going on in here, even though the blinds are pulled down.

There’s no mistaking the fleshy clap of our bodies slamming together. Her tits are swaying in front of her, those buttons on her blouse somehow keeping those giant mommy milkers hidden and stuffed away.

I change that with a flick of my wrist, reaching around her wide body and pulling her top open.

Giant tits swing down, nipples big and pink and hard as I rip her bra apart with my rough yank. I palm her soft natural mounds and say, “These fucking cow udders deserve to be milked.”

then I start teasing and pulling on her nipples, doing it languidly so she loses her mind while I fuck her from behind. Standing doggystyle at her own desk.

Valerie moans louder. She speaks into her call-box with a breathy roughness to her voice. “C-Cancel the last interview, Jenna! We’re done here!”

Her body tightens on my cock as she comes again. When I pull back and glance down, I see the sheen of pussy juices lathering my cock, lubing me up and making it easier to fuck her.

“I’m gonna fuck your big fat ass, Ms. King,” I tell her. It’s not a question.

She nods stupidly.

I stop palming her heavy tits and move my fingers to her mouth, so I can fish-hook her and make her look like a silly dumb slut.

She loves every second of it, wailing, her tongue lolling. I pull back with my cock and easily slam into her asshole, caving in the flesh around her rosebud and pushing in until it feels like her entire ass is going to collapse around my thick girth.

She comes for a third time as I punish her anus and gape her like a silly breeding mare. Her words aren’t making sense now because I’m pulling back on her lips, turning her into a used fuck-puppet for my amusement.

“Now who’s the toy, Valerie? Who’s the good girl throwing her huge ass back into my hard hips, huh? Look how much you love this big fucking dick.”

Her eyes roll. I continue disciplining her needy asshole, hoping I can stuff my fist into it once I’m done with the elastic hole. 

Then I do something diabolical that surprises even Ms. King. Before I can lose my shit and blow my cum deep inside her asshole, I reach down and slap the call-box on.

“Get in here, Miss Masowitz! Your services are needed!” I shout.

The door opens a second later, and Jenna Masowitz stands shell-shocked, eyes wide, hand flying to her mouth as she watches this newcomer defile the older woman she holds in such high regard.
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Chapter 4

Jenna

The sight I see before me is positively disgusting, filthy, and so fucking hot I think I’m gonna spring a leak before Blake Stephens has even told me what to do.

I can’t move from the doorway. All I can do is stare and listen to all the nastiness playing out in front of me.

Front and center is Valerie’s beautiful face, stuck in some sort of silly bimbo pose with Blake pulling her lips back and keeping her tongue lolled out like she’s a damn fish and not the most powerful woman in the city.

Next are her gigantic tits swinging just an inch above her desk where she’s bent over. They sway like heavy milky pendulums, ready to leak and spill with the way Blake had been teasing and rubbing on them, I imagine. Her nipples are red and raw, handprints on her pale tits from where Blake roughly fondled her.

And since Valerie’s ass is so huge, I can see it wobbling and slamming back from the sides, without even being back there.

But I want to see more, I want to see the true filthiness of it all.

“Shut the damn door, girl,” Blake orders.

It snaps me out of my stupor. I nod like a dumbass and slam it shut, locking the door.

“Now get over here and eat my ass while I fuck your boss’ tight asshole stupid. If you’re lucky, maybe I’ll blow open your tight little anus too.”

Damn. In a matter of an hour, he’s changed completely. He’s not the shocked guy from the bathroom anymore. He’s in charge now, despite being a full foot shorter than Valerie King. He has my curvy boss bent over her own desk like she’s nothing but fuckmeat.

And it drives me wild. Seeing my boss like this—the woman I’ve respected and loved all these years, despite her temper, or maybe because of it.

I mean, I’ve dreamed of this woman pegging me, turning me into her little submissive slut, her good girl. And now this?

I hurry around the table before I even know what I’m doing. My legs carry me there like I’m dancing on clouds.

