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Training the Shared Office Pet






Chapter 1


Percy’s dick hits the back of my throat with a wet thud. He holds me there, hand fisted in my blond hair, forcing me to choke on his thick cock. I savour the salty taste of his precum and the heady scent of his masculinity. 

It’s been a month since I got drunk at an office party and built up the courage to talk to him. Since then we’ve engaged in these little sessions, at home and at work, almost every day. 

Percy is, perhaps, one of the hottest guys in the office. His brown hair is cut short on the sides and swept back on the top. Nothing gets past his intelligent and sharp gaze. 

Even from where I kneel between his legs I can see the raw power in his body. Strong muscles and a square jaw that would make models cry with jealousy. 

He is so big that my lips are stretch around his girth. Even the slightest movement is difficult but I somehow manage to run my tongue along the underside of his cock, dancing across the sensitive skin. He groans in pleasure and strokes my now messy hair. 

My blue eyes flick briefly to the arm that disappears behind my head. Underneath this white button-up shirt is a sleeve of tattoos. His wild, nasty side is masked by the expensive suit he wears.

Much like my own slutty side. When people look at me they expect some innocent wallflower who would blush at the mere thought of holding hands, let alone sex.

And yet, here I am, kneeling between my colleague’s legs, in his cubicle, at work, mid-morning. I pull my head up, freeing my mouth long enough to suck in a deep breath. I slide him back in, gagging once more on his massive cock.

My hand wraps around the part of his shaft that doesn’t fit in my mouth. Together, hand and mouth, I slide up and down his cock, feeling him twitch and thicken. He’s close. 

“Dirty little slut,” he says before slapping me across the face. It’s never hard enough to leave a mark, but the sting lights up my skin and pushes me to pump him harder. “You like sucking on a big cock don’t you. Fucking slut.”

He slaps me again and I moan in response. Being used like his sex slave turns me on more than anything ever has. I push down deeper onto his cock, choking myself on his fat head until my gag reflexes kick in.

Percy swears under his breath. His hips buck, pushing just a little deeper, drawing a wet gurgle from my throat. I pull back, removing him from my mouth. A string of saliva still connects us before falling away. I lick my lips.

“Enjoying yourself today, whore?”

I nod eagerly before latching myself back onto his cock. It throbs under my lips, making me suck a little harder. Percy grunts, his breath comes in ragged pants. 

“Lift your skirt up.”

I pause, looking up into his blue eyes. He can’t be serious. So far whenever we do stuff like this it’s usually with our clothes on. Since, you know, we’re at the office and all. 

He’ll grab me in the break room and finger me, or I’ll visit his cubicle and suck him off. We’ve never done more than that. It’s too risky. Someone might walk in on us. Even if his cubicle is tucked away in the far corner of the office. 

Percy’s hand wraps around my throat. Firm and unyielding but never cutting off my airway. His other hand snaps across my face. Once. Twice. Before he yanks my hair back. 

“I said, lift your skirt up.”

My body trembles in excitement and pent up need. The tone of his voice shoots straight to my clit, making it twitch. My nipples go rock hard at the thought of following his every demand and exposing my backside to the office.

I do as he says, tugging the bottom of my skirt up until my ass is exposed to the cool office air. The chill goes straight between my legs, where my pussy has soaked through my panties. My pussy throbs and clenches in desperate need of his cock. 

“That’s a good little slut.” He slaps his massive cock against my cheek to accentuate the last three words. “I want you to play with that tight ass of yours.”

My ass clenches around the thick probe already nestled deep inside my back entrance. Percy messaged me this morning demanding that I lube up and come to work with my biggest probe already inside. 

The commute was erotic, to say the least. The soft yet firm probe twisted and moved around inside me hitting the more sensitive spots inside my ass. Every time the train carriage rocked or a new flood of people got on, it sent me spiraling to new heights. 

I practically wobbled in, careful not to give myself an orgasm right in front of everyone. It would completely ruin my reputation. They don’t need to know that I’m Percy’s sex slave. When he calls, I go running to him. He has filled every hole of mine with cum and ravished me so hard that I couldn’t sit down for a day.

My hands caress my thighs, before sliding back, over my hips to grip my ass cheeks. I spread them apart, feeling the probe move as my muscles clench around it. 

“You’re going to fuck your own ass while I fuck your mouth.”

Percy yanks me forward until his cock is pressed up against my mouth. I dart the tip of my tongue out, catching the edge of his sensitive head. He grips my hair, forcing his cock inside my mouth until it can’t go in any further. 

I gag, sputtering at his rough treatment. His hand tightens in my hair, sending sparks of pain mixed with pleasure through me. 

“Now, slut. I want to see your ass work.”

One hand is braced against his thigh while my other grips the probe. I tug on it, sliding it in and out of my hole. The sensation of having my mouth full of cock and something moving against the sensitive spot in my ass makes my eyes roll back into my head. 

“That’s it,” Percy coos. His gentle words are at odds with the rough way he treats me. 

I bob up and down on his cock, slurping and sucking on his throbbing shaft. His fingers bite into my skin, as he thrusts erratically. His words turn into grunts as he shoves my head down, over and over again. 

My hand thrusts the probe in and out of my needy hole. Ripples of pleasure spread throughout my body. I’m so horny right now that even the slightest touch against my clit would send me over the edge. 

