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BOOK 1: The Interview 

Shared Rough 

“Have you ever done this before?” He asked, his voice a deep rumble that made the hair on the back of my neck stand up.
He was staring at me so intently that I struggled to find my words as I met his darkening gaze.
“Do what?” I asked, my voice a low whisper. “Sex?”
Before his shapely lips pursed open to answer my question, the mocking grin that appeared on his handsome face warned me to the stupidity of my question.
My cheeks heated up with embarrassment as I waited for the handsome businessman to respond.
He took his time.
His statuesque figure remained motionless, the only change in him was the widening of his smile as we both waited, him to push me even more and me because I had no other choice.
We’d met each other only a moment ago, and yet, he was fully in control, of the situation as well as me.
He could tease me endlessly now, and there was nothing I could do.
Luckily, he chose not to further my embarrassment.
“No,” he replied. “I meant having sex with multiple men.”
My heart pounded in my chest, not because I hadn’t known about the multiple men aspect of the subject, but because the idea excited me more than anything else. My thighs shivered against my seat, and I pressed my legs harder against each other to make sure he did not see it.
“No,” I mumbled. “I haven’t.”
“So what makes you think you’re right for this position?” He asked, leaning the back of his office chair and meeting my eyes with a dark gaze.
This was it.
This was my chance to show him how perfect I would be for the position of the office pet.
Not because I had experience, but because I was eager.
Very eager.
I’d had enough time to think about why that was so during the endless nights of fantasizing about him and the other faceless men that would get to share me.
And now, it was time for me to tell him.
Ever since I’d seen his post on that BDSM website, I’ve been restless. Although no such idea had ever occurred to me before, as soon as I heard that they were looking for an office pet that they wanted to share and dominate while in the office, my life was ruined.
Ruined in the sense that I couldn’t focus on anything else but becoming that pet, so that they can share and use me whenever and however they want.
I was at once intrigued, and drawn to the idea of being shared by multiple men.
I loved the fact that the post emphasized the need for the pet to be obedient and willing to serve them.
Although I’d never been dominated before in the sack, the idea exhilarated me more than I could confidently admit.
And it didn’t matter that I didn’t even know who ‘they’ were, that I had no idea what any of the men looked like or what kind of people they were.
I didn’t even know what kind of dirty things they would want to do to me.
And that was probably why I was so intrigued by that post.
Why I’d responded to it so quickly…
My fingers shaking and the blue light of my laptop shining on my reddened cheeks; I responded and held my breath until they returned my message.
“I…” I whispered, suddenly realizing that I didn’t really have a coherent response to give to the man sitting in front of me.
But that wouldn’t work. I could feel the opportunity slipping through my fingers as he waited for me to speak, with a calmness that almost suggested indifference.
If I failed to convince him now, I would lose the chance to courageously pursue my wildest fantasies, to see what pleasures awaited once I got over the fear…
So I let go of all my reservations and spoke directly from my heart.
“I just want it,” I whispered, “really bad. I can’t think of anything else ever since I’ve seen your post. I can’t sleep at night because I keep imagining myself as an office pet, and then, I feel like I’ll explode… Ever since I’ve read your post, I’ve been a mess. And the only way to solve this new problem of mine is for you to choose me for this position so that I can serve you and your men, all day, every day.”
I was breathless now. My mouth felt dry as I ended my words. My clit throbbed expectantly, urged by my own dirty words…
My eyes were locked on him, waiting to see the response of his body that he might try to hide.
There was no way for him to see the way my clit was throbbing as I spoke those words out loud in a hurry. I hadn’t been thinking about what I was saying, it was only the simple truth.
And perhaps that was what convinced him of my honesty. The look in his eyes changed.
“You won’t get paid,” he said as if that had anything to do with this. “You know that right?”
“Of course,” I replied. “I don’t want to get paid.”
“You might not be able to go home every night,” he straightened in his chair and met my eyes with a gaze that was filled with lust and darkness. “One of the men might decide to tie you up to his office so that you can be there to welcome him the first thing in the morning, and other than using your safeword to end all of this, you can’t disagree. They can spank you or whip you until you scream at them to stop, but unless you use your safe word, they won’t stop.”
My legs shook visibly, making his eyes widen in lust.
It made him look even more animalistic, a raw beauty settled on his handsome face, making his chiseled jaw twist.
My eyes darted down to his muscly arms, and I cursed the table hiding the rest of his ripped body.
The way he looked was making this even more difficult.
I hadn’t expected him to be this hot, or at least, I hadn’t even thought about that aspect of it. But as soon as I walked into Mr. Brinson’s office, I was amazed by his manly beauty, ripped body, and dominant attitude.
And now, it was all coming together to turn me into a blubbering idiot. His words had woken up something in me that could only be solved if he took me here, right then.
I almost threw myself onto my knees to beg him to do so without asking me any more senseless questions about if I really wanted this or not. But I needed him to understand that I was making this choice with my mind, no matter how hazy my mind was with the lust that had quickly taken over it.
“Yes,” I replied, and tried to ignore the pulsating sensations that were going through all of my most sensitive spots. “I know that.”
“The post I’ve made wasn’t specific about the number of men you’re going to serve,” he observed. “Aren’t you going to ask about it?”
His dark green eyes settled on me, an amused twist passing through his gaze as he waited for me to lick my dried lips and respond.
“I…” I mumbled, my voice getting hoarser every minute. “I don’t care. I mean I do, but it wouldn’t change anything. I want this, even if it’s just you that I’ll be serving.”
He smirked as if what I’d said amused him greatly. And soon, he revealed why. “So your only concern is if there are not enough men and not the opposite?”
He’d caught me off-guard.
I’d assumed he was emphasizing the fact that I didn’t know how many men there were because they weren’t a lot. I’d never even thought of the opposite, that he was suggesting I might be intimidated by more than a few men.
The mind has a way of solving puzzles like this, our assumptions about things predict our direction of thought.
And that’s what had happened here.
I wasn’t concerned about there being too many men to serve. Only the opposite would sadden me.
And now, he knew that too.
“Yes,” I whispered. “I’m ready to be shared by your men, I don’t care how many there are.”
I almost jerked back in fear when I saw his reaction. It felt like at that moment, he was fucking me with his eyes. And then, he shook it off.
We still had business to discuss and he was a businessman, of the purest and most dominant kind.
“There will be five men, including me,” he said. “And since you don’t have any experience in this area, we’ll have to train you.”
I nodded eagerly. “Yes, whatever you want.”
“Your eagerness is impressive,” he commented. “But I need to make sure you can do this. I need to see what you can do before I chose you.”
My legs shook visibly.
So this was it.
Even if this gorgeous man decided not to choose me, I would at least get to revel in the pleasure of trying to prove myself to him.
Right now.
I nodded.
He was simply looking at me. He didn’t say anything and nor did I for a long second.
Then, he broke the silence.
“Get up.”
My pussy clenched with need as I got up to stand before him. He remained on his desk, his penetrating gaze fixed on me.
He was examining me closely now, and it felt like my clothes did nothing to hide me from him.
Perhaps he did not share that sentiment.
“Take off your clothes,” he ordered. “And do it slowly.”
My hands were shaking so hard that it would have been impossible to do it quickly anyway. He was watching me, which didn’t exactly help with the anticipation and excitement that had taken over me.
It was a nice summer day, and I’d chosen to wear something suiting an office. It had been a part of my fantasy on those nights where I couldn’t sleep, to wear what a stereotypical professional businesswoman would wear.
A white buttoned shirt that emphasized my swollen tits. A black pencil skirt and red stilettos. My makeup was appropriate for what I imagined a dirty slut. The only thing I lacked was glasses, to give me that sexy librarian look. I hadn’t had the time to find one.
Firstly, I untied my hair, letting it fall to my back. His expression twisted with lust, and I knew he liked what he was seeing.
Second, I reached for my buttoned blouse.
I started unbuttoning my blouse, very slowly. My chest was exposed first, and soon after my tits were released from their prison.
I hadn’t worn a bra underneath the blouse to make sure he could see my hardened nipples before I took it off, and now, the appreciative twisting of his eyes told me I’d made the right choice.
My tits were exposed to him as soon as I took off the blouse. A shiver went through me as the anticipation rose.
He didn’t say anything.
He just leaned against his chair and watched me with a hungry expression as my hands wandered down to the black pencil skirt I was wearing.
I was planning to unzip the skirt and let it slide down first, but when I attempted to do that, his lips pursed disapprovingly.
It wasn’t what he wanted.
And in this room, that was all that mattered.
So instead of unzipping my skirt and letting it drop, I reached for the hem of it. When I started to slide it up to reveal my thighs that were already coated with my own juices, his lips curled with a smile and I knew I’d made the right choice.
