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Chapter 1

I’m tucked away in the office bathroom stall, my pussy drowning as I mutter my boss’ name under my breath over and over again.

“Bruce… Bruce Steele, oh god, Bruce…”

My fingers are spasming as they rut inside me, muscles burning as I linger over the image of my boss shoving his gorgeous, throbbing cock down my throat.

I’m well aware that anyone could walk in and hear me — and I wouldn’t give a damn if they did — except, this is the women’s toilet. And I’m practically the only woman in the office.

I don’t mind this, and if anything, it suits me quite well.

You see, I like being the only delectable, gorgeous, long-legged, glossy-lipped thing in that office.

I love handing over my files to my boss — my king, my God — Bruce Steele with my manicured nails, and standing close enough for him to be enveloped in the cloud of perfume I’ve chosen just for him.

I love speaking softly in a meeting room of gruff, hairy men.

I’m the only feminine sight in that office, and yet somehow —

Somehow I haven’t so much as earned a glance from him.

I whimper as I thrust harder, grasping frantically at my B-cup breasts and squeezing as I cum hard to the thought of Bruce spilling his seed down my throat. My pussy clenches hard, only hornier for more, and I lean back against the back of the toilet trying to catch my breath.

I inevitably crash down to reality.

Bruce is perfect. He’s the Alpha Man of my dreams. He’s polished, handsome, and smart, and knows just the right, charismatic thing to say.

But he’s rough, too, I just know it. He’s the kind of guy who’d pin me down and fuck me anyway that he pleased.

But I’m not Bruce’s perfect girl.

I’m small-breasted, and shy. I’m Kate Moss-beautiful, in that editorial, glossy magazine way. Not in a slutty way.

I don’t have giant beachball-sized tits, and it doesn’t matter how much makeup I put on, no one in the office sees me that way, let alone Bruce.

They’re too goddamn professional, and I hate it.

I might be just a young, fertile college intern, but if there’s any one way I can finally put my skills to full, filthy, lusty use — it’s now.

Bruce Steele is looking for a new secretary. He won’t admit it, but I know what he really wants is his own personal fucktoy.

And I know just the way to prove myself to him.


Chapter 2

For a magnificent man like Bruce Steele, ordinary means of seduction are not enough.

He won’t succumb to any eager, beautiful woman.

I obviously already tick those boxes.

No — he needs something more. He needs a woman dripping with sex-appeal. A woman who is willing to serve and submit to him completely, and who looks the part, too.

A push-up bra was first on the list of the many parts of my secret, sexy plan. But this wasn’t just any bra, and it took a pretty penny to nab it off the shady site I found it on.

Hopefully it isn’t a scam, but I’m desperate enough to try anyway.

It arrives at my apartment door no less than two days after I order it. The package is discreet, and my fingers tremble as I open it.

HYPNOBRA, the hot pink packaging reads. There is an instructional video with it. I scramble to find a DVD player in my apartment, set it up, push the disk in, and await in anticipation on the floor.

“HYPNOBRA — enhance your features, and become the sexier YOU.”

I skip forward a bit, not particularly interested in the telemarketing crap. I already bought the damn thing, come on —

I pause when a title card comes up: “Lesson One: Dress Like a Bimbo”

Ok, here we go.

“First, put on your HYPNOBRA.”

I take off my shirt and put the bra on. It fits me perfectly, almost as if shrinking to mould tight against my body. There is a small button on the side. I press it, and the bra vibrates ever so slightly.

“Oh fuck,” I mutter.

It feels good, like a massager for your tits. My nipples are getting erect, and I’m getting stupidly horny already.

“Feels good, doesn’t it? Now, bimbos always wear thongs, no matter what, so make sure you have a good selection on hand. The skimpier the better.”

I scrambled to take off my shorts and panties. Fumbling half-naked on my living room floor — oops! My curtains are open and my neighbours can probably see me, oh god — I take the lacy pink thong out of the box and put it on.

“Repeat after me: I’m a good little slut.”

