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Chapter One

I’d had my eye on Mike for months. The problem was, that almost every other woman in the office, including the married ones, all had their eyes on him too. 

He could have had any of them, and he knew it. 

I was fully aware that I was probably last on the list of women that Mike would be interested in. I was what could be described as plain, and a few pounds away from losing the last of what my mother called puppy fat. Mike was the type of man that you’d see with a stunning blonde on his arm, not a plump, five-foot-four, mousey brown haired office receptionist. 

It had been a surprise to say the least when he’d approached my desk one Friday evening, his tight trousers gripping his muscular thighs, and a smile on his face that had made me blush. 

“Amelia,” he said, resting an elbow next to my telephone, and fixing his deep brown eyes on mine. “Tell me you’ve got Saturday night free, and then tell me you’ll do me the honour of giving me a few hours of your time.” 

His spicy aftershave filled the space between us, and my nipples tingled as he leaned closer, his eyes dropping briefly to my full cleavage which peeked from my modestly cut neckline. 

“What for?” I said casually, brushing a strand of hair from out of my eyes and applying my full concentration to the simple act of breathing in a dignified manner. To be honest, and to my shame, I would have said yes to giving my boss a few hours of my time, whatever the reason… and I mean whatever. 

He lowered his voice, but still managed to maintain the masculine gravelly tone that sent women wild. “It’s an, how would you put it… unorthodox request, and I’ll take no offence if you slap me right across my face and never come back to work.” He hesitated for a moment, and smiled. “I’d still give you a glowing reference of course. That goes without saying.” 

I moistened my dry lips with my tongue, and Mikes eyes followed as it moved. 

“I won’t slap you,” I said, my stomach knotting. “Just ask, and if I can help, I will.” 

Mike moved even closer to me and I swear I could hear my heartbeat. My God, what I wouldn’t have done to feel his mouth on mine, and his hands on my body. 

My bare forearms prickled with goose bumps as he studied my face, his eyes roving over each of my features in turn – my mouth, my nose, down to my tits again briefly, before concentrating them on my own eyes, which I knew must have been wide with desire. 

“You’ve made it quite apparent that you find me attractive, Amelia,” he said, 

“the way you look at me sometimes gets me quite hot under the collar, and in other places, if you know what I mean.” 

I did know what he meant, and I definitely knew that my face was as red as…

well, as red as something that is the most intense shade of red. I dropped my eyes, and my words stuck in my throat as I made a sound that was a mix between a huff and a sigh. 

“Don’t be embarrassed,” murmured Mike, his fingers grazing my hand as he changed position, causing my goose bumps to multiply exponentially. “I like you looking at me like that. It turns me on.” 

My eyes wandered over his large chest which shaped the blue cotton of his shirt, and I plucked up the courage to look at his face, my nipples hardening to painful proportions as my senses abandoned me. I would have done anything, anything, that he asked of me. Even I had to admit though, that what he did ask me to do was a bit out there, and as he spoke, my eyes widened in shock. 

“Amelia, will you come to my house on Saturday night and let me fuck you? I’d like that very much.” 

My breathing ground to a halt and a strange ringing sound filled my ears. Time seemed to slow down, and all I could focus on was Mike’s eyes, which bored into mine as he waited for me to speak. 

To my utter shame, and with an involuntary tightening of my buttocks, I gave him my answer. “I’d like that too,” I whispered, squirming in my seat. 

Mike placed his hand over mine, and I sucked in air as he squeezed my fingers. 

“Do me a favour,” he said, “shave your pussy bare please.” 

My earrings swung in the air as I nodded my head. “Okay, Mike. I will. I promise.” 

I trembled as he ran his finger up my arm and traced a circle in the crook of my elbow. “Good girl,” he said, “be there at eight. You know where I live, don’t you?” 

Everyone knew where Mike lived, he was quite proud of his riverside penthouse apartment, and often boasted about it. “Yes, Mike,” I said, “I know where you live.” 

Chapter Two

I lathered my tits with a soapy sponge and for the millionth time since the day before, wondered if I should cancel. 

What the hell was I thinking? What sort of girl must I have been to simply say yes when a man asked if he could fuck me? The answer to that was quite simple really – I was the type of girl who’d not had sex for over a year. An easy answer to an easy question. 

Anyway, if I’d have been a man who’d been offered sex by his hot female boss, I’d have been classed as some sort of hero. Why shouldn’t the same accolade be applied to a female? 