I started lifting my skirt up until my soaking wet panties were revealed. I pulled the skirt up until it was a thin line of fabric on my stomach. I was going to take off my underwear next, but he stopped me right then.
“Now get on top of the desk,” he said, his voice deeper now and filled with lust.
So he didn’t want me to take off my underwear, not yet at least.
My legs shaking and nipples hard, I walked over to his desk and reached him.
He didn’t touch me even then. He simply pushed his chair back to allow me to get between him and the desk, and once I was there, I hopped on his desk.
I didn’t know what to do next.
So I waited.
He was in between my legs, staring not at my drenched black lacy underwear but right into my eyes. It was hard not to squirm with the building anticipation, harder not to throw myself onto his hardening bulge so that he could take me there, right on the spot.
“I need you to see how responsive you are,” he said, “to the touch.”
I nodded eagerly.
This was way better than anything I’d ever felt. The anticipation, the wait was getting to me.
He kept staring into my eyes.
“To be our pet, you’ll need to prove yourself to me and my colleagues,” he continued, “Obedience is necessary, but so is secrecy. No one in this office can know what we do to you, so you can’t make any sounds unless I let you.”
I nodded again.
Him, sitting in front of me, right where my legs were parted was making it really difficult not to grind my throbbing pussy against the cold surface of the table underneath. And his words were making it even worse.
My nipples felt raw now, desperate to be touched and squeezed. They’d stopped swelling because this was as big as they could ever get.
My underwear was pushing against my throbbing clit in an annoying way. I was so sensitive that it almost hurt to have it on still.
“You won’t be allowed to cum without permission from us,” he continued to lay out the rules. “Today is the only exception. I want to see how you react naturally.”
I was getting more and more frustrated. I just wanted him to stop talking so that he could do me.
But that choice wasn’t up to me. Not here. Not now.
He went on.
“What do you want your safe word to be?”
I’d never had a safe word before. It was a strange concept to me, and I cursed myself for not thinking of this before.
“I don’t know,” I whispered.
“How about ‘unicorn’?” He asked indifferently. “Doesn’t matter anyway, you just have to choose a word that you won’t say normally. And you don’t look like a girl who says much anyway.”
“Unicorn is okay,” I whispered, trying to get the discussion part over with as soon as could. I could feel my juices slipping through the sides of my underwear, pooling underneath me.
“Good,” he said. “That is all.”
The rules that he’d laid out had already slipped through my foggy mind. I tried to think about them, but as the boss put his warm and strong hands on my thighs, it was easy to forget even my own name.
His eyes darted down to my pussy that was still painfully covered by my drenched underwear.
“A pet needs to be ready at all times,” he said. “That doesn’t seem like it’ll be a problem.”
His humiliating words made my cheeks flush red, but as he reached a hand in between my thighs and grabbed the bottom of my underwear, I couldn’t focus on the embarrassment.
The excitement drowned every other feeling in me, making my legs shake uncontrollably.
He tugged at the bottom of my underwear, and his eyes twisted with a dark lust when the fabric resisted his pull due to my juices holding it against his grip.
He tugged at the bottom of my panties harder, sliding a finger underneath and sending shivers across my body as I felt the warmth of his finger pushing against my slippery pussy lips.
It was hard standing still and watching him as he pulled my underwear to the side and looked at my pussy.
His gaze was dark with lust as he took in a moment to examine me. I was fully in his control, and all I could do was stare into his darkening gaze.
Then, he moved.
His finger slid in between my slippery pussy lips, darting up to stop at my throbbing clit. When my body jerked with the sudden pleasure of being touched, his grin widened.
“Good,” he whispered and I immediately felt proud. “Very responsive.”
My juices were pouring out of me now. My clit was throbbing desperately, my entrance was clenching with need.
He could unzip his pants and enter me right there, and there would be no resistance from my tight pussy.
But he didn’t. Instead, he released my clit.
What happened next, happened so fast that I couldn’t even react to it until I found myself laying on top of the table, with his face in between my legs.
He slid his arms underneath my thighs, lifting my legs up. At the same time, he reached up to grab both of my tits, and just as he buried his face onto my needy slit, he pinned me against my back. I didn’t have a choice but to release all control and get thrown on the table as the gorgeous man started licking my pussy.
I knew this was a test.
He wanted to make sure I could keep silent as he pulled an orgasm out of me forcefully.
He wanted to see how easy it was to make me cum.
Luckily, I was already on the brink of an explosive orgasm when his strong hands squeezed both of my tits.
His tongue was swirling in between my pussy lips now, exploring my depths as his grip on me tightened. He was thumbing my hardened nipples while squeezing my tits.
My legs were lifted slightly to allow him access, and I wasn’t doing any of it.
I was just laying on my back, watching him devour me and push me over the edge.
I grabbed the edges of the table to try to contain the explosion that quickly rose in me. His skillful tongue felt like it was everywhere, and although he’d purposefully avoided my clenching entrance, my juices were pouring out of it.
He had me.
His lips found my clit as our eyes locked on. He squeezed my tits hard enough to make them ache, and at that same moment, he wrapped his lips around my throbbing clit and started to suck it.
My body jolted violently right then, and it never stopped as he kept licking my pussy and sucking my clit. My pulse was racing, and I could feel my hardened nipples digging holes into his palms as my thighs shivered around his handsome face.
He was using his tongue perfectly to give my clit little flicks while I felt his lips tightening around the little nub of pleasure.
I was squirming so violently that for a second I thought I was going to fall off the table.
It was all too much to bear.
My hands clutched to the edges of his desk, my thighs twitched as I started to squirm against his handsome face.
At that moment, I remembered that he’d allowed me to cum.
So I let go, and I was immediately crushed under the wave of pleasure that took over my whole body.
He had to pin me harder against the table as my body shook violently against his demanding mouth. I was twisting and squirming, and I had to bite down my lower lip to muffle the sounds of moaning that threatened to come out as pleasure rolled through me.
After all, there were tens of people outside, going on with their daily business while the boss ate my pussy. As my orgasm hit me hard, I knew that this still had to be kept a secret from all of them.
So I couldn’t moan. No matter how much I wanted to.
As the ecstasy rolled through me, my vision blurred, and in the midst of my darkening vision, the only thing I could see was his gaze locked on me.
I shook violently as the explosion forced me to my climax. My whole body twisted and turned, but his tightening grip on me kept his mouth on my throbbing clit despite the squirming.
And when it was over, his mouth was still on my pussy. His gaze was on me.
His tongue swirled against me a few more times before he released his delicious grip on me. I was so sensitive that my clit pulsated against his tongue until he pulled it off.
I lay on his desk, already worn out from all the pleasure that he’d forced on me.
I couldn’t believe it.
It had taken him so little time to make me cum that it almost scared me to think of it.
Now, he was certainly in control of me. Perhaps forever.
He’d suddenly made himself the provider of a pleasure that I’d never felt before.
I was already addicted to it.
To him…
“Now, pet,” he said, straightening on his chair and meeting my eyes past my glazing pussy and swollen tits. “Get on your knees.”
My heart pounding inside my chest, I ignored my shaking legs and the slipperiness of my pussy lips as I pushed myself off his table and got on to stand up next to his chair.
He was still sitting as I threw myself onto my knees in front of him.
I looked up.
There he was. The darkness in his gaze was still there, but now, his shapely lips had been glazed with my pleasure.
It made him look even sexier, and my clit throbbed hard despite the orgasm I’d just had.
“I’m not going to hold back,” he warned. When I didn’t say anything in response, his smile widened. “Good girl.”
With that, I felt him grabbing me by the hair with one hand while I watched him unzipping his pants with the other. I reached forward to help him pull his cock out of his pants, and he acknowledged my eagerness with a grunt as his grip on my hair tightened in response.
I pulled down his boxers and gulped when I saw the monstrous cock that popped out.
My mouth watered as my heart pounded in my chest as I stared at his cock, tearing up from the pressure of his grip on my hair.
He was big. Bigger than any cock I’d ever seen.
His cock was thick and long. It was veiny, and that made me immediately wonder what it would feel like to trace my tongue alongside them. Would the veins throb harder against it?
I did not know, but I wanted to find out.
On his tip, was a drop of oozing pre-cum that made my pussy clench with a desperate need.
He didn’t let me take control, but I was so eager that he didn’t need to tell me what to do either.
Struggling against his forceful grip on my hair, I managed to get closer and closer to his throbbing cock until I could stick out my tongue to lick that drop of pre-cum off his tip.
His taste overwhelmed my senses as I looked up to meet his darkening gaze.
“Show it to me,” he grunted, grabbing me by the chin and keeping me there. 
I stuck my tongue out so that he could see the drop on it, and then, I gulped it down as he watched.
He directed my mouth back to his cock, and I wrapped my lips around it.
