
        
            
                
            
        

    
HUCOW: SERVING THE CEO


CHAPTER 1


When Sarah takes her seat at the desk next to mine, I roll my eyes and ignore her like I always do. She's hated me ever since I started two weeks ago, easily taking her place as the hottest girl in the office.


I expect we'll work in stony silence like usual, but she makes a big show of spinning her office chair so that she's facing me before clearing her throat.


"Do you need something?" I say in a syrupy sweet voice.


But then she leans back in her chair until I look at her — really look at her — and it would be impossible to miss what she wants me to see. Sarah's wearing a bright red shirt with a low, scooping neck. And whoever her plastic surgeon was, I need his number.


Because her new breasts are perfect. It doesn't make any sense. Sarah was in the office yesterday, and she wasn't spilling out over her shirt.


In fact, she was close to being flat as a board. Her smug smile makes me close my mouth, which I didn't realize was hanging open in shock.


Without another word, she swivels her chair back to squint at her computer. Her phone rings a moment later, and she beams, tossing her hair over her shoulder.


I can't stop staring, and she knows it. "Hello, Mr. Warrenton," she chirps. "Of course," I hear her say. "l would love to come up to the executive suite for lunch."


I've been trying to get Mr. Warrenton to notice me since my first day, and now he's having lunch with Sarah?


She hangs up with a flourish and bumps into my chair as she strides by. Bitch.


As soon as she's out of sight, I look down. No guy has ever complained about my tits, but they're nothing like Sarah's new pair.


Still, with my glossy blonde hair and teeny tiny body, I'm so much better looking than she is. Tits or no tits. There's no way I'll let someone like her push me around and push my buttons.


Grabbing a file from my desk, I make a plan. If anyone's getting with the handsome billionaire CEO, it's going to be me. Sarah isn't going to know what hit her. Not when I show up in the executive suite in my short skirt and my cherry red lip gloss.


Mr. Warrenton's secretary doesn't ask any questions when I hold up the file and tell her I have urgent business with our boss. I smirk as she directs me to the room where Mr. Warrenton is having lunch.


This is almost too easy.


Sarah scowls as I walk into the room. I "accidentally" drop the file and bend over slowly to pick it up. I catch Mr. Warrenton's eye as he watches me, and I give him a sly, sexy smile.


Sarah clicks her tongue and crosses her arms under her round, straining breasts, accentuating them even more. But that doesn't capture the CEO's notice.


"I'm sorry to interrupt, Mr. Warrenton," I say smoothly. "But I thought this needed your attention," I say, holding the manila folder up.


Mr. Warrenton regards me coolly, his dark eyes narrowed. I stand up straighter, pushing my shoulders back anyway, and he seems impressed that I'm not intimidated.


"Join us," he says finally.


Sarah blows out a breath, not bothering to hide her annoyance. Mr. Warrenton chuckles darkly. "Now, now, ladies," he tells us. "No need to be competitive."


Of course, neither Sarah nor I are convinced of that fact. After a while, Mr. Warrenton turns to Sarah. "You understand what happens next in your training?" he says, rubbing his stubbled jaw.


Sarah looks at the floor and nods slowly. She isn't sitting up straight anymore or showing off. She seems...ashamed? Anxious?


"Did Sarah get a promotion?" I blurt out.


Mr. Warrenton blinks at my interruption. "She has accepted a new position," he says mysteriously. "One I think might be of interest to you. Come watch your colleague's training session," he says, smirking. "Then you can decide if you have what it takes."


I think about declining. I'm getting really weird vibes. But Sarah's eyes have gone wide at the idea that I'll be watching, and that's what makes up my mind.


"I'd love to," I tell Mr. Warrenton confidently.


"Good," he growls. "Let's go; best not to keep the men waiting," he warns Sarah. "The longer they wait, the less patient they are."


CHAPTER 2


I can hardly believe what happens next. Mr. Warrenton brings us into his office.


It's a huge space with built-in bookshelves, an intimidating L-shaped desk, and an enormous couch that's teeming with men.


