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Chapter One

Steve kissed me and looked me up and down. "Good luck, babe," he said. "You look amazing. They'd be stupid not to offer you the position." 

I gulped down my nerves and straightened my skirt. "I'll do my best," I said. 

The future of our continued mortgage payments was on my shoulders, and I could feel the weight. The promotion that I was in the running for was our way of keeping our heads above the financial ocean, and a way to ensure that I was a step further up the career ladder. It was an important day, and I was feeling the pressure. 

I hoped I'd chosen the right clothes to wear to the interview. A smart two-piece white skirt suit that hugged my figure and showed off ample amounts of cleavage may have been a little over the top for a lot of women looking for promotion, but the men who were going to be interviewing me were a little over the top themselves. 

It was no secret that women who were prepared to put themselves out there, so to speak, were far more likely to get on in the world of Palmer & Richardson associates. The two partners were renowned for their less than covert appreciation of the female form, and I was going to play on their weakness, even if it did mean that far more of my tits were on show than should be. 

Steve put his arms around me and drew me into his chest. I laid my face flat against him and drew in a long breath of his familiar aroma. He kissed me on the top of my head, and took a step back. "Go on, Jodie. You'll be late. You've got this, I can feel it in my gut." 

I hoped so. I truly did. The bank was getting twitchy and losing our home would be a huge blow to both of us. 

Steve shouted his good luck wishes once more as I closed the front door behind me. I jumped in my car and headed off for my nine-thirty interview, waving to my husband as I pulled out of the driveway. 

***

Charlotte waved at me as I entered the reception area. "Wow," she said, as I approached her desk. "You look sexy, girl!" 

I laughed, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. "Let's hope Rob and Paul share your flattering appraisal." 

Charlotte made a face. "Those two won't be able to take their eyes off you," she said, leaning forward over her desk and parting my dress a little further, exposing more of my cleavage. "Let's make sure they've got something to look at, huh?" 

I blushed. "I don't look that obvious, do I?" 

"You look sexy," said Charlotte, "and although that's not going to get you the promotion on its own, it's certainly not going to go against you." 

"Are they in yet?" I said, glancing at the wall clock behind the receptionist. 

"Yup, they were here before me." 

I had twenty minutes to kill before my interview, so I headed for the coffee machine, laughing at Charlotte's attempt at a wolf whistle as I crossed the room. 

I went over my interview plan in my head, as I sipped my coffee. I knew I had the qualifications, and I knew I had the confidence — it was just a question of being able to communicate those things to the two men that stood between me and a higher salary. 

The door to my right opened and the boss's secretary appeared. "Jodie, they're ready for you." 

I squeezed past her as she held open the door. "Good luck," she said. 

I thanked her and continued down the long corridor to the office at the end. I knocked twice and almost immediately I was called in. 

Paul and Rob were sat behind a long table and a seat had been placed in the centre of the room — the hot seat. Paul gestured at the chair. "Sit down, Jodie," 

he said, his eyes lingering on my cleavage. 

Rob ran his yes over my body as I walked across the room, and I supposed I should have been flattered that both men found me so very obviously attractive. 

They weren't typical guys in their late forties. Neither of them had given in to the perils of ageing and let themselves go. They both attended the company gym regularly and their bodies showed it. 

Many a woman in the company had been taken in by their good looks and charm, and I could see why. Hell, I was tempted, even though they were both twenty or so years older than me. 

I sat with my hands in my lap and my feet together. My back was straight, as my how to get on in interviews book had instructed, and I made eye contact with both men. Or tried to. Whereas my eyes were on their eyes, their eyes were all over my body, and my cheeks warmed as they both studied me. 

My nipples hardened as the men's eyes wandered up my body, and I hoped that my bra was thick enough to prevent the obvious little mounds that my nipples made in most of my clothing. I knew they were erect through nervousness, but the men might get other ideas. 

Paul finally brought his eyes to my face. "So, Jodie," he said. "You're twenty-four and you've been here for four years." 

I nodded. "Yes Mister Richardson. I started here in two thousand and twelve." 

Paul smiled. "No need for formalities, Jodie. Call us Paul and Rob." 