He took full control showing me how roughly he would be taking me every day from now on unless I made him stop.
I could see it in his eyes that he wanted to scare me, to show me how difficult it was going to be for me to be his pet when he was this dominant and forceful.
What he didn’t know was that his dominance was already making my thighs clench with need.
My lips curled inward with the sheer force of his thrust, and as the tip of his cock reached the back of my throat, the pressure made my eyes water. His grip on my hair was tight as he pushed his cock farther in, lodging his tip inside my throat and making my lips crush against his twitching balls.              
He was using me roughly now, but as his cock twitched against my tongue, all I wanted was for him to be even rougher…
My legs were twisting with need. My hands were on his thighs, my survival instincts had kicked in because I couldn’t breathe with his huge cock blocking my airway.
He kept me there until my vision started to darken, and only released me right before.
My lips remained wrapped around his cock even when he released his grip on my hair. 
My eyes darted up to meet his as I traced my tongue toward the bottom of his shaft, taking the chance to show him what I could do to add to his pleasure.
“Look at those lips wrapped around my cock,” he said in a low rumble. “You look like an angel, pet. But I’m going to ruin that face now.”
My legs shook expectantly, and the boss delivered immediately.
His grip tightened again. He started thrusting in and out of my mouth, his pace increasing with each thrust that curled my lips inward.
He fucked my mouth roughly until my lips felt raw and his cock twitched violently against me. I couldn’t do anything else but stay there and try to breathe as he took me.
And then, just when I thought he was going to explode inside of me, he forcefully pulled me off his cock.
I stared at it, the need in me growing and becoming violent as I took in the view of his cock covered in my spit, throbbing for me. My pussy clenched as if it knew too that there was a chance I could have that cock throb against my walls in a few moments.
But it seemed my new master had other plans for me.
“You’re good with being used,” he said, grabbing his phone off his table and typing something on it. “Now, I need to see if you can handle more.”
My mind was foggy with lust. My whole body was shaking with a need for cock. I didn’t know what he was saying or what he meant, so I appreciated the next order he gave.
It gave me something to do.
“On the table,” he grunted. “Facedown.”
Excitement rose in me. This was it. He was going to bend me over his desk and fuck me as I’d imagined all along.
My feet almost tripped over the hardwood floor as I made a move to get on the desk from the side he was sitting at. But he stopped me and gestured me to walk over the table. Still confused and not making sense of anything, I did as he wanted.
I climbed on top of his desk with my face turned toward him.
And that’s when I heard the door opening.
“Welcome,” the boss said, looking past me and at the door. “Meet our new pet.”
The newcomer made a grunting sound that also sounded like a chuckle. I knew why. My back was turned to him, and I was bent over the table, half-naked.
While I had no idea who he was or what he looked like, he could easily see my pussy that was glazed with my own juices, pink and puffed, ready to be taken…
“She wants you to fuck her,” the boss continued, grabbing me by the chin and forcing me to arch my back so that I could lift my head and meet his gaze. “Don’t you, pet?”
I got it then. He wanted me to let the stranger fuck me before I even saw his face. He thought this was a possible boundary I might have, that I could choose to say my safe word then.
He was wrong.
I didn’t care who the man was. Just that he had a cock that could soon be inside of me.
“Yes, master,” I whispered. “I want him to fuck me.”
The boss smiled just as I felt the stranger’s hands on my asscheeks.
“She’s fucking hot,” he said. “And I don’t even need to see her face to know that.”
A little whimper escaped my lips when I felt the tip of the man’s cock pushing against my clenching entrance. He didn’t pause at all.
Just as Mr. Brinson grabbed me by the hair and shoved his thick veiny cock back into my mouth, the stranger thrust inside my aching pussy.
At once, it felt like my body was on fire. On the one hand, I was being stretched wider than ever, and it hurt to be ripped apart like this as the man entered me with a single thrust without pause. And on the other, the pleasure that swept through me was so delicious that I couldn’t focus on anything other than that.
“So she passed the test?” The man said gruntingly to Mr. Brinson.
“She did,” he replied, sliding his cock in and out of my mouth.
My tits were crushed against the table underneath me as they entered me from both sides. Neither of them waited for my tight pussy or mouth to adjust to having them inside.
They picked up their pace as the pleasure in me built to new heights.
My pussy walls were clenching around the stranger’s cock desperately. He was big too, although he wasn’t as big as Mr. Brinson, whose cock was making my jaw lock as the pressure of having him in between my lips increased.
They started fucking me at a delicious pace, falling into a rhythm that made sure I always had a cock inside of me. Their hands were on me, groping me, positioning me for their utter pleasure as their thrusts became harder and harder.
This was what I’d always imagined. Them using me for their pleasure, pulling me toward their cocks with a need that only I could fulfill.
“I can’t believe I get to fuck this tight pussy every day,” the stranger said through gritted teeth, and right after he gave me a painful spank on the asscheeks.
It should’ve hurt. But as I felt my skin flushing red with the spank, something weird and embarrassing happened instead.
My whole body shook with the ecstasy that quickly swelled up in me. My nipples felt like they were being crushed against the table as they became even more sensitive.
My orgasm hit me hard, making me twist and jerk uncontrollably as every muscle on my body convulsed with incredible pleasure.
“Fuck!” The stranger shouted, probably because he was surprised at my reaction to his words.
His cock twitched inside of me as I rose to my climax.
My pussy clenched harder around his cock, and soon, he could no longer resist the urge. Just as I reached my explosion, his cock twitched inside my milking pussy, and he came, right inside my fertile pussy with a loud grunt.
His fingers dig into my hips as he pulled himself deeper inside of me, and unloaded all his seeds right in me.
We came together, shaking and twisting as our bodies were united in shared ecstasy.
My lips tightened around Mr. Brinson’s cock as the stranger pulled out of me. I could feel the man’s cum leaking out of me, and I could smell Mr. Brinson’s seeds that would soon follow and land right on my tongue.
“Turn around,” Mr. Brinson grunted.
He pulled out of my mouth, and for a second, I feared he would not offer me his seeds. But just when I started to wonder what I had done to make that happen, I turned around, and Mr. Brinson immediately grabbed me by the neck.
He extended my neck from the edge of the table and shoved his cock down my throat again. My lips wrapped around his shaft appreciatively.  Now, I could only see his balls pushing against my face with each thrust.
He grabbed my tits and squeezed them roughly as his thrusts became harder.
He was fucking my mouth. Literally.
He thrust in harder and harder until I felt his balls twitching against my lips. With each thrust, my body twisted awkwardly. I could feel the stranger’s cum oozing out of my stretched-out pussy.
The boss’s grip on my tits hardened, and a few moments later, his cock exploded inside my tongue.
I gulped down all his seeds, reveling in his manly taste and also getting embarrassed about my clit that had started throbbing again.
When he pulled out of me, I was a total mess.
The stranger was gone, and it gave me an odd pleasure to still not know who he was or what he looked like.
“You passed the test,” Mr. Brinson said as I heard him pull up his zipper. “You are our pet now.”
“Yes, master,” I whispered.
“Tomorrow will be your first day,” he said. “Make sure you’re ready because the men won’t be as easy on you as I was today.”
My heart pounded inside my chest, but I couldn’t tell if it was excitement or fear that I was feeling.
So this was him being easy on me. And yet here I was, bruised all over, covered in cum, with an aching pussy and mouth.
My clit throbbed with need thinking what would come next.
— THE END —




BOOK 2: The First Day 

Shared Rough 

I didn’t know where to go.
Perhaps the excitement was making me miss the obvious, but as I stood in the middle of the office and looked around, nothing looked familiar.
Since this was my first official day of work, the fact that I don’t recognize anything or anyone wouldn’t be that odd if I hadn’t been here yesterday, standing in this same open office and trying to figure out which way was the right one.
But I had.
Yesterday was my interview to become the office pet. And today was my first day.
Mr. Brinson hadn’t told me what to do when I arrived in the office for my first day as their pet. He’d given me no instructions after him and the mysterious stranger had used me roughly in his office during my interview.
So now, I was lost.
It was early in the morning still. Although I was told to come in before noon, in my eagerness to start as soon as possible, I’d come here the first thing as soon as the day had started. 
The people in the office were rushing to their daily business, and no one paid any attention to me as I stood there, legs shaking and nipples already hardened, thinking about what to do next.
Although the man intimidated me, I knew Mr. Brinson wouldn’t give my instructions to his assistants or anyone else in the office. Me being here was a complete secret that was reserved only for those who got to use me, the ones Mr. Brinson had decided to share me with.
No one other than him could tell me what I was supposed to do on my first day. I knew I had to go to him.
On the one hand, that idea thrilled me. Perhaps he would demand to use me as soon as I walked into his office.