Percy shifts in the seat, angling himself just enough to reach even further into my throat. I grunt and groan, sending thrills through his cock. It pushes him over the edge. 

He pulls out just enough to fill my mouth with his hot, creamy cum. It bursts out of him like a jet, coating the inside of my mouth and dribbling down the back of my throat. I grab his shaft and pump, sucking out the last few drops. 

Percy slumps back into his office chair and watches me lick my lips. His cum is so thick that when I grin at him, it strings against my lips. He caresses my cheek with the backs of his fingers. 

“Come here,” he says, pulling me onto his lap. Before I can settle he turns me over, placing my back towards him. His hand grips the probe.

I let out a small sound, followed by a moan. I bend forward, hands resting on his knees for support. He pumps the probe in and out of me. Slowly at first, then more rapidly when I roll my hips in time with his thrusts.

“You like having two cocks in you at the same time?”

“Yeah,” I mumble through a blissful moan. The ripples of pleasure grow stronger, building in power. 

“Today you’ll get your chance.”

I mutter in agreement. Not really listening to what he was saying. A heartbeat later it clicks and I glance at him from over my shoulder.

“What do you mean?”

“In about…” he says, checking the clock on his computer screen, “two minutes I’m going to walk you through that office, into the break room. Then my friends and I are going to fuck you until we’re satisfied.”

My pussy clenches. He wants to share me with his friends. At work. Where anyone could just walk into the break room and catch us. The thought should horrify me but it only makes my clit pulse and my nipples harder. 

He wants to share me. That means more cocks filling my holes. There is no way I could do it. But the temptation is there. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t thought about it before. There are so many good looking guys at this office. 

Percy’s fingers caress my slit, bypassing my pussy and landing on my clit. The sudden shock makes me jump up. When I come back down I sink onto the probe hard, until Percy’s hand is nestled between my cheeks. 

I groan, arching my back, chasing his teasing fingers. Itching for my release. 

“What do you say?” 

“I don’t know.”

Percy rubs my clit again, drawing a throating moan from me. My nipples press hard against the fabric of my bra. I so desperately want his fingers to pinch them. But his hands are already full. If only there were an extra set of hands.

Or more.

“Are you sure?”

“I… I think I want to try it.”

“Good.”

Percy’s fingers rub against my clit, rushing me towards my climax. I twitch against him, rutting and grinding against the probe. My moans are quiet but sound from the back of my throat. Heady and deep.

All at once, my orgasm hits. Sparks shoot around my body making me twitch and shake. I double over, letting a low moan tumble out of my throat. My entire lower half is set ablaze with cascading waves of pleasure, as I grind against Percy’s fingers. 

Tiny tremors still rumble throughout my body when Percy pulls the probe out completely. Within seconds he has me on my feet, skirt roughly pulled down, and shoves me forward and out of his cubicle.





Chapter 2


My head bangs against the table. Percy pushes me down so that my cheekbone digs into the white, plastic surface. He stands behind me, hips pressed against my backside. His already growing bulge grinds against my asscheeks.

“Don’t move.”

With one final smack against my ass, Percy leaves. The door clicks closed quietly behind him, leaving me totally alone. I’m stuck, leaning the top half of my body against the table. My ass is pointed towards the door, so I have no idea if someone other than Percy walks in.

My cheeks burn with embarrassment. The walk through the office was a test of my submission. Percy’s hand was on my arm, gripping me so tightly that I think he left some bruises. I didn’t have time to fix my hair, so it stuck out at different angles. 

We got some looks, but no one said anything. A small mercy. The side glance Janice gave me could freeze fire. Maybe they do know and I’m an idiot thinking that we are free to fool around in the dark corners of the office.

The door opens and several people walk in. I let out a small whimper. My whole body tenses. 

“Damn, you weren’t kidding. She actually stayed like that.”

“Look at her ass. Fuck, Percy, you’ve been holding out on us.”

“I had to train her first. But she’s ready now.” Percy’s cool voice cuts through the break room and I let out a small sigh. Relaxing only a fraction. 

Percy’s hand comes to my ass and gives it a squeeze. I wiggle, trying to pull away from his rough treatment. I get a smack instead. I jolt forward, banging the tops of my thighs into the edge of the table. 

“Listen to the cute noises she makes,” one of the guys behind me says. He comes forward. I can feel his enormous heat covering my much smaller body. I twist around to look at him.

Dexter.

Dex, to his friends. He is as big as they come and wouldn’t be amiss on a football field. His large, black hand rests on the table next to my head. He lowers his head, capturing my gaze with his dark eyes.

“Hey, beautiful. Ready for us?” 

A thrill trickles down my spine, making my hairs stand on end. I want him to touch me with those big hands. To bury his face between my legs and use those luscious lips to suck on my clit. I lick my own lips, just thinking about how massive his cock must be. 

I nod. In less than a second, my skirt is immediately yanked up, all the way to my waist. My panties go next, disappearing somewhere. I don’t care because my mind is completely focused on the three large men who grope my soft body. 

Percy pulls at the edges of my blouse, opening the top and exposing my cleavage. His fingers dip into my bar, cupping my boob. My nipples are so hard that they scrape against the palm of his hand, sending little sparks shooting through my body. 