I smiled. "Okay. Thank you… Paul." 

Rob tilted his head. "You've been here for four years?" 

"Yes." 

"Odd," he said. "Normally one of us would have fucked a pretty girl like you by now. Why do you think that hasn't happened, Jodie?" 

My heart jumped and my face warmed. What the actual fuck? I laughed nervously. Boys having banter, that was all. 

Rob smiled. "Well?" he said. "Do you not think we're attractive? Or are we too old?" 

Of course I thought they were attractive. Every woman in the company did. My nipples ached. I was a sucker for compliments, and the fact that Rob had used the word fuck was having unnerving effects between my legs. 

"No, I think you're both very good looking," I said, wondering where the interview was going to end up. 

"Too old?" said Paul, standing up and unbuttoning his jacket. He removed it and draped it over the back of his seat, his wide chest bursting against the pinstripes

of his shirt. 

"Of course not," I said. "I'm not sure if you're both being serious, but if you are, it's because…" I held up my left hand. "I'm married." 

My panties were damp and my breath caught in my throat. I was turned on, and the men could tell. 

"That didn't stop you three months ago? Did it, Jodie?" 

"Excuse me?" Ice flooded my veins and my mouth dried. 

Paul sat on the edge of the desk. He turned his laptop to face me and pressed a button. The screen sprang to life and I blushed. 

"You don't look very married in this video, do you, Jodie?" 

Pangs of lust swelled my clit. The screen was showing a CCTV camera recording of my little dalliance with the maintenance man on the night I stayed late to finish a project. I recalled how the man had found me at my desk and had commented on my short skirt. It hadn't taken more than a few minutes for him to be bending me over the desk and fucking me hard and fast. Far harder than my husband fucked me. 

"What can I say?" I said, parting my legs slightly and tilting my head backwards. 

"I'm a married slut. I always have been and I always will be." I looked at the men in turn, licking my lips. "So, let me try and understand what's going on here. 

I fuck you both, and you give me the promotion. Is that right?" 

"Fuck, no," said Rob, picking up a sheet of paper. "You've got the promotion anyway. This is your contract. It just needs signing. If you leave this room without fucking either of us, the job is still yours." Rob stood up and joined Paul at the edge of the desk, both men standing in front of me with obvious bulges in their trousers. Large obvious bulges. "We just want to fuck you, Jodie. Everyone knows you fuck around, we just wanted to join the list of men you've fucked around here." 

"I thought I'd kept it a secret," I said, standing up and approaching the two men. 

Lowering myself to a kneeling position in front of them and taking a trouser zipper in each hand. 

Paul sighed as I pulled his zip down. "Only us and the men you've fucked know you're a slut," he said, gasping as my hand sneaked into his trousers and my fingers encircled his fat throbbing shaft. 

Rob took a deep breath in as I took him in my hand too, and the two of them unbuttoned their trousers and allowed them to fall to their feet as I began stroking them slowly. 

"I've never had two men at the same time," I said. "This is going to be a lot of fun." 

I released their cocks and stood up. "Drop your boxers then boys," I said, "and get undressed. Let's see what you've got for Jodie." 

Both of my boss's dropped their underwear and removed their shoes and socks. 

Their shirts joined the other clothing on the floor and I took a step back, running my eyes over their bodies. "Nice cocks," I murmured, "although Paul's the better man isn't he Rob?" 

Rob glanced down at his business partner's cock. "I suppose so," he said, his cock twitching. 

"Oh, definitely," I said, removing my jacket and beginning to unbutton my shirt. 

"What have you got there, Paul? Nine inches?" 

Paul looked pleased with himself. "Nine and a half, actually." 

I put my shirt on the seat behind me with my jacket, and unclipped my bra, happy at the fact that both men's eyes glazed over as my tits fell free. "Well that settles it," I said. "You both get to fuck me, but when it comes to you getting a hole at the same time, Paul can have my cunt and you can put your little one in my arsehole, Rob." 

"It's not that small," said Rob, grasping his shaft in his hand as if to show it off to me. 