On the other, perhaps amidst the haze of lust that had overtaken me, I’d missed an order that he gave yesterday, and then, he would punish me for not obeying him.
Either way, I had to go to him to find out.
After the interview yesterday, he’d sent me away from his office, but not before I had to sign all the NDAs. I was to become their office pet, and I couldn’t tell anyone about it. I wasn’t going to be paid or anything, so other than the fact that I would serve them inside the office, nothing about this was actually related to business.
Still, Mr. Brinson was an important man. He couldn’t let a dirty fantasy get in the way of his professionalism.
I signed the papers eagerly. He’d already shown me how delicious his hands on me would feel, how pleasurable it would be to submit myself to his will fully so that he could share me with anyone he wanted.
It wasn’t like I was having any second thoughts today. I was already horny thinking about all the things they were going to do to me. No.
I was just shy and reserved like always. It feared me to think that I would simply have to walk over to that dominant man’s office and ask him what he wanted me to do today.
Still, if I wanted to start being his pet to be shared and used by his men, I had to move. Now.
Drawing in a deep breath, I pushed myself to finally move.
As I walked into the open office, a few eyes darted up, but no one said anything to me as I passed them by. When I moved toward the spacious hallway that led to the boss's office, no one stopped me.
Even when I reached his door and raised my hand to knock, his assistant who sat at her desk in front of his room didn’t ask me what I was doing there. It gave me courage since this meant the boss had alerted her to my arrival already.
He was waiting for me…
My legs buckled with excitement.
I knocked.
First, no response came from the other side of the closed door, but by now I knew that the boss enjoyed teasing me like this. I wasn’t surprised when I heard his deep voice reaching me from the inside after a longer than normal delay, urging me to come in.
So I did.
I grabbed the handle of the door and pushed it down. And as soon as the door opened wide, our eyes met.
“Pet,” he said, his voice too loud for that big of a secret. “Come in.”
I quickly closed the door behind me and entered the boss’s office.
“Master,” I whispered.
My legs were shaking as I stood in the middle of his office. My heart was pounding inside my chest.
When my eyes darted down to his desk, the memory of bending over it and being taken by a man whose face I hadn’t even seen came back to me, and a shiver went through me.
He saw it too.
“Today,” he started, “I’ll introduce you to the men. Make sure you do whatever they want you to do. They are your masters as much as I am. You are a shared pet, so it’s your duty to serve all of us equally.”
“Yes, master,” I responded, my throat dry with excitement.
“But for now they are all busy,” he said, his lips curling with a mocking smile. “You came in early. You’re gonna have to wait.”
My heart sank inside my chest.
On the one hand, I knew he was doing this on purpose, to see if I would disobey him because of the disappointment that quickly rose in me. On the other hand, I wanted to be obedient. To please him…
“Yes, master,” I replied.
“Good pet,” he said with a smirk. “Go and sit on that couch.”
I was determined not to question his orders.
It gave me a pleasure to do as he said, even though I knew it would be incredibly difficult to wait for them to start using me with the throbbing of my clit that already felt unbearable.
I turned away from him and walked across his spacious office.
There was a big couch for three people next to the large windows looking out into the city. We were on the top of a skyscraper, so the view was gorgeous, but as I sat on the couch and turned my eyes away from it, I couldn’t care less.
I was staring at him, and the view there was equally gorgeous.
Mr. Brinson wasn’t looking at me though. He appeared to have forgotten all about me as he went back to his work.
Perhaps he thought he was teasing me. Or he wanted to show me that my needs didn’t matter. Maybe this was his way of dominating me.
Either way, it didn’t matter.
I took that time to observe him without being observed by him.
He was just as handsome as I remembered, perhaps even more so now that my vision wasn’t blurred with the passion of the moment. The muscles on his arms were popping underneath his expensive fitted suit as he leaned against his laptop to type something with a serious expression on his face that made his chiseled jaw twitch.
My thoughts wandered off quickly, but not far from him.
Without even meaning to, I started to imagine him fucking me.
His cock shoved down my throat like he had yesterday, his eyes on me…
His strong hands pinning me against the wall as he thrust his huge cock in me forcefully, my clit clenching all over him.
He hadn’t used my pussy yesterday, and knowing that it could happen today was enough to make me lust all over him as I stared at him, and tried not to think about fucking this gorgeous man.
He appeared as though he’d forgotten about my existence. As the lust settled a haze on my mind and made my vision blurred with it, I did my best to remain invisible.
Time passed. I don’t know how long it was, but when the boss finally looked up from his laptop, the sunbeams inside his office were even brighter.
He offered no apologies for making me wait. He didn’t have to. As soon as he saw me, I was happy.
“Come here, pet,” he said.
I jumped onto my feet eagerly. As I walked toward him, I could feel my pussy lips rubbing against each other, showing me how wet the wait had made me.
“I want you to go now,” he said, once I stopped right next to his desk.
I stared at him, confused and full of lust.
His smile widened. “You’re gonna meet the men. Jack says he’s free now. Go to him, and ask him if he wants anything from you.”
I nodded eagerly. Although I was slightly disappointed because Mr. Brinson didn’t want to use me today, to know that I would be serving Jack, whoever he was, gave back my excitement to me.
 “Yes, master.”
◆◆◆
 
According to one of the employees that I’d stopped on the way and asked for Jack, Jack’s office was on the other side of the huge office floor, where the finance department was. Although I didn’t really care who he was, I decided that he had to be the head of the finance department, and went straight for the huge double doors at the end of the hallway.
His assistant didn’t ignore me as Mr. Brinson’s had. When I raised my hand to knock on Jack’s door, the man interrupted me with a cough.              
“Yes?” He asked when I turned around to face him, hand still raised up, ready to knock.
Perhaps it was because I was already horny, but Jack’s assistant was a stud. He was sitting down and was looking up to meet my eyes, but somehow, the twist in his eyes suggested just the opposite. I felt like he was towering over me without needing the difference of height to his advantage.
I didn’t say anything, my clit was throbbing endlessly and I wanted to go into Jack’s room as soon as possible.
“Is he waiting for you?” The assistant asked.
“He should be,” I replied. “I was sent by Mr. Brinson.”
It was a cryptic response, but I didn’t have any other options considering the circumstance. However, the assistant’s shapely lips curled with a mocking smile as if he knew why I was there. Although he was very good-looking, the arrogant smile annoyed me.
“For the head of the finance department, right?” He asked.
“Yes,” I replied, showing him my frustration. “Can I go in, now?”
His smile widened. “Why?”
“Why?” I repeated.
“Yeah,” he asked. “Why would you want to go in there?”
“Because the owner of the company asked me to pass something along,” I lied.
“Really?” The assistant asked, his smug grin never leaving his face.
“Yeah,” I replied. “Really.”
When he got up from his desk suddenly, I jolted back in surprise. I didn’t know if it was my shivering thighs or already throbbing clit, but as soon as the man got up, my eyes darted down to his bulge. Then to his muscly arms, and abs that could not be hidden underneath the comfortable shirt he was wearing.
This man was very hot. The fact that he was also very arrogant made the throbbing of my clit even worse as he took a few steps to tower over me.
He met my eyes, looking down to make that possible. He had a serious expression on his face now, but his blue eyes were swirling with an amusement that he could not hide.
“And why would Mr. Brinson send the office pet to Mr. Klint? What would a very decent seventy-year-old man want with a dirty slut like you?”
His rude and dirty words didn’t make me feel offended. As if to confirm the label he just chose to put on me, my legs shivered with anticipation. My hardened nipples felt like they were going to explode.
“What?” I blurted out, trying to hide the arousal that his rude words had caused in me.
His shapely lips curled with a mocking smile.
“What did he say, exactly?” He asked. “Did he say go to the head of the finance department?”
My mind froze. I had to take a moment to remember what Mr. Brinson had told me exactly, and as soon as I remembered, I knew I’d made a mistake.
“No,” I replied, “he said to go to Jack.”
His gaze twisted with an unreadable emotion.
“I’m Jack,” he said.
At once, I felt relief and fear. Relief, because Jack was extremely hot, and I was glad that Mr. Brinson had sent me to serve him instead of Mr. Klint.
And fear because I’d just talked back to one of my masters, and not very politely. The worst part was; Jack looked like someone who would enjoy punishing me for it.
“Oh,” I replied at once.
“Are you happy about that, pet?” He asked. “Or did you think you would only be serving rich businessmen?”
My eyes darted up to meet his, and I could tell he saw the flicker of anger that I quickly hid.
“No,” I replied, “I don’t care about that.”
“What do you care about?” He asked.
We weren’t exactly in a secluded spot in the office. Although no one was right next to us, there were other offices and assistant desks outside not far away. I had to be careful now.