Dex and the other guy take turns grabbing my ass. The excitement of having several men use me like a toy makes my pussy clench in need. I rock my hip into Dex’s hand in a silent plea for more. 

I’ve never been with more than one guy before, but I’ve always thought about how hot it would be to have several cocks pumping into me at the same time. I want them to stretch me and shoot their hot cum into my body. 

Dex moves behind me. His hands drag down my ass and the backs of my thighs. The simple touch is enough to make me release a breathy moan. He crouches down, hands remaining on my upper thighs, spreading my legs further apart.

My pussy is completely exposed to him. He leaves a trail of kisses and gentle nips along my skin. When he reaches my core he catches my clit with his tongue. 

I moan before leaning back ever so slightly into him. He takes it as encouragement and speeds up, flicking his tongue against my swollen clit. Heat pools between my legs, building hotter and hotter every time his tongue rolls around my nub. 

The other guy plays with my ass, fingering my hole before sliding down to my play with the entrance of my pussy. My moans get louder until Percy clamps and hand over my mouth. His finger pinches my tits, shooting a thread of fire between my nipples and my clit. 

I need more. I need to feel their cocks roughly pounding into my wet pussy. My hips buck when Dex seals his luscious lips around my clit and sucks hard enough to make me spasm. The other guy caresses my back. 

Without warning, I’m pulled away from the table to kneel in the middle of the room. Dex’s hands are in my hair and on my arms, positioning me in front of him. His fat cock bulges against the tight fabric of his pants. My fingers instinctively reach for it. I caress him through the fabric, feeling the outline of his massive cock. It twitches and grows hot under the palm of my hand. 

I look up to see his eyes boring into mine with so much intensity that I have to look away. The other guy stands next to Dex. I glance at him for a moment, before reaching for his cock too. 

I recognise him instantly as Quinton. He is one of Percy’s best friends and equally good looking. His brown hair is short but styled to give it some texture. He wears a pair of black glasses that frame his brown eyes perfectly. I trace the shape of his cock through his blue-grey pants. 

Both men step closer, encouraging me to keep going. I unzip their pants and, one-by-one, pull out their cocks. Dex’s cock is as massive as I hoped it would be. Its thick girth makes it heavy to hold. Quinton’s cock is long with a wide head. 

I lick my lips, as though I can already taste them. I pump Quinton’s cock, slowly fisting his shaft from base to tip. He groans, thrusting his hips closer to me. Even though I’m at their mercy there is still a thrill to knowing that they get so much pleasure out of my body. 

I know I will get just as much out of them. Their hungry eyes and throbbing cocks promise an afternoon of intense fucking. My pussy clenches, desperate to be filled by them. I want to feel every inch, every vein of their girthy cocks sliding in and out of me. 

I rub the underside of Dex’s cock until there is a bead of precum at the tip. I smooth it over with my thumb, glossing the head of his black cock. He grunts, moving closer. One large hand rests on the top of my head and strokes my hair. 

I work both cocks, excited for whatever is going to happen next. My mind fills with hundred of dirty thoughts. But I don’t need to think too hard because Dex’s hand fists in the back of my hair, holding my head still. 

He guides his cock to my lips. My tongue pokes out, tasting his salty manliness. Being so close to him fills my lungs with his unique musk that drives my senses wild. My clit pulses from the memory of his tongue lapping against it. 

I open wide for him, stretching my jaw as far open as it will go. His cock is so big that when he thrusts in my lips are pull in, back on themselves. I relish the feeling of being so filled. My lower lips twitch in anticipation of being spread wide by him later. 

I bob my head back and forward, sucking and licking his entire shaft. He steps forward, angling himself over me, forcing his cock deeper into my throat. I gag when he hits the back of my throat and goes further than ever before. 

When he pulls out completely, spit and precum dribble down my chin and drip onto my exposed breasts. With one hand I massage the mixture into my hardened nipples. My other hand collects the rest of it from my chin and I spread if over Quinton’s cock. 

I turn my head slightly to look at Quinton’s dick. It is hot and pulsing in my hand. Soon both of these cocks will be deep inside me. The thought spurs me on and I take his cock into my mouth. I play with it, letting him fuck the inside of my cheek, before letting it pop out. 

Dex wastes no time in moving me around so that I’m leaning forward slightly. He brings his hips behind me, crushing us together. I wiggle my hips, feeling his cock move between my cheeks. 

I take Quinton in completely, relishing the feeling of his long cock hitting the back of my throat. My tongue traces the veins of his cock. Dex runs the head of his dick up and down my slit, playing with my needy entrance. I’m sure he can feel my pussy clench, begging to be stretched. 

He finally pushes himself in. I’m used to being stretched by Percy, so there isn’t much pain from his cock. He takes a few practice thrusts, letting me feel him sliding inside me. My entire body trembles from the overwhelming need to have him come in me. 

I rock back into his hips, letting him know that I need him and I need him now. He grips my waist and thrusts. Hard. I have to cling to Quinton’s pants to stop myself from falling over. Dex pounds into me with such ferocity that I nearly come straight away.

Tremors wrack my body, spiraling me higher and higher. I’m so hungry for cock that I forget that there is one more man in the room. Percy stands beside us, watching his two friends fuck my mouth and pussy.

