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A hot preview…

"Please, Sir, I want you to fuck me!" she begged.

"Is that what you want, little slut?" Grant asked, and she nodded. "You want me to slide my big cock inside you and make you cum?"

"Yes, Sir!" she moaned. "Please!"

"Good girl," Grant said, and he positioned his cock at her slick pussy. "Get ready to take that huge dick."

He pushed into her, and she moaned as he filled her tight pussy. She was so wet, and his cock slipped right inside her. He leaned over and kissed her as he slid in and out of her.

He watched her face as he fucked her, watching her pleasure as he stretched her pussy wide. She moaned as he slowly began to increase his speed, thrusting harder and faster. She wrapped her legs around him.

"Oh my god, Sir," she moaned, and Grant grinned.

"You like that?" he asked.

"I love it," she moaned. "It's so big, and so deep."

"Be careful," Grant said, pulling out of her. "Be a good girl. You don't want to come too soon, do you?"

He rubbed her clit with his fingers, and she panted. "No, Sir," she said, and she bit her lip.

"Good girl," he said, and he moved back into her.

Girlfriend Maker: Part IV

Grant was now successfully ensconced in his own home in the game Girlfriend Maker, where he had risen in the ranks to become a successful employee at a local tech firm. He had started out small, working in a fast food place called Chicken Heads. But now he had saved his money and bought an apartment after banging the beautiful Greta Nowles, his realtor.

He still saw Greta and Alice, his first two girlfriends, on the regular. He also continued to date Iris, his boss at work. But now, he was feeling the itch to become the boss, himself, and have every woman in the office at his command.

Grant had always been ambitious, but now that he had a taste of success, he wanted more. He wanted power and control over everything, including the women in his life. He spent his days at work plotting his rise to the top, and his nights exploring the limits of his sexuality with his ever-growing harem of girlfriends.

He soon came to realize it wasn't that easy, though. Girlfriend Maker had recently added an update that let all players be part of the same world. This was an annoyance, because he now had to compete against other men for the babes in game. I won't let anyone get in my way, he thought, clenching his fists one morning as he looked at the office building. His gaze fixed on the top rooms, one of which was reserved for the CEO.

Iris had stepped down and the position was open. He would have to beat all the other guys who wanted it. If he could, he would gain control of the office, and the women who worked there.

Grant hatched a plan. He decided to woo the ladies in the office with expensive gifts and lavish trips. He also spent time getting to know them, learning their likes and dislikes, and generally becoming more personable. By the end of the month, he had won over all the women in the building.

In addition to his charm offensive, Grant also worked hard on improving his skill set. He brushed up on his coding abilities and even used some of his spare time to learn machine learning algorithms. After a few months of hard work, he had become a proficient programmer and gained enough knowledge to understand how the software produced by their company worked.

Next, he researched all the other contenders for the CEO spot. Knowing their weak points and strengths would give him a better chance of success. Meanwhile, Grant used his connections to discreetly sabotage the competition by planting false information about them or spreading rumors to damage their reputation.

At the same time, Grant worked hard to demonstrate his worthiness to be CEO by going above and beyond at work and volunteering for extra projects that showcased his abilities in management and leadership skills. As news of these exploits spread around town, more people started recognizing Grant's potential as an up-and-coming executive. He was also gaining notoriety as a ruthless boss who would stop at nothing to get the job, even if it meant screwing other players out of work.

Finally, after months of hard work and diligent research, Grant was chosen as CEO. The firm celebrated with a grand party, where everyone gathered to congratulate the new executive. On this special night, Grant was showered with gifts from his female admirers.

One such admirer was Rachel, a pretty blonde who worked in admin. While the part was in full swing, she came up to him and smiled.

"Congratulations, Sir," she said.

Grant smiled back, his eyes lighting up. "Thank you, Rachel. I couldn't have done it without the support of everyone here," he said, looking around the room at all the faces smiling at him. But his eyes lingered on Rachel, and he could feel the chemistry between them.

"Would you like to dance?" he asked her, extending his hand. Rachel nodded, and they made their way to the dance floor. They moved together in perfect rhythm, and Grant couldn't help but feel a sense of power and control over her. He knew he had her wrapped around his finger.