I unbuttoned my skirt and allowed it to fall to the floor. "Compared to Paul's, 

Rob. Don't worry. Yours is nice too, I just like my cock's as big as I can get them. God knows I have to put up with an average one at home. It's very frustrating." 

The men stared at me as I slipped my underwear down and revealed my shaven pussy mound. 

"Jesus Christ," said Rob, stroking his cock. 

Paul agreed. "You're fucking gorgeous," he said, taking his balls in one hand and massaging the head of his dick in the other. 

"Thank you," I said. I took my shirt and jacket off the seat behind me, being sure to wriggle my arse as I turned. I dropped them on the floor with my skirt, and sat down, facing the men, my legs wide apart and my wet pussy throbbing. 

"Rob, as you've been unlucky in the cock department, you can eat my cunt first. 

Paul, you come over here and stick that fat thing in my mouth." 

The men crossed the room quickly, their cocks bobbing in the air as they walked. 

Rob knelt between my legs and wasted no time clamping his mouth over my throbbing pussy. His tongue found my clit and I groaned as Paul's fat cock head brushed my mouth. 

I parted my lips and sucked him to the back of my throat, my mouth stretching around his huge girth. Paul's hand found the back of my head and he forced me

deeper onto his shaft as I gagged and spluttered for breath. 

I was in my element, and as Rob inserted two fingers into my wet hole, I pushed my hips forward at him, urging him to finger fuck me hard. 

His tongue flicked and rolled over my clit as he began thrusting his fingers in and out of me, and Paul gasped as his cock jerked in my mouth. "Fuck, she sounds wet," he said. 

Rob took his mouth from my cunt briefly. "soaking," he murmured, ramming his fingers deep inside me, making me squelch. 

Paul moved his cock in and out of my mouth and I allowed him to slip further down my throat until his balls were resting on my chin, and saliva was pouring from my mouth. 

He groaned as I cupped his balls and his cock swelled against the roof of my mouth. His stomach muscles tensed and I suspected he was going to come way too early for my requirements. 

I moved my head backwards, his cock sliding from between my lips. "Don't you dare come yet," I warned, slapping his dick. "I come first, okay? If either of you comes before me, you can get dressed and leave the room, understand?" 

Rob gazed up at me, his face slick with my juices. "You dirty bitch," he said. 

I put my hand on the back of his head and pulled his mouth back onto my cunt. 

"You just carry on doing what you're doing," I said. 

I turned to Paul. "Get on the desk," I said, "lie on your back and don't touch your cock. When you've had a couple of minutes to calm down, I'll come and fuck you." 

Paul smiled. "You are a dirty bitch," he said. 

I took one of my nipples in each hand and twisted and pulled them as Paul cleared the desk top and laid on his back, his long cock rearing up his stomach. 

Rob continued finger fucking me and licking and nibbling my clit, bringing me closer to coming with each second that passed, and I pushed my pussy hard onto his face as he moaned and groaned between my legs. I had the two men well and truly under my command and I was going to make the most of it… who knew when the next time would be? 

Paul's hand was edging closer to his cock, and I reprimanded him before he could touch it. "Leave it alone, Paul." I warned. "You obviously can't control yourself, so keep your hands on the desk like a good boy." 

Paul sighed and turned his face to watch his friend devouring my cunt. I winked at him. "Not long now. Don't worry. You'll be balls deep in my tight little cunt soon enough." 

I'd learnt a long time ago how to talk to men when I was fucking them. Some of them were shocked at first, but every single one of them liked it. All men liked to give up control to a slutty woman, and I was the biggest slut I knew. 

They were in the palm of my hand and I could make them do anything I wanted to. Or so I hoped. My burning fantasy had always been to watch two men sucking off each other, and I wondered if I could get the two straight men so turned on that they'd forget their sexuality for the time they were in the office with me. 

I grabbed Rob's hair and pulled his face off my cunt. His fingers continued wriggling inside me and I gyrated my hips to get maximum benefit from his movements. 

"Rob," I said. "I want to ride Paul's big cock now, and I want you to hold it in place for me while I lower myself onto it, okay?" 

Rob looked shocked. "I can't," he said. 

I stood up and Rob's fingers slid from my sticky hole. He took them to his mouth and licked my juices greedily from them. 