My clit tingled as I remembered the rumours about what Mike had swinging between his legs. Nine and a half inches was the measurement banded around by the women in the work cafeteria, and I licked my lips as I imagined what a dick that size would like feel inside me. I’d felt lucky when I’d been taken home by a man with seven and a half inches – nine and a half would be absolute heaven. 

My pussy was shaved hairless, as Mike had requested, and my swollen lips throbbed as I ran a finger along my gash. It had been far too long since I’d felt the head of a cock between them, searching for my hole, and I hoped that having no hairs in the way would enhance the feeling. 

I wondered if Mike would be shaved too, and tried to imagine what it would feel like as our smooth pubic mounds rubbed together as nine inches of his body burrowed deep inside mine. 

My clit throbbed as I circled it with a finger, and I took a nipple in my other hand, tweaking and pulling it away from my body as I masturbated, picturing Mike leaning over me as he spread my cunt apart with his long cock. 

My teeth dug into my bottom lip as an orgasm rolled over me, and I cried out in pleasure as my pussy and arsehole tightened simultaneously as my finger rolled over my hard little bud. 

With the warm water soothing my sensitive clit, I lay back and closed my eyes, looking forward to what I hoped would be a night I’d never forget. 


***

The mirror showed a reflection that I hoped my boss would appreciate. My chestnut brown hair sat on top of my head, with a few loose strands framing my face, and I’d applied my make up in a more sophisticated fashion than usual. 

Rather than using the bright red lip stick which I normally favoured, I’d gone for an earthier tone, or bronze as it said on the tube. 

Green eyeshadow complimented my emerald eyes, and I wore what I considered to be a stylish black dress with slutty undertones. The hem finished half way up my thighs, and my cleavage flowed from the low neckline in a style that would attract even the politest of men’s eyes. 

Beneath my dress I wore the smallest of panties, a black lacy pair, which showed the pale skin of my shaven mound through the translucent material. A pair of hold up stockings gave me the look of a woman who knew what she was doing, even though I felt more out of my depth than I’d ever experienced. Appearances

could be deceptive though, and I hoped that as I undressed for Mike, I would appear to be the type of woman he obviously thought I was – a dirty whore who needed no persuasion when offered cock. He’d be correct in his assumption, that was for sure. 

With a bra that matched my panties, and a strappy pair of high heeled shoes, my outfit was complete, and with a liberal spray of summery fragranced perfume I was ready to fuck Mike Taylor. 


****

The taxi driver cast glances towards my tits in the rear-view mirror as he manoeuvred through the city traffic, and rather than being annoyed, I pushed out my chest and leant slightly forward in my seat to afford him a better view. I liked it when men looked at me, and I didn’t give a damn that it was only because they wanted to fuck me. Knowing a man wanted to fuck me was the ultimate aphrodisiac, and I was sure that any woman who said otherwise was either lying, or chained to a religion which frowned upon human sexuality. 

No, the ability to make a man hard in his trousers was something that every woman should be proud of. I knew I was, and as I paid the driver I cast a glance at the bulge in his trousers and winked. “I’m going to be having one of those in my shaved cunt tonight,” I said, feeling my nipples harden as his eyes glazed over. “A nine and a half incher.” 

“Jesus, love,” he said, moving a hand to his crotch. “Let me fuck you. Please.” 

I bent into the doorway and ran a finger over his length, feeling him twitch

beneath the thin material of his trousers. “Maybe, I’ll let you,” I whispered, moving my mouth close to his ear, smiling as the hairs on the back of his neck stood on end. “But not tonight. Tonight, I want you to jerk off as you think about me, okay?” I grabbed his wrist and pushed his hand beneath the hem of my skirt. 

“Feel my cunt, feel how wet it is because I know I’m going to be fucked soon.” 

He moaned softly in his throat as he wriggled a finger beneath the elastic of my panties and made contact with my slippery folds. “Please,” he begged, his finger slipping inside me. “Let me fuck you.” 

I stepped backwards onto the pavement and his finger slid from within me. 

“Taste my cunt,” I said, smoothing my dress down. 

He sucked his finger greedily and moved his other hand over his erection. 

“If you’re quick enough,” I said, “you can find somewhere to jerk off while my scent is still on your hand.” 

I pushed his door shut, and walked away, smiling to myself as he called after me. 