“Little slut is enjoying this. Do you like having strangers fuck you?” His voice is deep. He’s enjoying this as much as I am. I turn to the side, glancing up at his face. There is a wicked grin tugging the corner of his mouth. He has more planned for me. The thought takes me higher and I moan around Quinton’s cock. 

Dex pulls out completely. A wave of disappointment washes over me. It felt so good to have his massive cock massage my inner walls. I make a tiny noise to show my feelings. But I’m rewarded with a pressure on my back entrance. 

I try to suck in a breath, readying myself to be split in two by his throbbing cock, but I only get a mouth full of Quinton. He grabs both sides of my head and holds me still. 

Together he and Dex enter me. I hiss in pain, as Dex’s cock stretches me further than any probe, plug of dildo I’ve ever used in my ass. Quinton’s cock cuts off any other sounds I make. It fills my mouth, pushing down my throat, making me gag again. 

Dex stays still for a moment, letting me adjust. Then he moves, pumping into me slowly at first. As I get used to the massive dick inside me, he picks up the pace. Soon he’s hammering into my ass and the pain turns to pure pleasure. 

As soon as I get used to a rhythm, Dex changes things on me again. This time he alternates, thrusting into my ass and then my pussy. Both of my holes are being used by the same man and it’s nearly enough to push me over the edge.

I groan, needing more from them. My tits swing back and forward with every one of Dex’s thrusts. Our skin slaps together and adds to the sound of me slurping on Quinton’s cock. Dex’s movements grow irregular, as his dick thickens inside me. All at once he buries himself in my pussy and lets our a roar. 

Hot cum spills into me, coating my insides with his seed. I clench around him, sucking out every last drop. He thrusts a few more times before pulling out completely. 

Quinton wastes no time. He yanks me up by the arm and pulls me over to one of the chairs. He sits and twists me around so that my back is to him. I lower myself onto his lap, sinking onto his cock. He reaches deeper than Dex, exploring more of me than anyone ever has. 

I ride him, bouncing up and down. My tits bounce with me until he reaches around to cup them. His fingers twist and tease my nipples, giving me extra pleasure. The fire from my nipples builds along with the raging inferno in my core. 

Percy stands in front of me. His cock is already out and waiting for me to suck on it. I latch onto him, tightly sealing the head of his cock in my mouth. I flick my tongue against his slit, enjoying the familiar taste. 

I ride Quinton while Percy fucks my mouth. This is so wrong. To think that people come into this room and sit on this chair to enjoy their lunch makes me feel like the dirty slut that Percy always calls me. It is so very wrong but I can’t stop myself. I’m so hungry for their cocks. 

Percy finishes in my mouth and for the second him today I drink his cum. It slides down my throat in the most satisfying way. But he isn’t done with me yet. His hand clasps around my throat, pressing gently against the sides. 

My head pulses from the sudden pressure. I gasp, even though I can breathe normally. My darkening vision adds so much more to this than I could have ever thought. I ride Quinton harder, chasing my orgasm. 

Percy’s finger dip between my legs, finding my neglected nub. He rubs it, pulling a strangled groan from my throat. I tilt my hips, angling myself so that Quinton’s wide head hits my g-spot and giving Percy full access to my clit. 

They work me, pumping and teasing and flicking my most sensitive places. The orgasm in me builds like a thunderstorm. It rumbles around in me, spread through my limbs until finally, it breaks. 

Percy releases my throat and the rush of blood to my head heightens my climax even more. His hand snaps over my mouth as I cry out. Thunderous wave roll and crash through me, sending tingles and vibrations throughout my entire body. 

I’m left as a twitching, helpless being. My legs are weak and I nearly collapse into Quinton. He holds me still and thrusts up into me. My pussy, still spasming from my intense orgasm, clenches around him. 

It brings him to his climax and he spills himself inside me. Every thrust pushes more of his cum deep into my core. I love the feeling of having hot, creamy cum inside my pussy. It’s more erotic knowing that both loads came from strangers. 

My legs finally give out and I sink into Quinton. He positions me so that I’m sitting on his thigh. I can feel the trickle of cum starting to make its way out, so after a few seconds of rest, I stand. All three men stare at me as they watch the cum dribble out of me, making my inner thighs sticky and wet. 

“Good girl,” Quinto says. He caresses my ass. The touch is so gentle that I nearly jump forward. He chuckles and gives me a pinch instead. I grin at him. Today was amazing. I can’t believe I was just shared between three men. 

“I told you she was a hungry slut. Always looking for cock. Give her a few minutes and she’ll be ready to go again,” Percy says. He pats my cheek. I lean into his touch.

“Fucking shame we have to get back to work. Otherwise, I’d fuck her against the door.” Dex fixes me with a gaze so intense that I have no doubt that he would do just that.

I look down at my crumble clothes. I also have to go back to work, so I grip the edges of my skirt and start tugging it downwards. 

Just then the door flies open and a man walks in. My body turns cold. We’ve been found out and now everyone will know that I let three men fuck me in the break room. 

“What the fuck, why didn’t I get an invite?”

The man is tall with broad shoulders. He looks Middle Eastern, with dark hair and eyes. There is a slight tan to his skin and he rocks a perfectly sculpted beard. 

“Sorry Chett, you were in a meeting and she needed a good fucking. Don’t worry, by this afternoon she’ll be ready for us again.”