I wriggle in my seat on the floor, my pussy already twitching with how constrained I feel in the tight bra and thong.

I clear my throat. “I’m a good little slut.”

“I’ll suck any cock.”

My breasts feel a little heavier somehow, and I’m itching to touch them and ease their soreness.

“I’ll suck any cock,” I say, my voice getting ragged.

My breaths get heavier as I reach up to fondle my growing breasts, which are starting to feel like heavy water balloons about to burst.

“My sole purpose is to please, no matter how degrading or filthy men’s demands are.”

I whine, unable to stop myself from hooking my fingers underneath my thong and rubbing my soaking wet clit.

“M-My sole purpose is to please, no matter h-how — oh fuck.”

The bra is vibrating harder now, and the way my fingers feel inside my pussy is like nothing I’ve felt before. I think of Bruce’s cock inside me, I think of my hot, sweaty body bent over the office chair and offered up to the rest of the office, I think of cum coating me from head to toe, I —

I cum hard, my mind going completely blank. All I can hear is the video, instructing me to repeat after it, over and over…

“I’m a good little slut…”


Chapter 3

I strut into the office with my perfect, secret, sexy plan — my new thong and bra — concealed underneath my office-wear.

It’s sluttier than usual — a swooping low-cut blouse, a tight pencil skirt that shows the faint outline of my ass and thong, six-inch heels of course, and my long blonde hair cascading over my shoulders. My lipstick is hot pink, my lashes are thickly coated in mascara, and my lips have bloated up like a sex doll’s.

I finally have the perfect dick-sucking lips, and I can’t wait to use them.

The video did more than just corrupt my mind. I was horny enough before, but my body feels flooded with hormones, as if the entire axis of my existence as shifted to my one true sole purpose: to be Bruce Steele’s fucktoy, to be freely passed around if that pleased him.

I know I look ready to fuck right then and there, and I can see on my coworkers dumb-struck faces that they’re thinking the exact same thing.

“Morning, Jim,” I giggle as I arrive at my desk.

Jim’s mouth is gaping at me. He’s one of the younger sales assistant’s there, and it’s painfully obvious how touch-starved he is. His eyes linger over my cleavage.

“M-Morning, Becca. You look… um. Different.”

I shift my eyelash-heavy gaze over to him, smiling. “Is that, like, supposed to be a compliment?”

Jim’s face reddens. “U-uh. Sure. I mean. You look… good. S-Sorry —”

“Oh my god, don’t be sorry!” I laugh, though I realize Jim probably isn’t going to take me up on a free-for-all fuck. Not without approval from the older men in the office, at least.

I sit down at my desk and pretend to start working.

Truth is, I’ve forgotten what I’m even meant to be doing today.

I’ve been forgetting a lot of things over the course of the last day: for starters, what do I even do here as an intern? I’m pretty sure I had actual projects to work on, but wouldn’t it be so much easier just to make coffee for everyone? My brain hurts just looking at the computer login screen.

I glance around restlessly at the office, keenly aware of exactly how many viable cocks are on this floor. Sixteen. It’s the only number I care about, the only one I can muster up my thinking energy for.

Sixteen. Oh, fuck, sixteen of them… And that’s not including Bruce’s mega-cock.

My bra is still vibrating ever so slightly, my breasts growing bigger and heavier by the hour.

They’re getting so big that they’re in the way, obstructing half my vision when I look down, and my pussy is perpetually wet, aching for someone to fill it up.

I swallow a low whine in my throat. Here in the office, I can’t just bust out my sex toys and relieve myself.

I cross my legs, sighing softly at how good even just a little bit of pressure feels.

I need to get to work soon — and by work, I don’t mean my job. I mean, who even cares about that anymore?

No, I need to get working on my seduction plan.

Right.

The seduction plan.

What was it again?

Oh! Sleep with the entire office and prove my sluttiness! Hopefully Bruce Steele — my god, my alpha, my gorgeous, big-dicked master — will see just how good of a cocksleeve I’ll be for him and hire me.

Please, please, let me be his personal whore-slash-secretary!

And then my opportunity shows up right in front of me.