“I care about pleasing my masters,” I replied, meeting his eyes and lowering my voice. “That’s all.”
He smirked. “Good. Follow me.”
He grabbed the handle of the door next to us and opened it wide. When he gestured me to come in, I did.
Mr. Klint wasn’t inside his office. His mahogany desk was empty and so was his black office chair. But Jack didn’t walk in any further. As the door closed by itself behind me, he stood very close to it, leaving me little room to stand.
“Turn around,” he said.
I didn’t even need to think about it. I’d been rude to Jack when I was supposed to be an obedient pet according to our special arrangement.
Now, he had to dominate me so that we could correct that mistake.
I turned away from him and immediately felt his hand on my back. He pushed me against the door forcefully, crushing my cheeks against the hardwood that felt cold on my skin. My whole body shook with anticipation.
He was being rough with me already.
I loved it.
“I’m very sorry, master,” I mumbled as I felt his hands on my thighs, slowly pulling my skirt up to reveal my already glazed inner thighs. “I’ve been a very bad girl. Please forgive me.”
“You want to be forgiven?” He asked, clearly enjoying my obedience. “Don’t make a sound.”
It was good that he’d warned me beforehand, for as soon as the word lifted his mouth, I felt his hands in between my legs and on my drenched underwear.
Jack didn’t pause at all.
At once, I heard him unzipping his pants, and he pressed me harder against the door as my legs shook with expectation. He slid his knee in between my thighs, urging me to part my legs as he pulled my underwear to the side.
There would be no warming me up to receive his throbbing cock, but after all the teasing I’d endured this morning, I wasn’t going to complain about that at all.
I felt the tip of his cock at my clenching pussy entrance. My skirt was up on my stomach, my underwear pulled to the side to allow his entry.
I was pressed against the wall and already exposed to him like a dirty slut. My nipples ached from the pressure of his push. I felt the tip of his cock throbbing against my clenching entrance for a second before he took me.
With a single thrust, Jack entered me.
I had to bite down my lower lip to muffle the scream that threatened to come out.
His cock went all the way in, so deep that I could feel his balls twitching against me with the first stroke. He was thick, and my pussy walls desperately clamped around his shaft, trying to adjust to having him inside of me so abruptly.
Jack let out a grunt, and his grip on my waist tightened as he waited deep inside of me, enjoying my walls clenching around his rock-hard cock. Then, he leaned in to whisper in my ear.
“You’re fucking tight,” he said. “And you’re wet already. You like being taken roughly, don’t you?”
“Yes!” I whimpered, my pussy quivering around his cock as the pleasure spread all over me. “Yes, master.”
“Good girl,” he said, pulling out until only the tip of his cock remained inside of me. Then, he started to speak again, each word emphasized with a new thrust inside of me that became more forceful as he went deeper. “Because. We. Will. Do. This. Everyday.”
Jack was speaking through gritted teeth, and I was soon a mess. He pinned me against the door harder and started thrusting in and out.
Each stroke was harder than the last, and every time I felt my walls clenching around his cock, he felt bigger.
My juices were pouring down to my thighs and coating his cock each time he pulled out, only to ram his cock back inside of me with even more force.
Pleasure swept through me, blurring my vision and making it really difficult to breathe as I squirmed against his cock desperately.
He was taking me raw and rough. This was a quickie, one that would have been humiliating if it weren’t for the incredible ecstasy that I felt as his cock thrust in and out of me.
Jack slipped his hands up, sliding them in between my tits and the door and grabbing both of my tits to use them as leverage as he started pounding my pussy from behind, harder and harder.
He reached deeper with every thrust, and when I felt his balls twitching against my skin, I was already on the brink of an orgasm.
My moans of pleasure echoed in Mr. Klint’s office until Jack released one of my tits to cover my mouth with his strong hand. He used that hand to pull me further down to his cock, and entering me deep with another thrust, he sent me over the edge.
I came, shaking and twisting uncontrollably as the pleasure swept through me, blinding me to anything else but the stars as the violent explosion spread all over me. My legs were shaking and I almost lost control, but luckily, Jack’s strong grip kept me on his cock until I felt his prick exploding inside my clenching pussy.
Our grunts and moans joined together as his cock twitched against my clenching walls, and as he spurted all of his seeds inside of me, I rose to my climax. My pussy milked him dry until our orgasms were done, and when he pulled out, his seeds leaked out of my stretched-out hole.
“You came,” he observed, the hoarseness of satisfaction all over his voice. “That’s not allowed.”
The satisfied smile on my face faded as fear took hold of me. I didn’t have to turn around to see the amused twist in Jack’s dark gaze.
I was fucked.
I’d disobeyed.
◆◆◆
 
I stood in the middle of Mr. Brinson’s office, afraid to look him in the eye as Jack stood behind me, explaining my disobedience to the boss.
“So I thought you would want to punish her for it,” Jack concluded his sentence.
“Pet,” Mr. Brinson said.
I didn’t have any other choice. I looked up to meet his eyes.
“Are you ready for your punishment?” He asked.
We both knew there was no point in denying what I’d done. I’d cum without being allowed to cum, and now I deserved punishment for it. Mr. Brinson had been very specific about that yesterday, so there was no reason to try and defend myself.
I was in the wrong.
I deserved to be punished.
“Yes, master,” I replied.
“I’ll think of a suitable punishment for you later,” he replied, his darkening gaze still locked on me. “It’s time for you to meet the men now.”
My heart made a little flip inside my chest.
“Yes, master,” I said.
“Good,” Mr. Brinson said. “Come to me.”
When I reached Mr. Brinson, he leaned against his chair and grabbed me by the waist. He turned me around and pulled me down to his lap.
I didn’t have a choice. As Jack’s gaze on me twisted with a mocking gleam, I sat on the boss’s lap with my back turned to him.
“You’ve been a bad pet today,” he whispered in my ear as I felt him unzipping his pants underneath me. My legs twisted with lust and anticipation despite still having Jack’s seeds inside of me. “So you don’t get to meet them like a good little pet. They’ll meet you like the slut you are.”
If he thought this was a punishment, he was incredibly wrong.
I felt him pulling my underwear to the side and a little whimper of excitement escaped my lips that I’d been biting down. Then, without any warning, Mr. Brinson lifted me up slightly to position his throbbing tip at my entrance.
The tip of his cock entered me and my walls clenched around it as Mr. Brinson took a moment to pull my blouse with his right hand so forcefully that the buttons were thrown all across the room. My tits popped out of their cage as he pulled me down all the way to his monstrous cock, stretching my walls to all sides as his grip on my waist tightened.
I covered my mouth with my own hand to keep the screams from echoing in the office. My pussy clenched hard around him, desperately trying to milk his monstrous cock as the pleasure built up in me.              
Mr. Brinson grabbed both of my tits and started sliding me up and down his throbbing cock, and despite the pressure of having a huge cock inside my tight pussy, all I could feel was the pleasure as my eyes darted to meet Jack’s.
His smile was wider than ever, the mischievous grin on his face never fading as Mr. Brinson slid me up and down his huge cock.
When the door to Mr. Brinson’s office opened wide and three men stepped in all together, my legs twisted awkwardly with the excitement that added to the heightened pleasure.
A black guy with broad shoulders and shapely lips entered the room first, his eyes widening with lust and surprise upon seeing me riding Mr. Brinson’s cock in the middle of the day. Behind him, a bulky man with wavy black hair and dark green eyes entered, and immediately he lifted a hand to scratch his scruffy beard in a surprised gesture.
The third man had a beard and was wearing clothes that made him look like a lumberjack, and his thick body supported that first impression as our eyes met.
As the door closed behind them, I lifted my hand off my lips.
“Master!” I moaned, not being able to control my tone as the four men watched me riding Mr. Brinson’s cock with darkening gazes that were full of lust. “May I cum?”
The grunts and chuckles that went across the room told me that they thought it was odd for me to be on the brink of an orgasm already. And although Mr. Brinson’s cock twitched inside of me as if he enjoyed hearing about my pleasure, his grip on me tightened and at once he pulled me off his cock.
“She needs to be taught a lesson,” he said to the others as I felt him pressing me against the table. “Do it, now.”
I thought they would attack me right then, and if that happened, there was no way I could hold my orgasm to wait for permission. I was already struggling with controlling it.
The boss bent me over the table, with my face on the other side toward the four men. My tits crushed against the table underneath as I felt his hands on my thighs.
At once, he resumed his position behind me. I felt the head of his cock throb against my clenching entrance for a brief second before he buried his huge cock inside my warm, tight pussy.
He resumed thrusting in and out as I felt the men moving toward me.
I couldn’t see who it was as the man shoved his cock down my throat and started to fuck my mouth, but it didn’t matter anyway. I sucked on him as I did my best not to cum all over Mr. Brinson’s cock that rammed in and out of me at an increasing and delicious pace.