“Again?” I ask. Even though Chett is one of their friends, I still pull at my clothes, covering my body. He is just as sexy as the others but I don’t want someone else to walk in and see me half-naked in a room full of men. 

“Don’t you want more cock in you?” Percy asks.

I bite my bottom lip.

“Of course I do, but where can all of us do it in one place together without being caught?”

“Leave that to me,” Quinton says. He strokes my hair before leaving, with a backward goodbye to the others. Dex and Chett leave next and finally, I’m alone with Percy.

“You did well taking those cocks. Did it turn you on?”

“I love it. I want to do it again. But…” I look down at my crumpled blouse. The words are too embarrassing to say. Percy’s forefinger bumps the bottom of my chin, making me look up at him.

“But?”

“But I want my ass and pussy filled at the same time.”

Percy lets out a deep chuckle. 

“You are an insatiable little slut. You’ll get your wish, don’t worry.” He pats me on the butt, shooing me out of the break room. 

I’m halfway back to my desk when more cum leaks out of my pussy. I have to walk with my legs closer together to stop others from noticing the stream of sticky cum rolling down my legs. 

Damn it. Someone still has my underwear. I guess I have to wait to get them back. I walk past my desk and go straight to the bathroom to clean myself up. So far today has been an excellent day. Hopefully, this afternoon will be just as good.





Chapter 3


My stilettoed heel taps against the blue carpet under my desk. It’s been hours and I haven’t heard from Percy. Every movement outside my cubicle draws my attention away from my computer. I sink back into my chair with a frustrated huff. 

Images from the morning keep flashing in my mind and there is still a tingle in my back entrance from being stretched by a massive black cock. I shift in my chair, grinding my thighs together. 

Percy was right when he said that in a few minutes I would be hungry again. By the time I had cleaned myself and got back to work I was ready to go again. The last few hours have been torture. My bouncing leg grows uneven. 

I glance at my phone, wondering if I should message him. I reach for the device, biting my lip when it lights up, scanning my face and unlocking. I should be working. Everyone else is. But they also don’t have the promise of four big men fucking them. 

“Impatient?”

I jump, nearly dropping my phone. In one fluid motion I spin around to see Chett standing at the entrance of my cubicle. A folder in his hands. His devilish good looks are only heightened by the smirk planted on his face. 

“I brought the files you wanted,” he says, loudly enough for everyone around me to hear. Then he strides in, closing the gap in a heartbeat. My lungs are filled with the manly scent of his cologne. 

He drops the folder on my desk without breaking eye contact with me. I clutch my phone to my chest, as he reaches out to brush the back of his fingers against my cheek. Without warning he slaps my cheek, then grips my face with his hand, keeping my head still in a tight grip. 

My body comes alive. Electricity shoots through my veins, awakening all the right places in me. My nipples harden, scratching the inside of my bra. Everything turns on and my pussy grows slick. 

I’m pathetic for being turned on so quickly by this rough treatment, but I love it so much. I want all of them to use me until I can barely stand. He must sense what I’m thinking because he catches my lips with a rough kiss.

His fingers dig into my jaw, opening it enough so that he can force his tongue in. I open wider, welcoming his dominating tongue. His beard tickles and scratches my face, but I press harder into him, giving myself completely to his control. 

He shoves me back, making me rock in my chair. I grasp the armrest, steadying myself. I watch him, licking my lips, tasting him. He grins and speaks in a low voice.

“Are you ready? I hope so. Because you’re about to get the fucking of a lifetime.”

He grabs my arm and pulls me up. I have just enough time to drop my phone on my chair before he drags me out of the cubicle. This time I don’t bother watching the faces of my colleagues. I’m completely focused on the broad back that fills my vision.

Because I’m so focused on Chett I don’t notice where we’re going until we are standing in front of the door.

“We can’t do it in here,” I whisper to him.

“He’s in a meeting, so he’ll never know.”

I hesitate for a second, staring at the name on the door. Our boss is a cool guy but using his room as a sex dungeon is probably a step too far. I don’t have a choice though, Chett pulls me in before we’re seen by anyone.

I barely have time to take in the three men already in the room before Dex has me pressed against the door. He lifts one of my legs up, hooking it around his waist. His hard bulge presses against my pussy.

Without my panties I can feel him through the expensive fabric of his pants. He grinds against me, not caring that my pussy juices are staining his crotch. I roll my hips in time with his, savouring the way he rubs up against my clit.

He crushes his mouth to mine, forcing my head to smack against the door. A small part of my mind recoils, wondering if anyone heard that and if they will come to inspect. The rest of my mind is preoccupied with the rough way Dex moves against my mouth. 

He forces his tongue inside my mouth, exploring every part of it. Our tongues fight for dominance, dancing and twisting around each other. Spit dribbles out of the corner of my mouth but I’m too busy feeling the muscles of his arms to wipe it away. 

“Come on man, share. The Boss will be back soon,” someone says with an air of frustration.

Dex pulls back to stare at me with those dark eyes. He isn’t done with me just yet. His fingers tug at the buttons of my blouse. I arch my back, giving him more access to my shirt. In a matter of seconds he has me stripped down. 