“Ring me if you ever need a taxi, okay? Promise you will.” 

I looked over my shoulder and blew him a kiss. “I promise,” I said. 

As the taxi driver drove away I silently congratulated myself. I still had it, I may have been a little overweight, and a good few inches too short to be a model, but I could get a man excited, and that meant I could get Mike excited. 

The apartment block loomed high in the sky, and I entered the building to be greeted by a man in a smart uniform sitting at a desk amongst a jungle of large potted plants. 

“Good evening, Miss,” he said, in a South African accent. 

“Hello,” I said, approaching the desk. “I’m here to see Mike Taylor… he lives in the penthouse.” 

“Ah, yes, Mister Taylor. The penthouse has its own private elevator.” He pointed at a set of silver doors in the wall opposite him. “Just ring the buzzer, and Mister Taylor will let you up if he’s expecting you.” 

I walked slowly towards the doors and licked my lips as I pressed the buzzer button. Nerves were beginning to take their effect on me and I realised that I was no better than a common prostitute. I wondered if being a paid whore would be a good job choice for me. I obviously had what it took to sleep with any man that wanted to fuck me, and I was sure I’d be paid more than Mike was currently paying me. 

Mikes voice broke my chain of thought. “Hi, Amelia,” he said, as the camera above the doors moved almost imperceptibly. “Come on up.” 

The elevator doors slid open with a gentle whoosh, and I stepped inside, studying my reflection in the mirrored walls as the door closed behind me. 

My eyes were shining with what I considered to be excitement, and my face was a little flushed. It wasn’t a bright red, but had a rosy glow, like I’d been walking in winter air. 

As the elevator moved ever closer to the date with my boss, I tried to work out exactly what I was doing there. I couldn’t for the life of me understand why Mike had approached me and not one of the other women in the office. Maybe he’d been through them all and was now scraping the bottom of the bargain barrel. I didn’t care – call me a slut, call me a whore, call me easy and desperate, I didn’t give a shit. I was going to get fucked by a man I’d had wet dreams about, and masturbated over. That was all that mattered, morality could fuck off and bother me some other day. 

With a warning beep the elevator drew to a standstill and the doors slid open. 

Mike was standing in the hallway, with a grin on his face, dressed casually in a shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and a smart pair of jeans. 

“Good evening, Amelia,” he said, taking my arm and leading me towards an open door at the end of the plush carpeted hallway. “I’m glad you could make it.” 

His arm felt good on mine and I turned to smile at him. “Me too, Mike. I’m really glad I came.” 

We entered a large living space with tall windows that revealed a view of the whole city. It was minimally furnished, but the furniture and appliances that were there, were all top quality. The place reeked of success. 

“Wow,” I said, taking a seat in the white leather sofa that Mike gestured at with a nod. “This place is amazing.” 

“I like it,” said Mike, gazing out over the city. “It reminds me of how far I’ve come.” 

Mike made his way to a small table with an ice bucket on it, and poured out two glasses of champagne. “I hope you like it,” he said, handing me a glass. “I always think people fuck better with a little alcohol in the system.” 

I looked at the floor, averting my eyes from his intense stare. “Why me?” I asked, looking up slowly. “I don’t think I understand.” 

Mike sat down next to me and placed a large hand on my thigh. “I won’t lie to you Amelia,” he said, caressing my leg. “I think you’d fuck well. That’s the be all and end all. I can read women well, Amelia, and the look you have in your eyes as you watch me in the office, is the look of a dirty woman, a woman who will do anything I want.” He took a sip of champagne and winked. “And the things I want to do, could be considered extreme by some people.” 

I’d never been under the misapprehension that Mike had considered me his soul mate, or any of that romantic nonsense, and the fact that he thought I was dirty filled me with a perverse pride. 

“I hope I don’t disappoint you,” I said, placing a hand on his as he continued moving it higher up my leg. “I want to make you happy.” 

“I’m sure you will,” he said, squeezing my thigh. “Now drink up, I want you nice and relaxed for what’s about to happen.” 

It was like being in a dream… some sort of weird dream in which I wasn’t quite sure how I’d ended up in the situation I was in, but was more than happy to be in. I swallowed half of the champagne and Mike nodded his approval. “Tell me, Amelia,” he said, tilting his head slightly. “Have you ever been whipped?” 

I shook my head slowly. “Erm… no.” 