Steve walks up to my desk, his hulking figure looming its shadow over me. I yelp and turn around, even though I know it’s him.

He’s way older than me, at least by twenty or so years. Maybe even older than Bruce. He looks a lot rougher, that’s for sure.

Steve has the body of a rugby player — big. Wide shoulders, big chest, a bit of a beer belly. He’s massively tall, and his cock is probably just as huge (though not as magnificent as my love Bruce’s, how could anyone ever compete?).

“What are you doing there, sweetheart?” Steve asks gruffly, eyeing me up and down.

He’s very obviously looking down my blouse. I feel bad for previous interns who had to put up with his bullshit, but lucky me, I’m into this crap. Not that Steve knows or cares, but he’s perfect for my plan.

“Oh, uh… Nothing much,” I giggle, fiddling with the pen in my hand. “I’m really struggling with this uh… This…”

I stare at the screen and come up with a blank.

“The login?” Steve offers.

“Yeah…”

He leans over me under the guise of fiddling with my computer, but his arm is very much pressing against my swollen, touch-starved tits. I gasp quietly, my pussy twitching in excitement.

His breaths feel warm and way too close to me. He stinks like cigarette smoke and whiskey, which he probably takes in little breaks throughout the day just to get through the job.

Steve hums lowly, as if he’s thinking. It’s just a stupid login…

“I can grab your login details for you,” he says eventually, ever so slightly rubbing his arm against my tits. I glance around the office. I can’t believe no one is noticing this. “It’s in the files in the storage closet. Follow me.”

I genuinely hope no one has fallen for that in the past. But it’s perfect. I pretend not to know any better and nod.

“Okay!”

Steve chuckles, looking really pleased with himself. I hop out of my chair, following him to the storage closet away from all the desks.

The storage closet is tiny, stagnant, and with a single flickering light-bulb. Steve closes the door behind us, and points up to the upper shelves.

“Its up there, I’ll hoist you up.”

Who keeps things printed out in some dusty storage closet anymore? I might be forgetting things, but I’m not this dumb.

“Oh, uh, sure!” I giggle anyway.

Steve picks me up without saying anything, eager to grab my bare legs and lift me high up. I yelp and flail my arms around for whatever it is were looking for.

My memory is like a goldfish’s — I’ve already forgotten. I know it’s some paper thing… Something to do with the computer…

“Where uh… where is it?” I ask.

“Oh, just up there somewhere,” Steve says absent-mindedly. “Check to your left.”

I feel his hand lingering up my skirt and and kneading my thigh hard.

My pussy aches at the touch, and I feel him pressing his face right up my ass. I squeak.

“Oh my god, Steve…”

“Did you think I wouldn’t notice you making eyes at me?” Steve says, his voice muffled against my skirt. I can feel his breath, his tongue lapping at my skirt as if trying to reach my pussy through the fabric. “Hm? You little slut, walking in like that…”

I shiver at the word “slut”, some primal feeling stirring within me, urging me to submit to Steve.

“You’re a fucking tease, leading on the entire office. It’s time you followed through. Get down and suck my cock.”

My breath feels shuddery with each grope of his rough hands on my thighs and ass.

“You’re gonna h-have to — ah — put me down,” I whimper.

He drops me down, yanking me around like a rag doll and pushing down on my shoulders. I let him do it, falling easily to the floor on my knees.

Steve unbuckles his belt, and I already feel myself salivating. It won’t be Bruce’s magnificent cock, but it’ll be something at least, someone’s meaty cock shoving down my horny, virgin throat.

He whips it out and it’s already rock hard — thick, veiny, and dripping with precum at the tip. The man must be desperate.

I play innocent, hesitating to touch it, but Steve knows me too well. He grabs my head and brings it closer to his cock.

“Suck on it like a good girl, now. Come on.”

I lick timidly at the shaft, looking up at Steve pleadingly like, oh no, not your cock in my hungry little mouth. The shaft is almost sweaty, and Steve is grunting weirdly every time I lick up to the tip.