As they danced, the music slowed down, and Rachel leaned in closer. Her big tits pressed into his chest. "I've always admired your ambition, Sir," she whispered. "It's one of the things that attracted me to you in the first place."

Grant felt a thrill run through him at her words. He had always enjoyed the thrill of the chase, and the knowledge that he had her attention was intoxicating. "I'm glad to hear that," he said, reaching down to cup her ass. She giggled and pressed even closer to him. "I've been thinking about you, too," he whispered, "and wondering what you'd look like with that cute little ass of yours in the air, begging for my cock."

Rachel moaned and bit her lip, closing her eyes. Grant smiled. "You know," he whispered, running one finger down her collarbone, "I could make that happen for you…"

Rachel's eyes flew open, and she looked at Grant. "Really?" she asked. "You'd do that for me?"

"I'd do a lot of things for the women who work for me," Grant said, running his fingers down her neck to her breasts. He cupped them through her silver dress, feeling their weight, and Rachel moaned. "You'd do anything for me, wouldn't you?" he asked, and she nodded eagerly.

"I would do anything for you, Sir," she breathed.

"Anything?" Grant asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Anything," she said, and he grinned.

"Do you know what I think you'd look like under my desk?" he asked, running his hands down her flat belly to rest on her hips. She sighed and leaned into him, pressing her tits against his chest once more. "I think you'd look great with your dress hiked up around your waist and that sweet little cunt of yours dripping wet while you suck my cock."

Rachel moaned at the words, and Grant smiled. "I think you'd look even better bent over my desk, taking my cock deep inside you as I spank you and fuck you hard," he said, and she moaned again.

Grant looked around. The party was still in full swing, but he didn't see anyone from work nearby. He began to lead Rachel away from the dance floor. She followed him willingly as he took her to his private back room in the office, where he conveniently kept a bed - for occasions like this, of course.

He closed the door behind them and took her in his arms again. "You're so hot," he said, rubbing her breasts. "I can't wait to see that pretty little pussy."

He reached down and began to unzip her dress, and she shivered in his arms. Grant grinned as he pulled it down to reveal her perky tits in a lacy bra. He unhooked the bra, and she gasped as her tits fell free. He cupped them, rubbing her nipples with his thumbs.

"You like that?" he asked, smiling at her. She nodded, biting her lip.

"I bet you want more, don't you?"

Rachel nodded again and moaned.

"Tell me what you want," he said, looking down at her.

"I want your cock, Sir," she whispered, the excitement evident in her voice. "I want you to fuck me."

Grant reached back and undid his trousers, pushing them down. She watched, her eyes fixed on his crotch. She bit her lip as he revealed his hard, throbbing cock, waiting for her.

"You want that inside of you?" he asked, rubbing his cock against her leg.

She nodded.

"Say it," Grant demanded.

"I want your big cock inside of me," she moaned, her eyes still fixed on his cock. "I want you to fuck me hard."

"You're a very naughty girl," Grant said, reaching down to pinch and rub her nipples. Rachel moaned and leaned into him.

Finally, he reached around and unzipped her dress, and it fell away from her body, revealing her lacy panties. As she stood before him, he reached out and ran his fingers over her ass, feeling her firm flesh beneath his hands. He gave it a firm swat.

"You look beautiful," he said, and she smiled.

"Thank you, Sir," she replied.

Grant gripped her ass in his hands and kneaded it, pressing her panties into her cheeks. Rachel moaned and looked up at him with her big blue eyes. He slid his fingers under the waist of her panties, then slid them down to her knees.

Rachel stepped out of them, and Grant ran his hands back up her legs to her hips. Then, without any warning, he pushed her hard.

She stumbled back and landed on the bed, and Grant followed her, running his fingers over her body as he climbed on top of her. She spread her legs eagerly, and he grinned, rubbing his cock against her clit.

He grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head as he moved down her body and began to kiss her tits. He sucked one nipple into his mouth, flicking it with his tongue, then he moved to the other, giving it the same treatment. Rachel moaned loudly, her voice echoing in the empty room.