"Can't or won't? I said. 

Rob looked over at Paul. "Don't look at him," I said, "he can't even control himself." I walked into the middle of the room and stood between the two men. 

"You two are so used to bossing people around aren't you? Well it's your turn to be bossed about now, and if you don't do what I ask, neither of you will be fucking any of my holes today. Do as I say though, and I'll empty every last drop of cum from both of you." 

Rob stood up, his cock throbbing and his eyes on Paul's dick. "Okay," he said, his eyes excited. 

Paul moaned as Rob approached him, and his cock jerked too. "It looks like you two boys are excited about touching each other," I said, rubbing a finger over my pulsating clit. 

Paul's cock twitched and throbbed as Rob approached him, and I stood beside Rob as he wrapped his fingers around Paul's cock. 

"That's it," I said. "It feels big doesn't it, Rob?" 

Rob squeezed the big cock in his hand. "And hard," he murmured, licking his lips. 

I climbed onto the desk and opened Paul's legs. He sighed as I lowered my mouth to his balls and began sucking them as Rob's hand started moving along the shaft. 

Paul pushed upwards off the desk, using Rob's hand to pleasure himself. Rob responded and began stroking the big cock a little more quickly, his own cock in his other hand. 

"This is my biggest fantasy," I said, licking Paul's balls. "I've always wanted to see two men touching each other." 

Paul's hand reached for Rob's cock and Rob took his hand of it, allowing Paul to take him in his fingers. 

"That's it," I moaned, moving my hand between my legs and pushing three fingers into my excited hole. "Just let go, enjoy the moment like you want to." 

With a sound of lust in his throat, Rob lowered his head and took the big head of Paul's cock in his mouth. I sucked Paul's balls deep into my mouth, and he moaned as the two of us pleasured him with our mouths as his hand slid along Rob's cock. 

Rob's mouth made loud sucking noises on the big dick and he lowered his head, taking more of the hard wide length into his face. 

Paul's balls tightened in my mouth and he began writhing on the desk, his stomach rising and falling as Rob took him deep. "Jesus, that's good," he moaned, as Rob worked on him. "That's so fucking good." 

I released his balls and got onto my knees. "That's enough, Rob," I said. "I want

him in my cunt now." 

Rob lifted his head and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. He began thrusting his cock in and out of Paul's hand as I lined myself up above Paul's cock and began lowering myself, my pussy quivering as my sensitive lips made contact with the hot tip of his cock. 

Paul groaned as my lips separated and he found the tight entrance to my hole. He thrust upwards off the desk and my cunt stretched wide. "Yeah," I gasped. 

"That's how I like it. Big and hard." 

I dropped my weight quickly, and all of Paul's nine inches slithered inside me, making me squeal. His cock throbbed on my tight pussy walls and his hands found my tits as I leaned forward, rocking my body as I became accustomed to the huge length inside me. 

"I've missed having a big cock," I moaned. "I've really fucking missed it." 

"What about your husband?" gasped Rob, grabbing one of Paul's hands from my tits and placing it back on his cock. "Is he small?" 

I lifted my weight and crashed down hard onto Paul's cock again. "Let's just say even you put him to shame, Rob," I said, an orgasm beginning to blossom in my groin. 

Paul started matching my movements with his upward thrusts, and our flesh

slapped together as he fucked me hard. His cock head slammed into my cervix, and my clit swelled even more as my cunt stretched to take him. 

"I'm coming," I gasped, smashing my body into Paul's. "I'm fucking coming!" 

Paul moaned. "Fuck I can feel it," he said, speeding up his thrusts. "You're so fucking tight, you dirty little married whore." 

"Do you like fucking a cheating wife?" I said, concentrating on my next orgasm. 

"Tell me I'm a dirty fucking whore wife." 

Rob slapped my arse hard and my flesh wobbled and stung. "You're a dirty whore," he said. "Fucking us while your poor husband's at home waiting for you. 

You're a nasty little filthy fucking slut." 

I glanced at Rob, my eyes blurred by tears of lust. "Stick your cock in Paul's mouth," I said, writhing and bucking. "He needs to repay your favour to him, and I need you slippery enough to get in my arsehole." 