I’m pulled across the room to stand in the middle of these dominating and sexy men while being completely naked. They stare at my body with their hands groping their cocks. My nipples harden.

I have so many of them surrounding me I don’t know where to start. All I know is that I want all of them inside me. I want to feel their cocks stretch me further than ever. My body trembles from both excitement and the chill in the air. 

Quinton steps forward, relieving me from having to make a choice. He plants a few soft kisses on my neck before finally claiming my mouth. My hand slides up his toned arms. Even though he still wears his shirt, I can feel every muscle in his arm. I take my time caressing his muscles before I wrap my arms around his neck. 

His hands are free to explore my ass. Someone else’s hands join in but their intention is less inquisitive and more demanding. Their hand grasps at my breast, rolling and squeezing it. I gasp into Quinton’s mouth when they finally tweak my nipple. 

Someone else stands behind me. From their size I assume it’s Dex. He grabs my arms and pulls them back, wrenching them away from Quinton. He forces my hands to clasp my elbows. Then he wraps something, a tie, around my arms. I pull at the restraint. It’s secure but not tight enough to cut off my circulation. 

Quinton leaves a trail of kisses and bites down my body until he’s kneeling in front of me. His hot breath comes out in puffs against my crotch. I widen my legs for him, hoping the trembling stops long enough for him to eat me out. 

Percy continues to pinch at my nipples. He grins at me, coming close to nibble on my ear. 

“You’re going to love what we have planned for you.”

Then he latches onto my nipple, sucking hard enough to make me groan. He catches my tit between his teeth, grinding and nibbling on it. I try to pull my arms out, desperate to pull him closer, need him more than ever. But my arms are tied and Dex has a hold of me.

Chett finds my other nipple and sucks on it too. Soon I’m completely surrounded by them. Every part of my body has a man pressed against it or sucking on it. I can’t believe my luck. I want to suck on all their cocks but they seem determined to make me squirm. 

Quinton lifts one of my legs up and hooks it over his shoulder. I lean back into Dex for support and stability. He takes my weight, wrapping a large arm around my waist. The others suck harder, making me moan. 

I fight against the tie holding my arms together. Several hands hold me tighter, stopping me from moving and squirming. They want me to feel everything they’re doing and it’s working. 

My pussy is hot and wet, ready to take in the first massive cock. But Quinton doesn’t seem to be in a rush. He slowly spread my lower lips, inspecting my glossy slit. He slides a finger up and down, circling my nub.

My body twitches and spasms, trying to fold in on itself. Dex’s arm tightens, holding me upright against his muscular chest. This sweet torture goes on for what feels like forever but also only a few seconds.

Quinton’s tongue joins his finger in exploring my folds. I gasp, throwing my head back against Dex. The others grope at my body as they continue to suckle at my tits. Quinton’s tongue flicks against my clit, sending shockwaves scattering through my body. 

I push my hips out further in a silent plea for more. He dips his finger into my pussy then pulls it out to inspect how much juice I’m making.

“She’s so fucking wet. I bet I could get her off with just one finger.”

“That’d spoil the fun.”

“I want to see her squirm more.”

They talk about me as if I wasn’t here. But at the same time I don’t care. My mind is adrift, floating in a pool of pleasure. Quinton is right. It won’t take much to get me off. 

But I want cock in me. 

And I want it now. 

He inserts his finger again, searching for my g-spot. When he finds it, he attacks it with expert fingers. I look down and the sight alone has me moaning and grinding against them.

Two men suck my tits while the third is eating my pussy. There is nothing more erotic than seeing three men stare up at you while they play with your more sensual parts. 

My pussy clenches against Quinton’s finger. Pressure builds between my legs and threatens to take over me. I thrash against their hands. I’m already so close to coming and they haven’t put a single cock in me yet. 

But my wish is granted when Chett pulls me over to him. My leg slides off Quinton’s shoulder and I’m kneeling in front of Chett before my body realises that it isn’t being stimulated anymore. 

“I heard you’re good at sucking cock. Let’s see how right they were.”

He pulls out his thick cock. It’s as wide at the head as it is at the base. On instinct, I open my mouth, ready for him. He shoves himself straight in and hits the back of my throat in one motion. I gag, coughing around his massive girth. 

Behind me, Quinton positions himself at my ass. He angles my hips so that my ass is sticking out, ready for his attention. I feel the head of his cock play with the entrance of my pussy before he slips in. I groan around Chett’s cock. 

Finally.

My pussy clenches around him, pleased to have something inside it. He grabs my ass and hips, holding onto me as he starts pumping. He and Chett match tempos and soon I have one cock going in while the other pulls out. 

Dex kneels next to me. One hand is on his cock, fisting himself, while the other dips between my legs, finding my clit. He rubs it in time to his own fisting. Soon I’m twitching all over. Quinton’s movements also quicken. I feel him grow larger with every thrust. 

Percy kneels next to use too. His hand is also around the base of his cock. His finger finds my back entrance and pushes in. I squeal at the sudden intrusion. For the briefest second every part of me is being fucked and filled. 

My orgasm hits like a sudden hurricane. Blowing through me and utterly devastating my body. Every nerve fires at once and I’m screaming in pure ecstasy around Chett’s cock. I can’t control my body. It convulses with every new wave of intense pleasure. 