Unable to help myself, I lick up in bigger strokes, gliding my tongue all over him. I wrap my thick, pink lips around the head, coaxing his cock slowly deeper into my mouth inch by inch, bobbing my head in shallow motions.

“Pick up the pace, sugar tits,” Steve grunts, and he grips my hair hard to force me to throat his entire cock. “I’m not done with you until I cum.”

I gag, my eyes tearing up. His cock is massive and barely fits — I can’t help but wonder how it’d feel rammed up inside my pussy.

I moan softly, the sound muffled by the cock sliding mercilessly in and out of my mouth. My mouth is drowning in saliva, dripping sloppily down my chin and onto my jiggling tits.

Steve thrusts his hips forward harder, picking up the pace. I half-wonder if he’s going to pull a muscle, but as soon as I feel his cock twitch I know he’s going to cum straight down my throat.

“That’s it, swallow it down,” Steve pants, still fucking my throat as cum drips down my throat, leaving bitter trails on my tongue as he pulls out.

He takes hold of my face and pinches at the sides to force my mouth open. “Let me see… Good, you took all of it. You ready for more?”

I look up at Steve, trying to move my mouth to speak but only getting a guttural sound of confusion out.

That’s when I realise the storage closet door was open, and there were at least three or four heads peeking through.

Watching.

The entire time.

Unfortunately, Bruce was not one of them.

Before I can even blink, I feel groping hands all over my body — definitely more than three pairs of them.

“Bring her over here,” someone says, and I’m picked up and carried around like furniture. The men set me down to sit on some guy’s lap, his rock hard cock pressed right up against me.

“That’s it,” the guy sitting down murmurs, humping upwards against me.

“W-What’s going on?” I yelp, though I know exactly how fucked I’m about to be. I bat my pretty lashes at Steve, who is in the corner of the closet with his phone out, probably recording a video.

My stomach twists up in a pleasurable knot as I imagine Bruce watching that video, seeing exactly how much of a depraved cum dumpster I could be.

Two of my co-workers — Jim, and his buddy it seems — ride my skirt up and pull at my blouse. The buttons pop open to reveal my pink hypnobra, humming almost inaudibly.

My tits look ginormous, swollen and spilling over the cups, and I can’t help but moan softly as Jim and his friend coax them out of the bra and leave them hanging out and exposed.

“Fuck, Becca, look at you…” Jim mutters, repeatedly gripping both my tits hard and releasing them, as if he’s entranced by the way they bounce and jiggle free.

“Use me,” I whisper, my breath shuddering. My nipples feel hard and achey for someone to suck on them. My pussy is dying to be filled, soaking a whole puddle on the guy still dry humping me. “Please… fuck me… fuck me already…”

“God, she’s already so fucking wet,” the guy behind me says, his hand shoved up my skirt and fondling my soaked, flimsy thong. He thrusts his hips up harder against me, sending my tits rippling with each movement.

“Move out of the way,” someone else says — one of the older men in the office, with rough calloused hands and a long cock already whipped out and ready. “She looks hungry. Open wide, you little brat.”

I don’t even get to volunteer — he pinches the sides of my mouth and forces it open, shoving his cock deep inside my mouth. It glides easily on my already cum-soaked tongue, slipping in and out of my throat like I’m his personal fleshlight.

“Yeah, that’s it…” he croons, pushing his dick up to the hilt inside my throat. I gag, my eyes tearing up again, but my face is flushed and hot. I feel like I might cum already, my thighs trembling and shaky.

Suddenly I’m overwhelmed not just by groping hands all over me, but cocks — hot, throbbing cocks using me mercilessly for their pleasure. I don’t know whose cock is in my hand, whose cock is rubbing its tip against my cheek, which guy suddenly has his fingers shoved down my panties and running over my swollen clit.

My desperate moans are muffled as my pussy spasms with an orgasm, sending jolts of uncontrollable pleasure through me.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimper as fingers delve deep inside me, finger-fucking me roughly while the cock in my mouth pulls out to spurt cum all over my face. I squint, fumbling to wipe it off my eyes.