Mr. Warrenton takes hold of Sarah by the back of her neck and pushes her toward the couch. He perches on the corner of his desk and whistles, cutting through the noise of the men, who are talking excitedly.


"Listen up," he commands, and everyone goes silent. "This one is new," he says, sweeping his arm toward Sarah. "I want to see what she's made of, so don't hold back."


The men cheer when he says it, and I have no idea what's going on. I'm still standing by the door, and Mr. Warrenton walks over and grabs my wrist, bringing me back to his desk. He pats the top, and I understand I'm supposed to sit next to him on it, where we have a perfect view of Sarah, who is now sitting between two men on the couch.


Before I know it, one man grabs one side of her shirt collar, and another grabs the other side. Like they've done it before, they start pulling at the same moment, and Sarah's shirt rips down the center, like it's made of tissue paper.


Sarah isn't wearing a bra, and her gigantic breasts bounce as they're freed. I can't get over how big they are, and I sit there, staring, until I realize how absurd this all is.


Like he's reading my mind, Mr. Warrenton leans over to me and whispers, "She agreed to all this. It's what she wants." His breath is hot on my neck, making me shiver.


My eyes must be big as saucers, and my heart hammers in my chest. Men are prowling around Sarah, touching her all over. I see one stick his hand up her skirt, which makes her buck and moan.


Sarah starts to writhe against the man's hand, and he pulls it away, laughing. She manages to sit up and call out to Mr. Warrenton. "Sir, I thought it would be just you and me." The disappointment is all over her face.


"Do you want to stop?" Mr. Warrenton asks in a clipped voice.


Sarah shakes her head vigorously, staring at the ground. "Then don't say another word," Mr. Warrenton commands.


I can't tear my eyes away from the scene unfolding. Part of me feels like I should leave, but I can't move.


Then I understand that I don't actually want to.


Watching the men touch and tease Sarah is turning me on. They're getting rougher with her, and it's obvious she loves it. She's moaning more and more now, even when no one is touching her at all.


Her nipples are stiff and puckered, and I stare at her chest openly now, mesmerized.


"They're nice, aren't they?" Mr. Warrenton says, catching me. "You wish you had a pair like that." He says it matter-of-factly, and I can't help but nod.


Mr. Warrenton looks me up and down. "Yes, your tight little body would look good with big, aching tits," he says in a gravelly voice.


The CEO talking dirty to me is the least strange part of the situation, and it barely registers that it's out of the ordinary for him to look at me hungrily, let alone say these things to me. In fact, I'm so turned on now that I cross my legs and squirm.


This is what I wanted. The attention of the CEO.


The crowd of men completely covers Sarah now, and I can't tell what they're doing to her, only that her shrieks of pleasure echo around the office.


"Would you like to feel like that?" Mr. Warrenton asks me, and without thinking about it, I bite my lip and nod.


CHAPTER 3


Mr. Warrenton tells me that my experience will be more special than Sarah's. He's not happy with her; he thinks I'll be better. I'm exactly what he wants, he tells me, guiding me away from Sarah's satisfied screams.


"That means I'll oversee your progress myself," he says, walking me back to my desk.


He talks in hushed tones for a while longer, filling me in on the details. It's a jumble of information, and I pay attention as best I can. But the entire time, I'm picturing Sarah and how she urged all those men forward.


"You understand what you need to do next?" Mr. Warrenton says, snapping me back to reality.


"Yes, Mr. Warrenton," I say, reaching out my hand.


"Good," he says tightly, dropping the pill into my open palm.


He watches as I swallow it down. And I can't help myself: when I finish, I open my mouth wide to show him it's done. There's something about him that makes me want to please.


Mr. Warrenton smirks and glides away. "Rest up tonight," he calls over his shoulder. "You're going to need it."


All night, I think he's wrong. I don't feel any different at all.


But as I'm getting ready for work, putting on the outfit he insisted I wear, the change is undeniable. I'm not flat anymore. Actually, my breasts are bigger than Sarah's.