The men took turns in my mouth as Mr. Brinson fucked me endlessly. His cock twitched and throbbed against my clenching walls as the men grabbed my hands to force me to jerk them. They took turns in my mouth, one by one and then two by two, and throughout all of this, I never knew who exactly it was that I was getting fucked in the mouth by.
Even when one of them exploded right on my tongue and forced me to gulp his seeds down by pressing my lips against his twitching balls, I couldn’t tell which one it was. But as soon as he was out, another replaced him, curling my lips inward with the sheer force of his thrust and claiming my mouth as his.
I did my best not to have an orgasm, though it was the hardest thing I’d ever done.
Mr. Brinson’s cock felt perfect inside of me, it was going deep and filling me up so completely that whenever he thrust in, he was pressing against my g-spot forcefully. My walls were being stretched around him, clamping on his thick shaft in an attempt to milk him dry.
Still, I wanted to please him so bad that I managed not to have an orgasm despite all the pleasure that I’d felt while he pounded on my pussy.
I counted three guys who’d unloaded all their seeds into my mouth before Mr. Brinson grabbed me by the hair and pulled me back to my feet, forcing me to arch my back and expose me to the men whose cocks had just been throbbing inside my mouth.
The three men whose names I still didn’t know had satisfied smiles on their faces that rivaled Jack’s, whose cock was still fully hard.
“Is that all the punishment she’s going to get?” Jack asked, his hungry eyes locked on me.
Mr. Brinson didn’t move. His grip on me was tight still, and his cock was lodged inside of me.
“No,” Mr. Brinson replied, his cock still throbbing inside of me.
With me still on his lap, Mr. Brinson sat back on his chair. He started sliding me up and down his cock at a delicious pace as Jack walked toward us and the others watched.
I had no idea what was happening, at least not until Jack stood in front of me, and grabbed his shaft that was already soaked with my spit. Even then, I thought he would go for my mouth.
He didn’t.
As I watched him with widening eyes, Jack positioned his cock at my pussy entrance. My heart pounded inside my chest. Mr. Brinson’s huge cock was already inside my pussy, stretching me, filling me completely.
Another cock inside it was impossible.
“Are you going to use your safe word?” Mr. Brinson whispered in my ear.
His warning confirmed my suspicion. Jack meant to shove his cock down my already occupied pussy. The two men were going to stretch me wider than I’d ever been stretched.
It would hurt.
Definitely.
But it would also be the perfect ending to an already glorious day.
“No,” I whispered, looking up to meet Jack’s eyes as I felt the tip of his cock at my entrance. “May I cum, master?”
“Yes,” Mr. Brinson said through gritted teeth.
Jack pushed his cock inside my already occupied pussy forcefully. At once, I felt pain and thought I was being ripped apart into two.
But I had my permission now.
The explosion in me drowned out any pain, turning it into a speck of dust amidst the vastness of the universe that was my orgasm. I saw stars, shook uncontrollably as I felt their grips on me tightening, and one of them had to cover my mouth to keep my screams from reaching unwanted ears.
I didn’t even know which of them that was. My head was buzzing as the pleasure swept through me, blinding me to anything else but itself. My body jerked violently and then men had to press me harder against each other.
My pussy clenched around both their cocks, becoming even tighter and milking them dry until they both gave in. As I rose to my climax, I felt Mr. Brinson’s cock twitching violently against my pussy walls. My vision blurred and my heart pounded when Jack pinched one of my nipples to add to the heightened sensation.
Mr. Brinson’s cock exploded inside of me first, followed by Jack who’d already been pushed over the edge while using my mouth. As the ecstasy of my orgasm settled in me, I felt both of their seeds mixing up inside my fertile pussy.
When it was all over, they lifted me up Mr. Brinson’s lap and I stood there amongst all of them, cum leaking out of me and bruised all over.
“You can go now, pet,” Mr. Brinson said.
“So is that it?” One of the men who didn’t get to fuck me anywhere but the mouth asked when Mr. Brinson made a gesture as if he was dismissing me. “We don’t get to fuck her?”
“She should rest, for today,” Mr. Brinson said. “Don’t worry. Tomorrow she’ll start anew. She just needs to recuperate.”
My pussy ached from having two cocks in it at once. He was right. I needed time, time so that I could be ready to have all of the five men at once with no hesitation.
Hopefully, I would be ready tomorrow.
And if not, I would endure the pain.
— THE END —




BOOK 3: Shared by The Office 

 Roughly Taken 

Squeezing my thighs against each other didn’t help, and neither did moving back and forth in an attempt to grind against my own legs… 
My heart was pounding in my chest, and no matter how much I tried to focus my blurred eyes, the room was spinning as the heat in me culminated to where it needed to avoid to keep my sanity intact.
The huge black man had his hands wrapped around my hair already; the hungry look in his eyes impossible to ignore amidst the throbbing of my clit. Staring up at him from where I sat, unable to move forward to close the distance between my eager mouth and his tightening bulge due to the ties on my wrists and ankles, I was feeling like a proper pet.
Ready to be used and eager to serve…
I was on my knees in front of him, and the way he looked down on me told me that he was enjoying that quite a bit. 
“Pet,” he whispered with a raspy voice. “How are you today?”
My legs shivered, but the strains on them prevented me from moving forward to wrap my lips around his bulge and beg him to unzip his pants so that I could suck his big black cock. I still didn’t know his name, but I remembered the taste of his cock from yesterday.
The memory was gripping onto my very soul, making it incredibly difficult to take a step back from it and act properly.
I was feeling so horny from not being touched that I was on the brink of an explosion and I feared that even a slight breeze on my slippery pussy lips could push me over the edge.
Still, telling him that wouldn’t change a thing. So I lied.
“I’m good, master,” I said, biting down my lower lip to calm myself.
“Good,” he said as if he knew it wasn’t the whole truth.
His eyes darted down to the crotchless babydoll lingerie I was wearing, and then to the ropes around my wrists and ankles. My hands were tied behind my back, and it was painful to sit on my aching legs all day, but more than those things, what occupied my mind was the incredible need that was building still on my throbbing clit.
He smiled.
“You’ve been a bad girl again, huh?”
My nipples ached at his words. My pussy was dripping now, reminding me how difficult it had been to endure this last punishment laid on me by Mr. Brinson, the boss. And my master.
“Yes, master,” I replied, my throat dry with excitement. “Master punished me for coming without permission.”              
“It’s always the same offense with you, pet,” he said. “And this is only your second day.”
I nodded.
It was the only thing that I’d been unable to do when it came to disobedience. Not having an orgasm without my master’s permission while I served him and the other men he’d chosen to share me with felt like an impossible task when being shared by multiple men made me feel like I could have an orgasm just by thinking about it.
That morning, I’d come to the office, determined to be the obedient little pet that Mr. Brinson had wanted me to be. But as soon as he decided to use me and pulled me to his lap, I’d forgotten all about the rules.
It was partly his fault for choosing to tease me before fucking me, but again, that was his privilege as my master. He had the right to dominate me in any way he chose. I’d agreed to it all. Alas, my squirming body had forced me to disobey his command once again.
Before Mr. Brinson could even get a chance to fuck me, I came all over his skillful finger, giving in to the endless teasing he forced me to endure.
To cum without his permission wasn’t allowed…
So now, I was tied up and left in an empty office for my masters to come and use me at their will. I wasn’t allowed to touch myself to relieve the building tension in between my legs, nor was I allowed to sleep and dream about such things…
I couldn’t even move just a bit to convince this gorgeous black man to perhaps ease the growing tension on my pussy by taking me here, on the spot. I could beg, but I doubted that would work as well.
“He said not to touch your pussy,” the black man said as if he read my mind, his lips curling with a smile. “You need to be taught a lesson. Again.”
“Yes, master,” I whispered, despite the sudden tension that went through me.
My pussy was already throbbing with need. In a way, it was good that Mr. Brinson had ordered them not to touch it since I wasn’t sure that I would be able to contain myself even if a gentle breeze hit my slippery pussy lips.
On the other hand, I wanted them to touch me so that the endless need could finally cease.
Mr. Brinson knew that. He knew that if he allowed me to disobey him again, I might not have had the will to keep myself from being a naughty pet.
“I wouldn’t mind a turn with that tight pussy,” the tall black man said, his free hand reaching for his zippers and making my heart flip inside my chest as the excitement rose in me once again, “but this will do. For now.”
His cock was out now. My pussy clenched around the annoying emptiness inside as I stared at it, my eyes widening with lust. 
He waited, allowing me to take in the gorgeous view.