"Damn, you're a hot bitch," he said, squeezing her tits in his hands. He moved back up her body and kissed her again, biting her lip. "I can't wait to see your face when your pussy is full of my cum."

"I want it so bad, Sir," she panted.

"Beg for it," Grant commanded as he moved down her body, trailing kisses down her chest and her belly.

"Please, Sir," she moaned, squirming beneath him. "Please fuck me."

"Say it again," Grant ordered, running his hands up and down her body.

"Please, Sir, I want you to fuck me!" she begged.

"Is that what you want, little slut?" Grant asked, and she nodded. "You want me to slide my big cock inside you and make you cum?"

"Yes, Sir!" she moaned. "Please!"

"Good girl," Grant said, and he positioned his cock at her slick pussy. "Get ready to take that huge dick."

He pushed into her, and she moaned as he filled her tight pussy. She was so wet, and his cock slipped right inside her. He leaned over and kissed her as he slid in and out of her.

He watched her face as he fucked her, watching her pleasure as he stretched her pussy wide. She moaned as he slowly began to increase his speed, thrusting harder and faster. She wrapped her legs around him.

"Oh my god, Sir," she moaned, and Grant grinned.

"You like that?" he asked.

"I love it," she moaned. "It's so big, and so deep."

"Be careful," Grant said, pulling out of her. "Be a good girl. You don't want to come too soon, do you?"

He rubbed her clit with his fingers, and she panted. "No, Sir," she said, and she bit her lip.

"Good girl," he said, and he moved back into her.

He thrust into her hard and deep, and she moaned again. He pounded into her faster and faster but stopped short of making her cum. He ran his hands up and down her body, grabbing her tits and squeezing her ass. She moaned as he thrust into her harder and harder.

She was so beautiful, moaning beneath him and squirming as he took her. "You like that big dick, don't you?" he asked, and she nodded.

"Yes, Sir," she moaned.

"You want this big dick to fill you up?" he asked, and she nodded. He looked down at her. "You want me to cum inside you?"

"Yes, Sir," she moaned. "Please."

Grant began to thrust harder and harder, moving faster and faster. Rachel moaned and thrashed beneath him.

"Come for me, little slut," Grant said, and he gripped her tits, holding her down as he pinched her nipple.

Rachel moaned and squirmed beneath him, and Grant smiled.

"Come for me!" he ordered, and Rachel moaned as she came.

Grant grinned and reached down, rubbing her clit as she writhed beneath him. She squirmed and moaned as she recovered from her first orgasm.

"I think you want more, little slut," Grant said, and she nodded.

"Please, Sir," she moaned. "Fill me up with your big cock."

"Good girl," he said, grabbing her hips. "You deserve a big load."

Rachel moaned and nodded as Grant thrust into her. He reached out and grabbed her tits, thrusting into her harder and faster. He pinched her nipples and leaned over to kiss her.

"You've been a very bad girl," Grant said, and Rachel whimpered in agreement. "You're gonna get a big load of your boss' thick cum in punishment."

"Please, Sir," Rachel gasped, and he grinned.

"Let's see how much you can take, little slut," he said, and he slammed into her. "I'm gonna blow my load deep inside you."

"Yes, Sir," she moaned, and he thrust into her again.

"What do you want?" he asked, and she moaned.

"Your cum, Sir," she moaned.

Grant gripped her throat and thrust into her a final time, his cock pulsing and throbbing as he shot his load deep inside her. Rachel gasped as he filled her with his cum. She moaned as she felt it filling her pussy.

"That's a good little slut," he said, and he reached up and ran his fingers over her face. She leaned up and kissed him.

"Thank you, Sir," she said, and he smiled.

"Good girl," he replied, and he pulled his cock from her slick pussy, watching as it came from with a wet, slick noise. Her cunt trickled his sperm, and he enjoyed the sight, knowing he'd bred his first office girl as CEO.

"Tomorrow," he said, lying on his back in contentment, "You can suck my cock while I make some calls..." 

He was going to like this job, a lot. 
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