“Who’s next?” the guy with the long cock says. Steve is chuckling in the corner.

“Turn her over,” Steve says, like he’s directing my free-use whore initiation.

I’m picked up again and flipped over onto my knees and hands. Someone rides my skirt all the way up, and yanks my tights and thong all the way down to my knees.

“That’s a good girl,” Steve says, slapping my ass.

I squeak in indignation, feeling like my whole body is flushed from the humiliation. I feel something smooth and big rub against my bare ass cheek, moving over to then linger in the space between my asshole and pussy.

“W-What are you doing?” I shudder, though I can feel wet trails streaking down my thighs. I’m so fucking wet and they haven’t even used me properly…

“Teaching you a lesson,” Steve says, pushing just the head of his massive cock into my pussy. My mouth gapes open, a desperate, horny as fuck, cry coming out. “You’re the office bimbo slut now. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“Mhm…” I moan pleadingly, feeling Steve push that single teasing inch in and out of me. “Oh my god… Please…”

He sheaths himself all the way inside me, grabbing my hips and forcing me back against him with each pounding thrust.

I wail with lust, my eyelids squeezed shut with how incredibly and stupidly good it feels to finally have a thick cock inside me.

I can’t help but think: I was made for this.

I was made to be fucked mercilessly like this, like I’m nothing more than a warm hole for anyone who wanted to use me.

I was made to be filled up with cum and passed around like the office fucktoy, forced to please men whenever they wanted me to.

The other guys watching make full use of me, taking turns cumming in my mouth, on my tits, on my back and the palms of my hand, while Steve pounds hard into me, stretching my pussy wide open.

I ache to spread my legs apart for him, but my thong and tights keep my knees constricted close to each other, tearing with an audible rip as I cum for the second time, shaking all over and begging Steve.

“C-Cum inside me… please…” I moan.

“You dumb, dirty whore,” Steve grunts, “You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

He thrusts bruisingly hard into me, his cock making wet squelches as his cum drips out from my pussy and down my thighs.

I exhale sharply in relief, my pussy pulsing and sensitive to each slow slide of his cock in and out of me.

When he finally pulls out, I collapse to the floor, exhausted and full of cum everywhere.

I’m too tired to keep my eyes open, but I can hear the others looming over me, taking pictures and making snide remarks about how much of a mess they made of me.

“Thanks, Becca!” Jim says, laughing. “You won’t mind if we do this again at lunch time, will you?”

I hum, furrowing my brows. My body is still trembling with pleasure, and all I want to do is fall asleep —

“What is the meaning of this?” a voice cracks through the room. I jolt to sit up. That voice…

“S-Sir,” I yelp, and suddenly everyone is quick to rush out the storage closet. Even Steve is gone.

Only Bruce Steel remains, standing at the doorway with his magnificent physique — tall, broad chested, his cold, steel-dark eyes glaring down at me.

There’s nothing I can say to feign innocence. My tits are out, and there’s cum all over me.

Bruce walks over to me and kneels down. “Are you okay?”

I burst out laughing. Partly because I’ve never seen such a strange, concerned look on Bruce’s — my boss, my ruthless alpha master — face. But mostly because it’s almost laughable how I even got here.

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Steele,” I say once I catch my breath. “I couldn’t control myself… Please. Please don’t fire me. I’ll do anything —”

“I heard you were interested in interviewing for the secretary position,” Bruce interrupted, his eyes never straying from mine. “Be at my office tomorrow morning, 9pm sharp.”

Bruce Steele leaves before I can even accept the invitation. I watch him leave — his perfect, muscled physique obvious even under his meticulously tailored silver suit — and reach down with a soft moan for my cum-soaked pussy.


Chapter 4

The office is strangely quiet when I arrive the next morning. No one is at their desks.

Where the hell is everybody?

Never mind that. I’m here for the interview I’ve been trying to get for so long — the only obstacle between me and permanent sexual servitude to the alpha man of my dreams.