His cock was big. Thick and long, it curved at the bottom slightly. My mouth watered as my gaze darted across the veins on his shaft. He was rock hard already, but that wasn’t a surprise for me since I’d been staring at his tightening bulge ever since he’d walked into the office I was in.
“Wrap those pretty lips around my cock, pet,” he said through gritted teeth as he pulled me toward his cock.
It was twitching expectantly now, making my pulse race with anticipation.
He didn’t have to say it twice. As soon as he pulled me close to his throbbing shaft, my mouth was wide open.
My lips wrapped around the thick head of his cock as my eyes darted up to meet his dark gaze. His scent overwhelmed my senses, and immediately my pussy started pulsating with need.
There was nothing I could do about that endless sensation. My hands were tied behind my back so I couldn’t use them to feel how his balls twitched in reaction to my tongue swirling against the bottom of his shaft, but I could see it in his eyes.
My vision was getting blurrier as I tightened my lips around the man’s shaft and started bobbing my head. His tip slid in between my lips and reached deep, the force of his grip around my hair and my eagerness curling my lips inward as I struggled to breathe around his cock.
When he reached a hand down to pinch one of my exposed nipples, it was like a test. My whole body squirmed with delight and my pussy clenched harder, but I had to push it down to keep myself from disobeying my master’s orders again.
It was hard. My mind was buzzing with the heat and the horniness, and my whole body ached to be touched.
I’ve been in this situation all morning.
The men came and went, always using my mouth and playing with my tits but never going near where I needed them the most. It felt almost like a fever dream, where I was forced to endure a pleasure that built the need for more and turned me into a cock-craving slut that simply couldn’t help herself.
And just like all the other times, sucking on the huge black man’s cock was making me feel almost delirious with the need. I wanted him to do so many things to me that in order to do all of them at once, he would have to multiply himself and attack me on all sides.
One man wouldn’t be enough to quench this thirst in me that master’s punishment had created.
Luckily, if I managed to be a good little pet, master would surely solve that problem for me.
“You look like an angel with your lips wrapped around my cock,” the man said through gritted teeth, his voice a hoarse whisper as my tongue trailed the veins of his shaft, “it’s easy to forget what you really are.”
His degrading words should’ve caused me to hate him, but it did just the opposite. I started sucking on his cock even more eagerly, to show him that the illusion of me being a good girl was the furthest thing from reality. My spit was making his cock wet, easing his entry that became more forceful with each thrust.
But I was determined to please him.
I slid my lips along his long shaft until my lips pressed against his balls. Eyes darted up, I stayed there until my gagging reflex pushed me to move back, but when I made a move to slide my lips back so that I could breathe, his grip on me tightened and his eyes darkened with lust.
“Not yet,” he said, keeping me there, my lips glued to his balls as I felt his cock throbbing even harder against my tongue and pushing it down forcefully.
The tip of his cock was lodged in my throat, blocking my airway. My vision was blurred, so much that I could only see his dark gaze as he kept me close to him.
Soon, his balls started twitching against my lips. He let out a muffled grunt, and his cock twitched against my tongue.
“Ahhh!” He groaned as cum spurted out of his tip, and landed on my tongue as he pulled out only a bit to make that possible. His manly taste overwhelmed my senses as I did my best to keep my lips tight around his shaft.
“Just like that,” he moaned as I sucked his cock dry.
I didn’t miss a single drop.
When I was done sucking on his softening cock, he pulled out. A satisfied smile crept onto his handsome face, making his chiseled jaw twitch and causing a shiver to spread all over me as I looked up at him obediently.
“That was great, pet,” he said. “It’s a shame I can’t do anything else with you right now, but I have work to do.”
I wasn’t even listening to him. His taste was still on my tongue, but more than that, the throbbing of my clit and the aching of my hardened nipples was impossible to ignore.
I was a mess.
When he left, there was nothing for me to do but wait. And even when the next guy came to use me, I knew it would be of no use.
Until master gave me permission to cum, the endless need would never cease.
I was starting to understand why being an office pet and being shared by multiple men was hard.
◆◆◆
 
Mr. Brinson came into the room I was in, long after the sun went down.
Hours had passed since the last of the people working in the office went to their homes, and I knew that only because I’d been here, waiting for someone to come and get me all along.
When they didn’t, and when the voices from the office died down, my heart sank.
I thought they’d left me there, covered in cum and my lips aching from being used roughly all day, and worst of all, with a need in between my legs that made it impossible for me to think anything but getting fucked.
My pussy was a mess. It was clenching so hard that it almost felt like I was actually being fucked. I was dripping wet from waiting all day.
I was a mess. My heart was continuously pounding in my chest and my whole body was shivering with need.
And until the door to the office opened wide and Mr. Brinson walked in with an expressionless face, I thought they’d abandoned me here, to wait out the night with my legs and wrists aching from being tied down in this weird position, inside the dungeon of horniness that master had put me in as punishment.
When he came in, I almost screamed in joy.
“Pet,” Mr. Brinson said, closing the door behind him as he entered the room. “Your punishment is over.”
Before I could respond, he walked up to me and untied my wrists and ankles. He offered me a hand to help me get up, and I appreciated it for my legs ached from sitting on them all day.
I took his hand, and even the warmth of his strong hand was enough to make me squirm with need. My juices poured down to my inner thighs as I stood up in front of him.
“Are you sending me home?” I asked, fear taking hold of me as I looked up to meet his dark gaze.
He smirked. “Do you want to go home?”
“Will you give me permission to cum if I go home?” I asked.
The inappropriateness of the question didn’t matter. If he told me to go home and do nothing about the unbearable quenching in between my legs, I was sure I would have to disobey him. Again.
“No,” he said, leaning in so that I could hear his hoarse whisper. “That pussy belongs to us now. You can’t touch it when we’re not around.”
His dominant tone made my whole body shiver at once.
“Master,” I said breathlessly. “Please don’t send me home.”
His lips curled with a mocking smile. “I won’t, pet. I wouldn’t do that do you. Come.”
He turned around and lead me outside the office that I’d been trapped in all day. The hallway outside was dark, and although I had no way of knowing how late it was in the night, I could tell for sure that everyone had left.
We were completely alone in the office. We had to be anyway since I was half-naked and following him like a good little sex pet; if anyone saw me now, our secret would be out.
He wouldn’t let that happen.
I followed him into his own spacious office, and despite my foggy mind, I noted that his assistant wasn’t at her desk either. Mr. Brinson opened the door for me, allowing me to enter before he did.
My legs were shaking so hard that it was difficult even to walk. As I entered his room and heard him closing the door behind us, I embraced myself for his lust-filled attack.
But none came.
Instead of pressing me onto his desk and taking me on the spot like I was ready for him to do, Mr. Brinson walked to the right side of his room. There was a door there that I hadn’t seen before.
He opened it wide and gestured me to follow him inside.
I was surprised to enter another room with a huge bed in the middle and another door on the opposite side. So he would fuck me on the bed this time.
I made a move to walk toward the bed but stopped when I heard him chuckling behind me.
“There is a shower back there,” he said. I turned around to meet his gaze just in time to see him gesturing toward the door on the other side. “Take a shower, recuperate. You have one hour before the others come. And don’t forget the rule.”
The rule. I was starting to hate the rule.
“Yes, master,” I said.
It would be hard not to do something about the endless clenching of my needy pussy, but I also knew that nothing short of multiple cocks penetrating me at once could fix it.
Mr. Brinson turned around and left me all alone.
I entered the bathroom and went straight for the shower. I had to do something to occupy my mind. Waiting another hour felt like the worst thing that could’ve happened to me, but I knew I had to.
Warm water helped with my aching muscles, but the soap made everything worse. When I got out of the shower, my nipples were stiff and my pussy was wet with my juices that even the mixture of water and soup couldn’t get rid of.
I went back into the other room, not bothering to put any clothes on.
Master hadn’t told me what else I needed to do.
I sat on the bed. The soft fabric caressed my thighs suggestively, making my nipples stiffen even more.
“Fuck,” I whispered to myself.
At this point, anything could get me riled up. The horniness wouldn’t stop until they came back.
I lay on the bed and tried not to think dirty thoughts.
I dozed off.
◆◆◆
 
I woke up to the manly smell of cologne. Multiple scents were what had pushed my quick dreams into the depths of passion and as soon as I opened my eyes, I saw them.
All five of them, standing around the comfortable bed I had been sleeping on, their gazes hungry and mouths twisted with smiles that told me today was the day…
Five men, ready to take me all at once…
“Master,” I said, attempting to straighten in me.
“Stop,” Mr. Brinson said, raising his hand to stop my anxious straightening on the bed. “Spread your legs.”
His voice was low and authoritative, his words a delicious teasing that made my whole body swirl in the heat of it. I almost came on the spot. Now that I was awake again, the throbbing of my clit and the clenching of my pussy was back with even more force.
