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Chapter One

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

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

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

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

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

“Did my little slut enjoy herself?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck, Kara,” he whispered.

“Yeah,” I said, “we did that too.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You let that asshole fuck you?”

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

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

“Fuck, you’re such a whore.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Was it?

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

“Oh? And what’s that?”

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How was your flight?” Colton asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready to seal the deal?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Five

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Six

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Seven

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Twelve years,” he answered.

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

His eyebrows raised into a questioning arch.

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

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

“Do something for me?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Eight

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

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

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

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

“I told you I’d make you pay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

~
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