I’m so ready for this; I’m dressed in my sluttiest office-wear yet. Pink thong and bra, of course, that’s a given, but my blouse is thin and silky and showing off my new, heaving, beachball-sized tits, and my skirt is more miniskirt than a pencil skirt, riding up with each long-legged stride.

I barely managed to get the cum out of my hair from yesterday, but it’s still tousled and swishing gorgeously just above my ass as I walk.

How could Bruce possibly resist?

I enter Bruce’s office with my heart in my throat, my stomach jumbled up in nervous knots.

This is it.

Bruce Steele is sat waiting at his desk, elbows resting on the desk and his palms clasped together.

God, he’s so fucking gorgeous. He could be a marble statue in a museum with that physique. I’d lick him all over if he’d let me.

“Good morning, Ms. Williams,” Bruce says, his dark gaze piercing me.

“P-Please, call me Becca!” I say, unable to stop the vapid giggle from leaving my lips.

I flounder aimlessly near the doorway until Bruce motions for me to sit.

“Please. Take a seat, Ms. Becca.”

“Oh, uh, okay!” I nod rapidly, clumsily taking my seat opposite of Bruce. The air conditioning is on strong, keeping the room so cold it’s like a fridge in here, but my palms are embarrassingly clammy.

No one else is here. Just me and Bruce.

I feel shaky just breathing the same air as him. I can see a bit of dark chest hair peeking out from the top of his shirt, and my pussy feels warm and tingly just being in the same electrifying air as him.

Oh, god, please let me touch you…

“So… um… “ I start, my voice barely there. I feel flushed already. I must look so ditzy…

“So you think you’d make a good secretary?” Bruce says, looking at me so directly I can’t help but avert my gaze. It’s like staring straight into the fucking sun, I can’t take how perfect he looks.

Just fuck me already…

“Oh, yeah,” I giggle. “I, uh… I’ve been an intern here for three months now, and I’ve really, uh, learned the ropes around here. I-I uh…”

My mind goes completely blank. I can’t for the life of me remember what I even do here as an intern.

“I make really good coffee,” I say, nodding vigorously. “Like, really good coffee. And I’ll always stay on top of any task you give me. I don’t say no. To anything. Whatever you need me to do, I’ll do it, no questions asked.”

Bruce raises a brow at that. Is he smiling? Maybe that’s a smile. Whatever it is it makes my pussy ache.

“So tell me a bit about your background. What is it you’re majoring in at college?”

My excited, overwhelmed little heart sinks slightly. “W…What?”

“Tell me about your degree.”

“Oh… Well…” I fumble for a bit, racking my brain for any kind of bullshit to come up with that might be relevant. I spout whatever I can think of, but for the most part I’m starting to get the sinking feeling that this interview is for… an actual job.

Bruce seems to actually be listening to me. Asking questions.

Real questions. About past work experience, my skills, how I handle failures…

Twenty minutes pass by and nothing is happening — none of my holes are being filled, no one is cumming on me or inside me. The only fluids that are wanting to come out of me are the sad, not-fun tears kind.

Does Bruce really not want me?

Bruce stands up from the desk, his figure looming over me and blocking out the window daylight.

“Alright, Ms. Becca. I have one last thing for you.”

I look up at him forlornly. “Yeah?”

“Bend over.”

I stare blankly at Bruce, not sure if I’m hearing the words right.

“W-What?”

“Bend over,” Bruce commands. He sweeps his arm over the top of the desk, clearing it and sending everything crashing to the floor with a loud clatter. “Now. Over the desk. This is your final test.”

I scramble out of my seat, lying over the desk at a right angle, my ass sticking out. He walks over behind me, kicking at my ankles to spread them further apart.

I gasp when he starts fondling my ass.

“Look at you,” Bruce says, his voice deep and thick with that perfect mix of disdain and lust. “So eager to please me.”

“I told you I’d do anything for you, sir,” I say, my breath shuddery as he rides my skirt up to my hips.

He tugs at my tights, yanking it down to my knees. He runs his finger over my thong, pulling it back and letting it snap.