From the side angle now, I see how much larger Valerie’s body is compared to every part of Blake but his oversized cock. I watch as it pulls back, the thick inches of length must be close to a dozen, and then drives back into her widened asshole and claps her fleshy cheeks with every echoing slam.

Valerie moans and comes her brains out, spilling juices onto the floor between her legs.

When I get behind Blake, I’m again treated to the sheer size difference of their rears: one of them wide, large, milky, with an ass bigger than the boy’s damn torso, while the boy himself has a bubble-butt I could probably cup in two hands. He’s got these outrageous balls that keep swinging back and pelting into her cunt, springing more driblets of juices from Valerie’s pussy.

“Stop admiring your boss’ curvy fuck-body and suck my ass, slut!” Blake orders.

“Y-Yes sir!” I mewl, getting on my knees like I did in the bathroom.

Except this time I’m at the back. This time, I have no control, like I did when I ordered him to whip his big dick out so I could see what he was working with.

I part his cheeks with a quickness, watching his little asshole wink at me, and those enormous balls swinging beneath them.

I tongue the crease of his nuts, making him shiver and call me a good girl as my tongue makes its way to his crack then his hole.

I start rimming Blake Stephens, this stranger off the street, and close my eyes so I can get into it. All I can do is listen to the lewdness, the insanity of it all.

This is my place of work. Why have I let this boy bruise my throat with his dick, destroy my boss’ asshole and pussyhole, and make me stick my tongue in his anus?!

There’s nothing I can do to stop it. I’m addicted now, and I realize that. I’ve always been horny, true, but Blake Stephens has awoken something dark inside me.

My fingers dig into his hips as I slobber on his ass between his crack, motorboating his cheeks.

He laughs at my efforts. “That’s it, you horny little slut. You make a good ass-kisser, you know that? Shove that tongue deep in there!”

I make lewd sloppy sounds as I rim him, his ass colliding with my face every time he pulls back and then rams forward into Valerie’s wobbling cheeks.

Then my body goes weightless and my red-rimmed eyes shoot open. I have happy tears now, and I don’t know why.

I yelp as he swings me around under my armpits.

Then I land on my back across Valerie’s wide desk, blowing paperwork all over the place as Blake takes my small body and manhandles me. Even though he’s not a big guy, I’m only five-feet tall, and I’m dainty.

Which makes the entire process amazing, stacking me up next to my tall, voluptuous CEO right next to me.

I’m staring up at her face now, her tits. She bends down and kisses me. Blake’s cock makes contact with my tight pussy lips and I whine.

My eyes close as my tongue swirls with Valerie’s. Her huge soft tits rest on my collar, just above my little titties, and its more size difference that alarms me and astounds me.

Blake moves his cock, muttering to himself, “Shouldn’t go ass to pussy,” as if he’s trying to remind himself of something.

“W-Wait!” I cry out, ripping my lips from Valerie’s mouth, realizing that his bulbous cockhead is pressing against my tiny asshole now. “That will never fit in my ass, Blake!”

“I’ll make it fit, and then you’ll be seeing stars, Jenna.”

My body squirms. Valerie holds me down and calms me, saying, “You’ll love it, honey. You’ve always been my favorite, you know that?”

I nod diligently. I want him to fuck my ass, I’m just scared he’ll ruin me. I’ve never had a boyfriend that could compare to this stranger, and I’m worried this will be the most amazing day of my life.

What’s worse . . . I’m worried what Valerie will think of me if I let this happen.

“Do you want it, or do you not?” she asks me.

Everything stands on pins and needles. That wet cockhead kissing my puckered asshole, just waiting, raised deftly against my hole.

“YES!” I scream, and I bet the whole fucking office hears me. “Shove that donkey dick in me and—”

My brain short-circuits when Blake’s cock pushes into my asshole. My eyes roll, the world becomes three worlds, and the ceiling blurs in my vision.

I come my brains out in one go, toes curling, legs lifting and locking around Blake’s back as he rolls over me and punishes my poor little asshole with his ridiculous horsecock.