I remembered that I was completely naked, and that didn’t help as I forced my thighs to part so that I could offer them a better view of my glazed pussy.
“How is it that she always so wet?” The black guy who’d used my mouth earlier today asked, his lips curling with a lustful smile.
The stud with the beard grunted. “It’s hard not to attack her right now.”
My thighs shivered visibly at his words, making their gazes darken even further.
“You won’t have to hold it in for long,” Mr. Brinson said. “Our pet is ready for us now. Aren’t you pet?”
My pulse raced and my throat felt too dry to talk. I nodded eagerly.
“She’s been a good girl today,” Mr. Brinson said.
He was standing right in front of me, in the middle of the men. I met his eyes past my parted knees.
Master was looking directly at my pussy, his darkening gaze fixated on my glazed pussy lips, and his muscles tense with anticipation. His pants had tightened around his crotch, and looking down at it I knew he would finally reward me with his thick and long cock.
When he took a step toward the bed, our eyes locked on.
“Being a good pet has its rewards,” he said, licking his lips as he started getting on the bed.
As my whole body shivered expectantly, I waited for him to get on top of me and slide his huge prick inside my needy pussy.
I wanted him to.
I needed him to.
But instead, he lowered his face onto my pussy and met my eyes suggestively. He licked his lips as my pulse raced.
He was in between my thighs as anticipation rose in me, my chest rising up and down with the heat that engulfed me at once. I could feel his warm breath on my pulsating clit when he spoke, his voice a low murmur. 
“You’re allowed to cum now, pet,” he said. “You can come as many times as you want.”
My whole body jerked as master buried his face onto my slit and slid his tongue in between my pussy lips. His tongue moved so fast that I almost burst with the ecstasy that swelled up in me. My vision blurred as the fever took hold of me.
The flickers of his skillful tongue pushed me over the edge quickly as the master’s hands slid further up my squirming body to cup both of my tits. He squeezed them roughly, causing an ache that quickly toppled with the pleasure rolling in me.
My eyes were locked on his and he was looking up at me as his tongue swirled against my slit again, collecting my juices and spreading them all over me. When his tongue darted up and down to taste me, to explore me, my thighs twisted around his handsome face.
I was also wildly aware that the four other men were watching me. Evert twist that went through me caused some roar in the room that pushed me over the edge quicker and rougher.
Master’s tongue was swirling inside of me now, forceful flicks of it making me jerk again and again as the pleasure swept through me.
I realized that I was still trying to push back the urge to cum.
And as soon as I remembered that I no longer had to, my orgasm hit me harder than ever.
It was like an explosion, in the empty vacuum that the forceful delay of my orgasm had created, it shone like an exploding star, and I jolted on the bed, unable to control my body as the pleasure spread all over me.
I twisted, squirmed, and convulsed against his skillful mouth, forcing him to tighten his grip around my tits so that he could pull me down against his mouth harder. I was grateful for his rough grip since that delicious connection was what pushed me forcefully toward the most delicious climax I’d ever had.
His mouth stayed on my needy pussy despite the violent convulsions that took over me.
My moans of pleasure echoed in the room. And the other men moved as if they’d been given an order of attack by their general.
At once, I was surrounded by them. They attacked me from all sides. The guy with the beard leaned in to give me a luscious kiss on the lips while the black guy attacked one of my nipples that master had stopped squeezing in order to slide his arms underneath my thighs to replicate his attack on my pussy with his tongue.
And his delicious attack never ceased despite the urgent movement of his colleagues and the violent squirming of my still orgasming body.
 Jack got on my other side, taking my other nipple in between his luscious lips and sucking on it as I felt the last man with the black hair grabbing my hand and pulling it over to his cock. I started jerking him while I kissed the guy with the beard, our tongues intertwining as I felt the other’s cock throbbing against my palm.
This didn’t feel like I was serving them.
It felt like they were worshipping me.
Their hands were all over me, mouths pushing my every sensitive button… At once, I was over the clouds, and soon after, they pulled me down to earth to force even more pleasure into me.
My orgasm lasted longer than ever.
Although I’d never experienced it before, I think I might have had multiple orgasms against Mr. Brinson’s skillful tongue, and until he paused his endless attack on my needy pussy, there was no way to stop the squirming and clenching of my whole body.
When he let go of my pussy and straightened up, I met his eyes. The passion in me hadn’t been quenched still, despite my pussy aching from twisting so hard from the orgasms he’d just given me.
I was being pulled from all sides as if the men couldn’t wait to get their turn with me. But it was Mr. Brinson who succeeded.
He grabbed me by the waist and pulled me up to his lap. My legs waved up and down as he positioned me on top of his cock without putting in any effort as if I was a rag doll made only for his use. As our eyes locked on, I felt the tip of his cock at my clenching entrance.
“You can scream as much you want too, pet,” he said, pushing the thick head of his cock inside of me just enough to make me squirm. “And I want you to cum all over my cock.”
“Yes, master,” I moaned, my entrance clenching around him desperately, trying to lure his huge cock inside its tight cave.
“I can’t make the others wait any longer,” he added with a raspy voice, the warning clear and not scary at all. “We’ll take you. Now.”
“Yes, master!” I screamed as he pulled me down to his cock forcefully, my whole body twisting with intense pleasure.
His cock entered me with a single thrust, pushing my walls to all sides as my juices coated his thick shaft, easing his entry despite the tight fit.
Master’s strong arms wrapped around me, claiming my body as his while I struggled to breathe through the pleasure. He pulled me down until I felt his twitching balls pressed against me, then he hugged me close to his muscly body and gave me a luscious kiss on the lips. I kissed him back eagerly as I felt him throbbing deep inside of me.
I knew the others were here still. Watching… Waiting…
But as his cock filled me up completely, there was nothing else in the world but him. Our tongues intertwined in a passionate kiss as master started sliding me up and down his throbbing cock, pushing me over the edge so quickly that even I couldn’t believe it.
But when my body started twisting and squirming violently, announcing my next orgasm to him through the clamping of my pussy walls around his cock, master grabbed me by the asscheeks and flipped us around.
I felt like I was flying and thrown, but master never eased his control.
He lay on the bed with me on top of him and he released his hug.
This was his way of inviting the others in.
Now, I was straddling him and I was open to attacks from all sides.
The tall black man with the delicious cock got behind me. I saw him move for a second before the guy with the beard grabbed me by the hair and shoved his long cock down my throat.  The tip of his throbbing cock reached the back of my throat with a single thrust, and my lips stretched around his shaft as I struggled to breathe through the shock.
My hands were claimed at once, and as I started sucking on the bearded man’s thick long cock, I felt the black guy sliding his big black cock inside my tight back hole.
He didn’t pause. Not even for a few seconds for my clenching entrance to adjust to the tip of his cock that was already too big for my tight entrance.              
He entered me with a single thrust, causing me to buckle and twist as the pain mixed in with the pleasure, blinding me to everything.
My orgasm was approaching quickly. Mr. Brinson’s cock was throbbing inside of me harder and as he and the black guy started thrusting in and out of my holes, my walls were clamping around them both.
There were so many hands on me that even when my orgasm hit, the squirming of my body couldn’t move me an inch. They pressed me down harder against each other and kept thrusting in and out of me as I rose to my climax.
I was squirming and twisting, delirious with the delicious pleasure that I felt against their cocks. My first orgasm dragged the black guy over the edge with me, and he exploded inside my back hole with a loud grunt as my walls around him clamped desperately. He dug his fingers onto my skin, leaving bruises that would mark the heated exchange for the next couple of days.
As soon as he pulled his big black cock out of me, he was replaced by one of the other guys. Same with the bearded guy, who unloaded every last drop of his cum onto my tongue with an animalistic grunt that echoed in the secret bedroom behind master’s office.
When I came again, this time, it was Mr. Brinson who was forced over the edge with me. His grip on my waist was tight as he pulled me all the way down to his twitching balls, his long and thick cock going deeper than any man has ever been and spurting his seeds right inside my fertile pussy.
My hands were on his muscly chest as we came together, twisting and squirming as our bodies locked on in a heated passion that made my head buzz with it.
He pulled out, only after his load was safely inside of me.
Jack and the guy with the black hair grabbed me by the wrist, pulling me off the bed and bending me in between them so that they could claim my mouth and pussy. They started thrusting in and out, and soon, I was being thrown from one cock to the other at a delicious pace.
I came again, and Jack followed me quickly, thrusting into my mouth and unloading right inside my throat. I couldn’t breathe, but through all that pleasure, even that didn’t matter.
When they were done with me, I was tired but utterly satisfied.
And the sun was coming back up on the horizon.
That only meant one thing.
A new day of office pet duties were waiting for me.
— THE END —
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