“Good. I like breaking my bitches in. It makes the whole situation that little bit more exciting.” He paused for a moment before asking his next question. “Have you ever done anal?” 

“Just a finger,” I said, blushing. “My own.” 

“Well, this just gets better,” he said, looking pleased. “Fisting? Have you ever had a fist in your pussy, Amelia?” 

I sucked my lips into my mouth and took a deep breath. “N… no,” I stammered, my pussy throbbing so intensely that I thought I may come right there on the sofa. “I’m not sure that I could either.” 

Mike moved his hand to my face and cupped my chin gently, his fingers

caressing my cheek. “Let me worry about that,” he murmured. 

My body shuddered as Mike looked deep into my eyes, and my nipples hardened painfully. I felt like a deer trapped in the headlights of an oncoming car, the difference being that I didn’t want to dodge the oncoming vehicle, I wanted it to run right over me and leave me broken at the roadside. Wasted and ruined. 

Caught in the moment, I leaned into his face, and he parted his full lips to accept my tongue. His mouth was soft, but I could sense a strength bubbling below the surface, a power that he was going to unleash on me. 

He allowed me a brief taste of his mouth before breaking the kiss and standing up, a prominent swelling shaping the crotch of his jeans. 

“Amelia,” he said, gazing down at me. “I’m going to give you a night you won’t forget.” 

I didn’t doubt him one little bit, and as he offered me his hand I took it willingly and allowed him to lift me from the sofa. 

“I hope so, Mike,” I said, following him across the room towards a set of doors at the far end. I did hope so. I hoped that I would leave Mike’s penthouse a far more experienced twenty-one-year-old than the one who’d arrived. 

Mike pushed the doors open and took me into his bedroom. It was just as impressive as the lounge, and soft music played in the background as I was led

towards the large bed that took pride of place on the opposite side of the room. 

“Okay, Amelia,” said Mike releasing my hand and taking a few steps away from me. “Start getting undressed. Just your tits first please.” He pointed at my chest. 

“Get them out.” 

Gentle seduction obviously wasn’t Mike’s style, but as I reached behind my back to undo my dress zipper, I loved the way I was being treated. It made me feel dirty, and slutty, and my fingers trembled as I fumbled with the zip. 

Mike licked his lips as I rolled the dress down to my waist and undid my bra strap. His eyes widened as I removed it and allowed my tits to fall free, my nipples hard and tingling under my bosses’ gaze. 

“Very nice,” he said, studying me. “Just what I’d hoped for.” 

I tossed my bra aside and turned my body left and right, moving slowly, letting him have a good look. “You like them?” I said, my voice hoarse from the lust that was building in my belly. 

“They’re perfect,” Mike said, “big and plump, just the way they should be.” 

Mike lowered his eyes. “Now show me your cunt please,” he said, the bulge in his jeans looking dangerously close to bursting out of the denim. “I want to see if it’s how I’ve been imagining it when I bring myself off thinking about you.” 

My little clit positively pulsated as I imagined Mike stroking his dick as he

thought of me. It was the biggest compliment a man could have given me, and I didn’t hesitate in lowering my dress to the floor. 

“You wore stockings,” said Mike, running his eyes along my legs. “Good girl, you really know what a man wants, don’t you?” 

I smiled as I hooked my fingers in the waistband of my panties and began slowly sliding them down my legs. “I think so,” I said, “I hope so anyway.” 

I stepped out of my underwear and placed my arms at my sides as my boss looked at my smooth pussy. He made a circular motion in the air with a finger. 

“Turn around for me,” he ordered. 

I spun around slowly, glancing over my shoulder as my arse faced him. 

“Very nice,” he said, slowly. “Very nice indeed. Now get on the bed, lie on your back and open your legs. I want to have a good look at that pretty little pussy.” 

My ‘pretty little pussy’ was wetter than I’d ever felt it before, and as I climbed onto the bed and turned onto my back, I could feel warm trickles of juice on my inner thighs. 

“Open it with your fingers,” said Mike, stepping towards me and bending over, his face inches from my womanhood. “I want to see inside.” 

My fingers slipped on my moist folds of skin as I spread myself apart for him, but I pulled myself wide, my hole tightening under his gaze. 

He made an appreciative sound in his throat, and my clit throbbed as he studied me, his tongue tracing the shape of his lips and his breathing becoming deeper. 