“You’re gonna be a good little whore and take my cock, won’t you?” Bruce asks, pushing my thong to the side and rubbing his hand hard over my pussy lips.

“Y-Yes, sir! Please… I just wanna be a good slut for you, sir…”

I grip the edge of the desk, feeling almost dizzy when I feel Bruce’s cock press up against my pussy.

God, it feels huge already…

Bruce pushes his cock in slowly, letting me feel each and every thick inch of him inside me. I gasp and rest my face against the hard, wooden desk, my legs clutching around his.

“Such an eager little whore…” he mutters, pushing down at the nape of my neck. He pulls his cock out and rams it back in, causing me to cry out. “It’s about time someone put your bratty, slutty little ass in place.”

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me…” I murmur under my own breath, my pussy twitching and gripping his cock every time he pulls out, just to thrust back in even harder and deeper.

Bruce picks up the pace, pumping his cock into my pussy mercilessly, his hips slapping against my ass. My moans become wails, and I spread my legs even further for him, just to get every bit of his wonderful cock inside me.

“You’re gonna take this everyday whether you like it or not,” Bruce growls, squeezing the back of my neck and he fucks me so roughly the desk is shaking. “You’re gonna bend over whenever I ask, wherever I ask, and take my cock like the good needy brat that you are. I’m gonna paint your pussy with my cum, and you’re gonna hold it in while I fuck and cum in your mouth, too.”

“Y-Yes! Yes, please cum inside me —”

“And when I’m done with you, everyone else gets sloppy seconds. You’ll sit outside my office and be the corporate cocksleeve. Every day. That’s your punishment, you dirty slut. You thought you’d let fucking Steve cum inside you first?”

I clutch at the desk, gasping to explain myself. “M-Master… I-I…”

“I saw you offering yourself up to the whole office yesterday. I was ready to take you on as my secretary — mine and mine alone. But now —” He quickens his thrusts into me, pounding hard as he cums deep inside my pussy. I moan loud, my eyes fluttering with the pleasure of feeling his hot seed dripping from my pussy.

“Now you’ll finish what you started.”

I hear the door open behind me, voices murmuring excitedly. My pussy twitches in anticipation.

“Get on the floor,” Bruce orders me.

I obey him without question.

“Clean it off,” he says while all my co-workers watch. His cock is more glorious than I could have imagined — thick, and long, and coated in so much cum that it couldn’t have all possibly fit inside me.

I lick eagerly up the shaft, moaning softly. I take as much of it into my mouth as I can, gladly swallowing up every little bit of cum. I can even taste my own pussy juices on it, and I want him to fuck me again, over and over…

“You’re not leaving this room until you’ve satisfied every single one of us,” Bruce says, pinching my mouth.

“Y-Yes, sir. Anything… anything for you…”

Before I know it, Steve has picked me up and placed me on my back on the desk, eagerly shoving his massive meaty cock inside my soaked pussy. Jim whips his cock out and shoves it into my mouth, my tits already freed from the bra and groped by someone else’s greedy hands.

“Oh, fuck…” I moan as Steve picks up the pace of his thrusts, my pussy lips stretched open. Someone else is fingering my asshole with a slicked finger, sending jolts of pleasure through me.

Bruce is watching me, jerking himself off. I feel so good, like I’ve finally done it, I’ve finally become the perfect girl for him.

Someone clambers underneath me on the desk, pushing the tip of their cock into my asshole.

My pussy spasms, and I cum harder than I ever have before.

“Cock-hungry whore… this is what you wanted…”

Steve grunts as he cums in my pussy, his seed spilling all over the floor as he pulls out. The next guy steps in between my legs, his cock sliding in easily.

Sixteen, I remember… Why is that number important again? Men are swarming around me, cumming all over me and positioning me whichever way pleases them most.

Sixteen… sixteen what?

Oh.

Fuck.

Sixteen cocks to get through — sixteen cocks to suck and please every single day of my new, no-questions-asked, free-use bimbo life.

Cum spills down my throat, and my body spasms and shakes through yet another orgasm.

“Who’s next?”
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