Just when I think it’s over Percy moves his finger inside me and I come crashing over again. I squirm between them, feeling their hands grab at me. My mind goes blank and my vision turns white. I’ve never had such an intense orgasm before and it leaves me breathless. 

The guys change position, offering me a brief moment before we start up again. This time I take Percy’s familiar cock in my mouth. He undoes the tie around my arms, giving me the freedom to use my hand to clamp around the base of his cock. 

Quinton jerks into me one last time before pulling out completely. He smacks my ass before moving to the side, letting Dex kneel behind me. He slides in with little effort. I’m already so wet and stretched from earlier that I don’t feel any pain when he nearly splits my pussy in two. 

My walls tighten around his girth, letting me feel every ridge and vein of his monstrous black cock. I gurgle my approval of his quick pumps around Percy’s cock. My body is still coming down from my orgasm.

But now that I have a different cock inside me, I’m ready to go again. I want more than this. I need to feel completely full. Percy knows this. So when I look up at him while hollowing my cheeks around his dick, he grins at me. 

“I think she’s ready,” Percy says to the others. 

“Fuck, yeah. Come here,” Dex says, his voice a low rumble in his chest. He pulls out with a wet squelch. I’m so wet that my juices drip down my legs in glossy streams. 

As Dex leads me over to the boss’s chair I catch a glimpse of his hefty package. It shines in the light, coated with my essence. I thrill ripples over my skin giving me goosebumps. I did that to him and soon all of them will be just as thick and glossy. 

Dex sits, pulling me onto his lap. I straddle his thick thighs and slowly lower myself onto him. I watch his cock disappear between my legs as I sink onto him. 

I arch my back at the new sensation. From this angle he reaches even deeper than before, stretching me further. I can’t help myself so I tense my legs, lifting myself up before sinking back down again. 

They let me ride him, watching my tits bounce up and down. I lean forward, wrapping my arms around his neck and crushing our lips together. He grips my thighs, keeping me from slipping off his larger frame. 

I break our kiss long enough to watch Chett come up behind us. He lowers himself enough so that his cock lines up with my back entrance. 

He shoves the tip of his wide cock in, making my ass stretch. Dex forces my hips down, hilting himself and Chett deep inside me. I groan in absolute bliss. 

For the first time in my life, I’m being filled by two men at the same time. Their cocks slide in and out of me in alternating pumps. Chett’s wide cock presses against my inner walls, making my pussy clamp tighter around Dex. 

Percy and Quinton stand to the side, watching me ride their friends. Quinton pumps himself hard but Percy takes longer strokes. He smirks at me. I know that look. I’ve seen is a million times before and I’m not about to break tradition. 

I reach over, grasping for Percy. The others slide in and out of me, hammering my holes and driving me so much higher. My head is dizzy with lust. All I can think about are the four cocks in this room and how much I need them to explode inside me. 

My fist tightens around Percy, clamping him like a vice. He groans and the sound is like music to my ears. The men in my body quicken their pace. Pushing and pushing me higher. 

The sensitive nerves in my pussy and ass spark and light. Fire burns in me and everything goes tight. I grunt, letting them fuck me harder and harder until I explode again in blinding light. 

I cry into the room. This time no one stops me or holds me down as I spasm out of control. The guys ride my orgasm, using it to fuck me even harder. My boobs slap together, their nose adding to the melody of our bodies fucking. 

I rise again and then fall. Spiralling and crashing. I grasp Dex’s shoulder, steadying myself until Chett roars behind me. He jerks his hips, slapping his skin against mine. Hot cum shoots into my ass, coating it with his seed. 

He stays there, rocking into me, letting me squeeze the last drops of cum out of him. Then he pulls back with a curse on his tongue.

Dex shifts me again, this time it’s just a few inches to the side. He pushes me face down onto our boss’s desk. I don’t have time to think about what our boss would say if he knew his employees were using his workspace to get off because Dex shoves his cock into my pussy again.

He hammers into me, shoving me further and further into the table. I gasp, curling my arms under my body, letting him have his way with me. I focus on the feeling of his cock rubbing my insides. 

His movements grow erratic, as he grows in size. I whimper under his punishing thrusts. With a low grunt, he slams into me, holding himself there. Another load of cum fires into me. I shiver at the heat building inside. 

After a few extra thrusts, he pulls out. My pussy clenches around nothing but there is trickle of cum that leaks out of me. I push up and off the table to see who is next. 

Quinton turns me over completely, lifting me up so that I’m on my back, propped up by my elbows. He shoves my legs over his shoulders and rams into my ass. I hiss at the sudden penetration but the feeling instantly grows to bliss. 

He holds onto my legs, keeping me close, as he fucks ass. I clench around him, earning a throaty growl. It doesn’t take long before his thrusts turn uneven and I feel his fat head twitch with his oncoming orgasm. 

His finger finds my clit and rubs vigorously. Tiny sparks shoot throw my belly, collecting in my limbs. My body tingles, readying itself for another orgasm.

“I’m going to come in your dirty ass, slut,” Quinton growls at me. I keep my eyes on him as his face twists with pleasure. His mouth falls open and a muted groan is the only warning I get before he comes. 

I squeeze him every time he pulls out, vacuuming his cock with my tight walls. His face contorts again as he fires another load into me. It burns my insides, adding to my building orgasm. 