“It’s excited isn’t it, Amelia? I can see it opening and closing as you think about me ramming my cock inside you.” 

“Yes,” I sighed, spreading myself even wider. “It’s very excited. I’m very excited. I’ve never felt so naughty.” 

With a movement so fast I didn’t see it coming, Mike slapped my thigh with a hard hand, the sound echoing around the room. “Ow,” I gasped, enjoying the sting. 

“Good,” he said, slapping me again. “Your fat wobbles nicely, Amelia. Just what I love to see. I like a bit of meat on the women that I pleasure.” 

I made a sound in my throat that I’d never heard before. It was what I could only describe as a mewl, or a purr. I sounded contented. 

Mike stepped backwards and began unbuttoning his shirt. “Play with yourself while I undress,” he said, “let me watch you pleasure yourself.” 

I moved a finger to my hard clit and began circling it lazily as Mike slipped his shirt from off his shoulders, revealing a torso that made me quiver. He was toned

and heavily muscled, his shoulders bulging as he moved his hands to his black leather belt. 

His nipples were hard and his chest heaved as he undid his belt and began popping the buttons that held his ever growing bulge prisoner. 

I dipped the tip of a finger into my hole and Mike smiled. “That’s it,” he said, 

“get yourself nice and wet. You’re going to need to be very wet.” 

He slid his jeans and underwear down his legs and the gasp I made brought a smile to his face. “Do you like what you see?” he said, standing up straight as he stepped out of his trousers. “It’s big isn’t it? I’ve got plenty of cock for a plump little bitch like you.” 

Big was not the word that immediately sprung to mind. Huge, gigantic, and intimidating were the words I would have chosen. I pushed my finger deep inside myself, and pushed my arse up off the bed. “It’s beautiful,” I said under my breath. “Really, really beautiful.” 

“It’s all yours tonight,” said Mike, taking a step towards me. “But not until I’ve had some fun with your body. I want to use you, Amelia. I want to stretch your little holes and I want to whip and spank that beautiful arse before my cock gets anywhere near that whore cunt of yours.” 

I slid a second finger inside myself, excited beyond words. “Yes,” I said, “use me, Mike. Treat me like a slut.” 

“You are a slut, Amelia. I don’t need to treat you like one. You came here tonight just to be fucked. You’re the best type of slut. You’re dirty, nasty, and I’m going to give you what you want.” He took hold of his fat dick and ran his hand along the full length. “And if you do a good job tonight, I’m going to be introducing you to a few of my friends in the future. Would you like that?” 

“Yes,” I whispered, wriggling my fingers inside me. 

“Of course you would,” he chuckled. “You’re a slut.” 

Mike turned away from me and walked across the room, his tight arse rolling, and the muscles that shaped his back shining under the soft glow of the ceiling light. He opened the tall mirrored wardrobe that was built into the wall and took out a black bag. 

“My bag of fun,” he smiled, as he turned to face me, his cock twitching as his lust grew. “You’re going to like what’s in here, you naughty little bitch.” 

As Mike crossed the room again, opening the bag as he approached me, my fingers moved fast in my pussy and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I came. 

My moans grew louder and Mike moved fast, grabbing my wrist and pulling my fingers from my desperate hole. 

“No,” he said, moving my other hand from my clit. “You’ll come, when I make you come, and not before.” 

I rolled my hips and bit my lip, close to orgasming and needing to be fucked more than I’d ever needed anything before. 

“Please,” I begged, “I need to come.” 

“You’ll come alright, Amelia,” said Mike, his eyes narrowing. “I promise you that.” 

Mike pulled something from out of the bag and it took a few seconds until I recognised what it was. A whip, not just any whip, but a cat o’ nine tails. I’d heard about them but never in my wildest dreams had I ever thought I’d be getting whipped with one. 

“Turn around,” said Mike, “put that gorgeous arse in the air and look over your shoulder at me. I want you to beg me to whip you, slut.” 

The cat o’ nine tails, looked menacing in Mikes hand and I wondered just how much it would hurt as I manoeuvred myself into position, my arse high in the air and my face looking back at him. 

Mike draped the strands of leather over his throbbing cock and ran them along his length, his lips curling as he smiled. “Beg me to whip you,” he said, teasing himself with the leather. 

“Whip me,” I said, hearing the desperation in my voice. “Whip my arse…

please. Tell me I’m a slut and whip me.” 