Paul turned his head to the side and opened his mouth wide, his tongue lapping the air as Rob moved his cock towards his friend's face. 

Paul's cock swelled inside me as he allowed rob into his mouth, and spit ran down his chin as Rob began fucking his face, his balls winging and his hands on Paul's head, his fingers entwined in his thick black hair. 

I screamed as I came again, and juice ran down my inner thigh, hot and sticky. 

The air was heavy with the scent of sex and I lowered my head to help Paul pleasure Rob. 

I licked Rob's shaft while Paul nuzzled on the tip, and my arsehole contracted as I imagined taking two men inside my body. 

"It's wet enough, Rob," I gasped, licking some of his pre-cum off Paul's lips. 

"Stick it in my married arsehole." 

Rob move behind me and climbed up onto the desk. His cock brushed my buttock and I pushed back at him desperate for my first double penetration. 

His hands spread my arsecheeks and I groaned as my tightest of holes was widened and exposed. The hot tip of his cock made contact with the sensitive flesh and I screamed as he pushed into me. 

"Fuck," he said, gripping my buttocks tight. "You're full up. I can feel Paul's cock inside you." 

I pushed backwards, urging him into me. "Can you feel Rob in my arse, Paul?" I moaned, running my tongue across his chest and taking his nipple between my teeth. 

"Yeah," he grunted. Ramming himself upwards again, stealing the breath from my lungs. "Yeah I can fucking feel him." 

I held my breath as Rob pushed past the last of my resistance, and squealed as the two men fucked me in unison, Rob hammering me from behind, and Paul lifting and dropping himself beneath me. 

No porn film I'd ever seen had prepared me for just how intense the feeling of two hard cocks in me at the same time would be, and I slumped onto Paul's heaving chest as a powerful orgasm curled my toes, and my cunt flooded with hot juice. 

Paul whimpered below me as my juice coated him. "I can't hold on," he groaned into my ear, his breath hot on my skin. "I'm gonna fucking come in your married slut cunt." 

"Fucking give it to me," I moaned, my pussy tightening and my clit on fire. "My husband will just think I'm extra fucking wet tonight while his cock is stirring your cum." 

My words sent him over the edge and his cock throbbed as his balls jettisoned their load inside me. Hot splatters of sperm hit my cervix with force, and I came again as Rob beat my buttocks with a hand, ramming himself deeper and deeper into my arse, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he said my name over and over again. 

"Jodie, Jodie, Jodie," he moaned, "I'm going to come too." 

I reached under my body and my hand slipped over the two slippery cocks and two sets of balls that throbbed and pulsated between my thighs. I located Rob's shaft and placed my fingers either side of it, squeezing gently as he let go too, his spunk warming my depths and his cock throbbing. 

Hot rivers of juice and seed ran from my holes as the two men grunted and moaned as the last of their loads trickled into me. I lay with my eyes closed in contentment and my face flat against Paul's chest as four hands wandered over my body, and two cocks softened within me. 

I'd never forget the day I got promoted. 

***

The two men watched as I got dressed. "Fucking hell," said Paul, fastening his shirt buttons. "Your husband is one lucky fucking man." 

I smiled. "I know," I said, "and he's going to be even luckier tonight when I guilt fuck him. I'll do things to him that'll make him blush." 

"Will he be happy you got your promotion?" 

"Not as happy as me," I said. "I get my own office now right?" 

Rob nodded. "Yup, just across the hallway from mine and Paul's offices." 

"Well, make sure I get a nice sofa in there alright boys? And a good lock on the door, oh, and an intercom directly to your desks. I tend to get very horny in the afternoons, and I'll be requiring your interviewing technique a lot in the future." 

Chapter Two

"So?" said Steve. "Did you get it?" 

I smiled, wrapping my arms around his neck. "What do you think, stud?" 

Steve laughed. "I can tell you did; your face is red with excitement!" 

I grabbed my husband's hand and guided him between my legs, manoeuvring his fingers to the sticky mess of cum and cunt juice. "Just feel how excited I am down there," I teased. 

The End
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