I keep thinking how Mr. Warrenton said he was disappointed in her. And the special interest he's taken in me. I look at myself in the mirror smugly, tucking back a lock of my blonde hair.


I get to have the billionaire all to myself, just what Sarah thought she was getting. And not only that, I'll get to rub her face in it.


Sighing with satisfaction, I hurry into the office. Mr. Warrenton instructed that I should wait for his call, and the whole morning, I try to focus on my work.


Sarah won't look me in the eye, but she catches sight of how I'm filling out my blouse, and she looks crestfallen.


My phone rings right before lunch. "Yes, Mr. Warrenton," I say loudly into the receiver. "I'll be right up."


Now it's my turn to sashay to the bank of elevators. I relish the moment, feeling my big, beautiful breasts jiggle with every step I take. I know how good I look, and I can't wait for Mr. Warrenton to see me.


I stand in front of him next to the couch in his office while he inspects my body.


"Very nice," he tells me, stroking his chin. I feel a flash of pride. "Now take off your top and get on your knees," he barks.


Smiling widely, I unbutton my shirt, drawing out the moment by going slow. Mr. Warrenton taps his foot, and I give him a sexy look. "They're worth the wait," I Say.


But Mr. Warrenton's eyes go cold. "I think you've misunderstood what this new role entails," he says, his stern voice cracking like a whip. "I'm in charge here. Not you. When I give you an order, you comply. Quickly."


I think back to how disappointed he is in Sarah, and a knot forms in my stomach. "Yes, Mr. Warrenton," I say submissively, and I take my shirt off as fast as possible.


"Much better," he says, walking closer to me.


I don't Know why, but I have the urge to touch my breasts. My hands find their way there, almost on their own.


They're just so big and full and soft. Mr. Warrenton pulls my hands away.


All of a sudden, a sharp pain makes me double over. Mr. Warrenton maintains eye contact and gives me a knowing look. The force of the pain makes my mind go blank, and I'm confused.


"Do you remember the side effects?" he asks as I nod weakly. "Well, that's your milk coming in. Now the fun really begins," he says, rubbing his hands together.


His words shock me. Mr. Warrenton told me what to expect, but I was in a daze then. All I could think about was how my breasts would look and how I would show him I was better than Sarah.


Now my whole body is pulsing, and the pain turns to arousal. Wetness spreads between my legs. Mr. Warrenton licks his lips.


"On your knees," he commands, and I obey.


The CEO's pants are tented, and he pulls out his cock roughly. He's so big that my eyes cross imagining how he'll feel between my legs. He slaps my tongue with his rock-hard member, and my palm finds its way to my clit, and I rock back and forth, swallowing him down as I pleasure myself.


I'm so turned on that my entire body is thrumming with need. My palm isn't enough, and I rock against my hand harder until Mr. Warrenton pulls my hand away.


"You need to learn to control yourself," he says. "Your needy cunt belongs to me."


He thrusts forward, burying himself deep in my throat, and I gag around him. Tears sting in my eyes as he fucks my face, groaning.


But without warning, he pulls out, and my mouth feels empty without his musky taste. I lean forward, and he pushes me away.


"Stay still. I shouldn't have to remind you," he barks. He's right; I can't control myself.


When he looks away, I pinch my nipples, and drops of milk splatter against my knees. Mr. Warrenton sees me from the corner of his eyes, and his face turns red. "That's it," he shouts. "I'm going to have to teach you a lesson."


CHAPTER 4


Mr. Warrenton tucks himself away and makes a phone call. Before I know it, a stream of men fill Mr. Warrenton's office, and my pulse quickens.


I know what this means. I know because I watched Sarah yesterday. Mr. Warrenton is offering me up to the men. He's going to instruct them to do whatever they want to me.


And the thing is, I have the dark, shameful urge to be passed around. They don't even move me to the couch. Instead, the group of men flooding the office surround me where I am on the ground.