I moved my arse from side to side as Mike approached, my clit throbbing wildly and my nipples painful. Mike laid the tails of the cat over my flesh, and I moaned deep in my throat as he dragged them across my buttocks. 

His eyes locked onto mine and he brought the whip into the air above his shoulder. “Slut,” he said, bringing the cat down hard across my arse. 

The sensation the leather made on my skin was out of this world. I felt degraded, and humiliated, but most of all I felt hornier than I’d ever felt. My flesh tingled and stung and I closed my eyes as Mike lifted the whip again. 

“Open your eyes, slut,” he commanded. “Watch me punishing you.” 

I opened my eyes and licked my lips as he brought the cat down again, harder than the last time, and with more intent. “Oh God,” I moaned, “whip me hard, tell me I’m a dirty slut.” 

Mike brought the whip down very hard. “Slut,” he said, whipping me again. 

“Dirty, nasty slut.” 

My cunt pulsated with desire as Mike struck me over and over again. “Open your legs, he said, as I shook my arse at him, begging him to carry on. I did as he asked, spreading my knees and pressing my tits hard into the bed. My nails gripped the silk sheets as the whip came down again, this time on the swollen lips of my pussy. 

“Oh my God,” I groaned, “whip my cunt. Whip my slutty cunt.” 

The tails struck my pussy again, bringing me close to climaxing. Pressure grew inside me and I’d have done anything to be given the release I craved, anything. 

Mike draped the tails over my arse, and began moving them slowly along my back, tickling me and making me writhe with passion below him. 

“You’re a good slut,” he said, “now I’m going to reward you. Get on your back, and open those legs wider than you’ve ever opened them before.” 

Mike’s cock soared in front of him, jerking and twitching as he watched me clambering into position on my back. I grabbed an ankle in each of my hands and pulled my legs as wide as I could, bringing my feet upwards and outwards. 

My pussy lips spread open and Mike stared down at me, his face a mask of lust. 

He placed the cat o’ nine tails back in the bag and brought out a tube of lube. 

Squeezing a little out of the tube he smiled at me. “I’m going to fit my whole hand in that tight cunt,” he said, “do you want me to do that, slut?” 

My groin muscles tightened and ached as I pulled my legs even wider. “Yes, please do it,” I said, wriggling my arse on the bed. “Fist fuck me. Like I’ve seen in films.” 

“You like watching porn do you, you little slut?” 

I nodded. “Yes, I like pretending I’m one of the women.” 

Mike grinned a sly smile. “I’ve got friends in the business,” he said, “be a good little slut today and I’ll get you in a film.” 

That sounded like an offer I would very much like to take him up on. “I’ll be very good,” I said, clenching my pussy muscles tight as Mike approached me, smearing lube over the whole of his right hand and wrist. 

Electric tingles of excitement ran the length of my body as Mike placed a hand on my inner thigh and lowered himself between my legs. His fingers moved closer to my pussy until finally, he made contact with my moist folds and began probing my hole. 

My breath came in shallow gasps and my tits rose and fell as Mike pushed a finger inside me, almost making me come. “That’s good, it feels so good,” I said, attempting to pull my feet even further apart. “Please give me more fingers.” 

Mike added another finger and my clit throbbed. “Have some patience little slut,” he said, lowering his mouth to my leg and laying a soft kiss on the sensitive skin. “You’ll be full to the brim in no time at all. That pretty little cunt will be stretched so wide you’ll think you’re going to split in two.” 

My head spun as Mike spoke. It all felt so wrong, but so fucking right. It was as if I was doing what I was born to do, and I felt like I was good at it. 

Another finger slid inside me and Mike began turning his hand left and right, widening my hole. I’d never had anything bigger than an average dick in my cunt before, and I nibbled my bottom lip in trepidation as Mike added a fourth finger, making me groan. 

“Oh yes,” I moaned, “fill me, Mike. Give me your whole fucking hand. Fill your dirty slut up.” 

I squealed as Mike added his thick thumb and he laid his other hand on my mound, finding my clit with a finger and pressing it firmly as he opened up my tight little hole. 

The sound of my juice being churned up with the lubricant on Mike’s hand sounded dirty, and sexy, and as Mike began pushing the rest of his hand inside me I finally gave way to an orgasm that ripped through me and made my whole body shake. 

“Oh, God,” I shouted, “I’m coming, I’m fucking coming. Give me your whole hand you bastard, fill my cunt!” 