I always thought it would be some big strapping lad to take my anal virginity. Someone who lifts me up, treasures me, and air-fucks the life out of me.

Instead, I’m spread across my boss’ desk, getting my hole blown open, and I can’t stop shaking and coming! I squirt all over Blake’s body while he fucks my ass, and the pain is incredible and quickly shifting into something melty and pleasurable.

Blake plays with my pussy while fucking my ass. He claps and slaps, making me squirt even more, cascading juices up into the air until it’s splattering all over Valerie’s face next to me. “I-I-I’m sorry, maaaa’am!”

My arms cup my cheeks, my body becoming smaller even as Blake widens my hole. He slides me up and down the desk, the rubbery squeaking making me cringe as he ass-fucks me.

My eyes screw up, one going larger and one getting smaller, and I realize I’m losing my mind and can’t talk anymore. 

It’s too much.

That’s when Valerie sinks down and kisses me some more. She reaches down, says, “I’ve always wanted to do this,” and starts maddeningly fingering me stupid. She plays with my clit and makes me come for the tenth, eleventh, and twelfth time today.

The anal penetration becomes too much, and I fear I’ll pass out. But I just need to hold on a little longer, I just need to be their good girl and win their praise . . .
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Chapter 5

Valerie

Blake stopped fucking Jenna once she passed out on his cock. Her body went limp from the sheer pleasure of having me fingerblasting her while he cored her anus into a new size and destroyed her.

Blake’s huge cock leaves her asshole with a pop, and she stays down for almost thirty seconds in a cum-coma.

He moves back to me, lifting one of my legs and taking me sideways across the desk. I gasp for breath when he plunges back into my asshole, realizing now what an anal fiend this boy is.

“You’re hired!” I scream, eyes rolling, tits bouncing, body jiggling incessantly. Like Jenna, I can’t stop myself from coming over and over again.

It’s not just the feeling of this boy fucking me stupid, but also the way he controls my body, the danger of this situation in my office where other workers can hear me . . . it’s the culminating effect of it all that has me losing my mind.

Before I know what’s happening, I’m sliding off the desk and shooting off his cock from coming too hard and too fast.

I land on my hands and knees like a bitch in heat, a damn dog in my own office.

Blake doesn’t give a single shit. He crouches above me, framing my wide hips with his narrow thighs, and then dips his cock back into my ass from on high.

I yell, rolling my ass cheeks back, wobbling them for him as he pummels my anus and makes me come all over again. I’ve left a trail of ladyjuices all over the floor of my nice office, and Jenna has made things worse with the whole squirting incident all over the place.

Jenna wakes up, but she can’t participate anymore. She just fingers herself dumbly with her legs spread apart on my desk, watching while Blake pummels her snooty, bossy bitch of a boss into the ground.

His hands are on his knees as he rails down into me, and all I can do is put my cheek on the cold tiles of the floor and lift my ass up to give him better diving leverage.

“He’s punching my guts s-so hard, Jenna,” I whine to her. “I . . . I’ve never felt like this in all my forty years!”

“Want to know the beauty of it, Ms. King?” The fact he can still speak flabbergasts me. “I knew this was what you wanted the whole time. You want to know where I worked during my job gap?”

Thwack—his heavy balls slap against my ass. Yet he still carries on his casual monologue while utterly destroying me.

“Male strip club. Way better money, way more fun, way more curvy sluts coming in to get their rocks off. Including a famous CEO who just went through a bad divorce . . .”

My heart thunders in my chest. His cock is so big, digging so deep, slamming deeper than anyone’s been before into my most vulnerable spots. I’ll never recover for this, and I’m not sure I’ll be able to walk right for a week.

Yet I gasp nonetheless from his admission. It’s true, I did go to a strip club a few times with some high-tiered friends of mine.

From the desk, while rubbing herself stupid, Jenna says, “Ooh, Ms. King, I knew you were a huge slut!”