Someone pushes me forward, and the next thing I know, I'm on my hands and knees. Rough hands tear off my skirt and panties.


"Look how wet she is!" someone exclaims, and I feel humiliated. But I don't care anymore. I need to take someone inside me.


One of the men swaggers up to me and squeezes the sides of my mouth until I open wide. I love his rough touch, and I obey immediately. He's a total stranger, but I lick the length of his shaft, working him over as my tits knock together, spilling milk onto the carpet.


Everyone laughs at the spectacle.


I slurp and suck like I'm possessed, and the man doesn't last long. Soon, the head of his cock is flaring in my throat, and his cum spills out, warm and salty.


When I finish licking him clean, someone new takes his place. One by one, I suck off the men while Mr. Warrenton watches carefully. I perform for him, wanting to please him.


But after a while, it's too much for me. I need to come so bad. I begin to wiggle my ass, urging the men to take me, to sink deep into me.


Mr. Warrenton chuckles, and everyone waits for his instructions. "Gentlemen, I'm teaching her that I'm in charge."


The guys know what that means, and so they approach me for hand jobs and blowjobs only. The milk swells in my stretched breasts. I feel like I'm going crazy I need to come so bad.


All I can do is try to show Mr. Warrenton I've learned my lesson. For hours, the men pass me around, touching me teasingly as I pleasure them. One man runs his thumb across my clit, and I scream out, begging for more.


By the time I look up, the sun has set. There are only a few men left in the office. Absently, I think everyone must have gone home for the day.


"Have you learned your place, Breanne?" Mr. Warrenton growls.


I cast my eyes to the carpet submissively. "Yes, sir," I answer without hesitation. "You are in charge," I tell him.


"Exactly," he responds. He snaps his fingers, and two men come forward and arrange me so that I'm flat on my back on the ground.


Is this it? Will the CEO finally give me what I need?


Mr. Warrenton pulls out his cock again, and I moan. He spreads my ankles wide, and he coats his cock in my wetness. But he doesn't enter me. He's still showing me who is in charge.


It takes all my willpower to lie flat and wait. I must be doing a good job showing my obedience because he snaps his fingers again.


The two men who arranged me kneel over me and lower their mouths down onto my breasts. When they latch on, I shake my head from side to side. It feels so good. They drink down my milk, and my whole body tingles.


Mr. Warrenton looms over me, watching. He knows he's toying with me. I don't know how long he waits, but finally, finally the head of his cock presses against my eager hole.


Slowly, he feeds himself in, stretching me open. The walls of my channel grip him tightly, and my eyes roll back in my head.


"So fucking tight," he says, picking up the pace.


Soon, he's practically sliding me across the floor, and the two men sucking and licking at my tits have to hold me in place. Mr. Warrenton is rutting me, and I know I can't hold on for long.


"Can I come for you, sir?" I squeak, panting.


"Grip me hard while you come for me, slut," he says after waiting long enough that I think I might have to beg.


His permission comes just in time. My pleasure swells, and I scrunch my eyes shut. It's like fireworks. I shake my head from side to side and scream.


My pussy quivers, and I claw at the carpet. My body feels warm and loose, and then all my muscles tighten as my orgasm sweeps me away.


The pleasure explodes, and I ride the waves of it for minutes. Afterwards, my body still tightens around him during my aftershocks, and then I go limp.


The two men are still attached to me, milking me, and Mr. Warrenton hammers away. The three of them don't let up, not until Mr. Warrenton slows down and then plunges into me, deeper than ever before.


This must be it; I'm going to make the CEO come, I think, just before his load spurts out. I arch back and wrap my legs around him; it feels so good. When he's done, he stands abruptly and snaps his fingers again.


The men stop milking me, and I lie on the floor, used and satisfied, thinking it's all done. But Mr. Warrenton's voice startles me. "What are you doing?" he barks. "Now that I've had my turn with your pussy, it's fair game. Start with these two," he says, gesturing to the men who milked me. "And tomorrow, you'll please the rest of the office."
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