Mike pushed hard and the heel of his hand broke past my resistance, sending shooting pains right through my pussy. I felt stuffed, as if I had no space left inside me, and I ground myself on his hand as I continued to orgasm, juice trickling down my thigh, much to Mike’s approval. 

“Jesus, you’re wet,” he murmured as he lowered his tongue to my thigh and lapped up my nectar. “And you taste good, very good.” 

His hand began sliding in and out of me, faster and faster as my body stretched to accommodate him, and within seconds I was coming again. It felt different though, as if something was going to burst inside me, as if an explosion was going to rip me apart. As Mike’s finger rubbed my clit and his hand disappeared inside me again, something gave way, and with no warning, a spurt of liquid flew from between my tight lips and the skin of Mike’s wrist, splattering his face and making him groan. 

“You’re a squirter, you dirty slut,” he said, as he swallowed my cum. “A dirty little squirting slut.” 

It was news to me. I’d never squirted before in my life and had been envious of the women I read about who did, and of the girls who did it in the films I watched. 

It was an amazing sensation, and as Mike continued to ram his hand in and out of my body, I erupted again, coating his wet face with more sticky juice. 

Mike’s face darkened with lust and he slid his hand from me with a loud squelching sound and knelt between my thighs, his big cock twitching and jerking as my pussy slowly closed. 

“I’m going to fuck your pussy,” he said, taking one of my nipples between

thumb and finger and twisting it hard. “Then you’re going to suck your juice off my cock before I fuck you in your tight little arsehole. Are we clear?” 

“Yes,” I gasped, “Yes, do whatever you want, use me how you like, I’m just a filthy slut.” 

The wide tip of Mike’s dick made contact with me and I felt his heartbeat as he smeared my hard clit with his pre-cum. 

Bright white lights flashed in front of my eyes and I screamed in pain as, with no warning, Mike rammed all nine-and–a-half inches of thick cock into my cunt, his warm soft balls slapping on my arsehole as he bottomed out with a soft sigh. 

“Oh my God,” I wailed, “fuck me, show me what a big cock can do to a dirty little slut. Ruin me for other men, Mike. Make me yours.” 

Mike pulled out slowly and rammed himself deep again, twisting my nipples hard as he fucked me, his face tightening into an animalistic expression of pure unadulterated lust. 

My pussy stung with beautiful sensations of stinging pain as my boss pummelled me, his fingers twisting my nipples and his heavy balls beating a steady rhythm on my puckering anus. 

I came again, more juice spurting from me as I screamed and tossed my head from side to side, my whole body quivering and my toes curling painfully. It was

perfect. Mike’s big cock was perfect, the speed at which he fucked me was perfect, and being turned into the filthiest slut imaginable was perfect. I wanted nothing more from life, ever again, as long as I could continue to feel Mike’s huge dick ripping me apart. 

My stomach muscles tightened as Mike ploughed in and out of me, my cunt making loud wet noises with each powerful thrust of hard flesh that penetrated me. 

All too soon, Mike removed himself from my quivering pussy and moved alongside my head, gripping my hair and twisting my head to face him. “Suck it, bitch,” he ordered, pressing his dick against my parting lips. “Clean your slut juice off me.” 

I opened my mouth wide and willingly and gagged as Mike rammed himself deep into my throat. I placed a hand on my pussy and groaned as I felt the sticky throbbing gaping mess, that just an hour ago had been a perfectly tight underused pussy. 

Mike’s cock jerked powerfully in my throat and I gagged again as saliva flooded y mouth and trickled down my chin. 

“Look at you,” said Mike, pulling my hair. “You’re a fucking disgrace. Look at the state of you.” 

I sucked hard and rolled my tongue along the base of Mike’s throbbing shaft, relishing the feeling of being powerless while a big man fucked my face. 

“That’s it,” said Mike, slapping my cheek. “Get it nice and wet, it’s going in that tight little arsehole next.” 

Mike’s soft balls slapped on my chin and I realised that I had over nine inches of erection in my throat. It felt good, and I silently congratulated myself for being able to take it all. I was a slut – a real slut. 

I rammed two of my fingers into my stretched out cunt and covered them with my juice and the lubricant that Mike had applied. Sliding them out I traced a wet line down to my arsehole and began pushing one in, almost coming as I broke past the tight band of resistance and went knuckle deep. If Mike expected to fit his cock in there, I wanted to at least prepare myself a little. 