“S-Shut up—hnghhh—you dumb little slut,” I eke out. My body shakes from another full-blown orgasm. My eyes roll.

“I gave you a lapdance. I was wearing a mask.” I can hear Mr. Stephens smile now, even as he widens my asshole beyond natural. “I swore to myself I’d fuck you one day . . . and when I saw this job opening, I knew my chance was here.”

That was why he acted so confident and cocky, the little twerp!

I guess it means nothing now. I have my new office pet, my human dildo, and he’ll be just fine for the position.

The coders can get fucked if they think I’m going to let my most priceless employee get stuffed away in the dark computer rooms with the rest of them.

No, Blake Stephens is staying right up here with me, in a corner office of his own, so I can ride his huge stupid dick anytime I feel angry or aggressive—which is practically every day, all the time.

I feel his balls tighten, and he leans down and puts his weight on me. A guttural moan rolls past my lips, and then I feel his hot cum spilling inside my ruined ass, filling me up, trying his hardest to pump all his fuck-spunk into my belly from the back.

It’s insane, it’s filthy, and it’s the best interviewing experience I’ve ever had.

“You . . . win . . .” I croak, and then lower my head completely as my ass lifts and erupts with his flood of cum down the curves of my cheeks and backs of my thighs once he pulls his massive dick out of me.

“I already know, Ms. King. This job was mine to lose, and I wouldn’t let that happen.”

“I already t-told you, Blakey . . .” I swallow hard, taking a deep breath and trying to calm my body. “You got the job. You’re hired. And I’m not letting anyone take you away from me and Jenna.”

He comes to stand in front of me, his huge floppy dick swaying inches above my head when he crouches and starts to rub the back of my head like I’m a little hound. “You think you control my fate, Ms. King?”

“I know I do, Mr. Stephens. I have you in the palm of my hand . . .”

“You have me in the hole of your ass, Valerie, and that’s it. But I’ll let it ride for now. I’ll take your silly job and give you the best fucking of your life every day, if that’s what you wish.”

I nod, feeling stupid and spent. My cheek slides across the tiles. I’m a used-up slut, and this boy who almost rammed his car into me in the morning has made me this way.

“One thing though, boss babe,” he mutters, back to his swaggering self. “I’m gonna need a starting bonus. Might as well round your starting salary up to $200,000, eh?”

My eyebrows lift and I let out a guffaw. “Two-hundred K for a human dildo?!”

He puts his hands on his hips, striking a similar pose as I did before all these shenanigans started.

“For all I can do for you? You’re a rich woman, you can handle it,” he answers. “Sounds fair to me.”

“Sounds like bribery,” I growl, my customary anger coming back to me.

“Don’t raise your tone, woman. Unless you want me to gape your asshole some more and have the entire office hearing you scream my name?”

My eyes close. I resign myself to my fate, realizing I never had as much control with this boy as I thought I did. Then my voice cracks as I speak.

“. . . When can you start?”
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The End!
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Hope you enjoyed this short, horny story! Keep reading the Snared and Shared series for more unexpected shenanigans like this!
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And take a look at other series like this one, with:

Curvy Hotwife Neighbor: Hotwife and her sweet husband find young studs in the neighborhood to bang.

Little Addict: Hot college girl comes home for break to bang five silver-fox daddies she’s always wanted.

The Pet Professor: Sexy professor gets ganged by all the hung students she craves.
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If you’d like to stay up to speed on all my new releases, and you enjoy free erotic books in your inbox every few days, join my newsletter at bellabeaumont.com.
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For more books like this one that are free in KU and raunchy as hell, take a look at my Amazon profile page!
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For more taboo and forbidden stories, check out my Smashwords profile, where I only publish books that would never be allowed on Amazon!
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For a little bit of both worlds – taboo and traditional erotica (but mostly taboo), take a look at my Ream subscription service! Multiple tiers, hundreds of thousands of words of smut.


The Author

Bella Beaumont is from San Diego, California, and currently lives there and writes smut daily. If you’d like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com. 
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