I pushed my second finger in, and surprised myself when it slid in easily. 

Perhaps I would be better at anal than I thought I was going to be. 

Mike rammed himself in and out o=f my face as I choked on his length, and with a final tug of my hair that made my scalp sting, he withdrew himself from my mouth, his cock covered in a messy coating of my thick saliva. 

“Bend over, whore,” he demanded, stroking his dick with a hand. “Time for your anal.” 

I rolled over and raised my arse in the air, my fingers sliding from my hole with a delicious tingle. 

My boss positioned himself behind me and spanked my buttocks, making me squeal and dig my teeth and nails into the sheets. 

With a mouth full of silk, and a nine-inch monster cock knocking on my backdoor, I felt calmer than I thought I would as I prepared to lose my anal virginity. 

Mike didn’t even attempt any gentle persuasion. He simply placed the throbbing tip of his cock against my tightest of holes, and pushed, his hand continuing to slap my stinging arse cheeks. 

I screamed loud and long as Mike pushed into me, but I didn’t attempt to move. I stayed firm, pushing back against him, helping him inside me, until my anus felt ready to rip apart. 

It was with a sigh of relief that I felt his heavy balls resting on my pussy, and I reached under my belly and cupped his scrotum gently, rolling his big testicles between my fingers. 

Mike stopped slapping me and stroked my back with a gentle hand. “Good girl,” 

he said, tracing a tickling finger along my spine. “You’re a very good girl.” 

He slid his cock from me, and I tugged on his balls, wanting his full length back inside me. He obliged with a powerful thrust that took the breath from my lungs and made my clit throb with lust. 

“Fuck my arse,” I begged, “fuck my arse so hard that you make me cry.” 

Mike slammed into me again and I screamed in pain as his cock hit something deep inside me and my anus stretched wider than God had ever intended. 

He rammed me over and over again, his grunts growing louder as he wrecked my hole, and his hand beginning to slap me again as an animal instinct took over. 

Tears blurred my vision and I screamed again as an orgasm turned my arse and pussy into one throbbing mass of wet dirty pleasure. Juice poured from my cunt and my anus tightened around Mike as he slapped my buttocks harder and harder, and fucked me with a fury which shocked me. 

Finally, with a loud groan he pulled from out of me and grabbed my hair, spinning me around to face him. “Open your slut mouth,” he commanded, as the first heavy spurt of thick creamy cum shot from the end of his throbbing cock. 

It hit my cheek with force and I moaned as I opened my mouth and took the next spurt deep into my throat. I swallowed greedily as I cupped his balls in a hand and squeezed them hard, wanting every last drop of the hot seed which coated my face and lined my throat. 

Mike’s load smelt and tasted of pure masculinity, and I rubbed my fingers over my face, shovelling every drop I could find into my slut mouth, wanting all of it in my belly. 

When the spurts turned to slow dribbles, I placed my mouth over the tip of his cock and sucked the last of his load from him. 

His cock was red and swollen and he took it from my mouth with a wince of pain as it became too sensitive for any further stimulation. 

“Amelia,” he said, cupping my sticky chin in his hand and tilting my face upwards. “You’re my slut now. I’ve claimed you. You’re not to do anything with any other man unless I’m there and I give you permission. Do you understand?” 

I nodded and ran my tongue around the outside of my mouth, trying to get every last trace of his load. “I understand,” I said through cum soaked lips

Chapter Three

Mike approached my desk, and my clit throbbed. It was Monday morning and my arse and pussy still stung from the punishment Mike had given them on Saturday night. 

“Good morning, Amelia,” he said, leaning on an elbow, his eyes locked onto mine. 

“H.. hello, Mike,” I said, aware that my nipples were almost bursting through the thin cotton of my blouse. 

Mike took my hand in his and spoke slowly. “Don’t make any arrangements for this weekend,” he said. “I’ve made some for you.” 

“Okay,” I said, “can you give me a clue as to what we’ll be doing?” 

Mike smiled. “Your homework this week is to watch as many bukkake films as you can. I want you to be the best bukkake slut this side of Japan by Friday night. I’ve promised you to a group of my business associates. That’s what you’re going to be doing.” 

I almost orgasmed and Mike released my hand. Turning his back on me and heading back to his office. 

Friday night was going to be good, and I was going to make my boss

The End
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