His fingers on my clit slow and eventually stop when he pulls out. I look around the room at the satisfied men around me. There is only one man left. I spread my legs wide for him, knowing that I won’t be satisfied until he comes in me too. 

Percy guides his cock in. He sets a steady pace, pumping in and out of me. My fingers glide down my belly and land on my swollen clit. I don’t need any more lubrication down there, so I rub as fast as I can, pulling a groan from my lips. 

“You’d better hurry Percy, or she’ll get herself off without you,” Chett says, chuckling as he leans on the table watching us. 

“She’ll come when I let her. Won’t you slut?”

“Yes, sir.” My voice is uneven and for a flicker of a moment I’m not sure I would be able to stop myself from coming again. I’m stretched and sore in all the right places. I have cum dripping out of my holes. I have so little control over my body right now that I’m not sure what will happen. 

Dex reaches across the table, grabbing one of my tits and pinching it. I arch my back pushing myself further into his hand. Chett grabs my other nipple and does the same thing. 

Percy’s thrusts are hard and unrelenting. He slams into me with such force that I keep scooting up the table. He finally grabs my waist and leans over me. I know what’s about to happen and my pussy twitches with excitement. 

He feels it and grins. I grin back at him before lowering my eyes to watch him disappear inside me. Percy hammers into me with so much speed and ferocity that I lose my mind. 

Blood roars in my ears and I’m lost to the sensation of my nipples being teased, my own fingers rubbing my clit, and the sharp jabs of his cock. I’m spiralling up to my final orgasm. 

Plumes of fire rage through my veins with every frantic thrust. I reach higher and higher until I snap. My cry is low and guttural, pulled from some deep, animalistic part of me. Percy comes too, shooting load after load of creamy cum into me.

We ride our orgasms together. My body tingles all over and eventually Percy stops. He braces on one arm, panting. Sweat collects on his brow.

I look down to see where we’re still joined. Sex with Percy was always amazing but today he took it to a new level. I’ve never known that this side of me existed and I love it. 

Finally, he pulls out and I slide off the table. I’ll need to make another trip to the bathroom to clean this mess up. Streams of cum leak down my legs to my ankles. 

“Well?” Percy says. The word cut through my fuzzy, lust-filled brain. “Did you enjoy that?”

“Yes!” I say, rather too enthusiastically. 

“Would you let us do it again?” Dex asks. I nod. How could I say no when they all gave me the orgasm of a lifetime. I’ll be their pet and I’ll enjoy every moment of it.





Spread Wide at the Office Party






Chapter 1


The hotel foyer glitters with the shine of a hundred tiny lights reflecting off every polish surface. My heels click against the marble floor as we make our way to the reception desk. In my twenty-seven years of life, I have never been in such a fancy hotel. 

Everything is perfectly in place. Chandeliers full of crystals brighten up the deep red fabric of the couches in the waiting room. Fresh flowers rest on every surface, adding to the intoxicating scent of the high life. 

The buzz of friendly staff and rich patrons put a hop in my step. If the foyer is this spectacular, I can’t imagine what the penthouse suite looks like.  

Our boss, Mr. Roswell, organised a party for us to celebrate a good financial year. We all worked hard and now we get to party like millionaires. 

“We’re so late,” Jake says. The scowl on his face does little to make him look less like a Greek god. His strong brows and squared jaw are perfect. So are his dazzling blue eyes. The dark fabric of his blue suit brings out the slight tan of his skin that matches so well with his blond hair. 

I try to avoid biting my lip and ruining my red lipstick but he’s so damn hot. Tingles of arousal start in my lower belly, triggering my clit to wake up. There is something to be said about a domineering alpha male in a perfectly tailored suit that really gets me going.

“We’re fashionably late,” Logan says, slapping Jake on his back. “Don’t stress or you’ll bring the mood down. Besides we’re here for more than a few drinks and those fancy small bites of food.”

“You mean canapés?” I chime in. 

“Sure. Those things.” He slings an arm around Jake’s shoulders. “Keep your eyes on the prize, my friend. After tonight we can tell everyone we fucked like millionaires.” 

“Dude, I’m not touching you,” Jake mutters. Logan throws his head back and laughs, catching the attention of the woman behind the desk. 

Logan is just as hot as Jake but in a different kind of way. Where Jake is muscular, with thick arms and a broad chest, Logan is lean, like a runner. He smooths back his wavy dark hair and leans on the desk, winking at the receptionist. 

To her credit, she keeps her composure even though it’s hard to resist Logan’s charms. I’d know. As soon as he decided to claim me, I was totally under his spell. 

“We’re with the Roswell party.”

The receptionist types something into her computer then points towards the elevators. A security guard from across the hall nods at her and presses the button to call the elevator. 

“Please go over there. He will send you up. Have a good evening.”

“You too,” Logan says, offering her one final wink.

“Thank you,” I say as we leave. I watch her over my shoulder to see her gaze travel down his backside and rest on his ass before finally looking away.

I’m not jealous. Jake, Logan, and I have an arrangement. We have sex together whenever and wherever we want. Sometimes it’s just two of us, but usually, we do it all together. My nipples harden just thinking about all of the times we snuck into a closet or restroom to fuck. 

“My eye is on the prize,” Jake continues the conversation. “We’re going up there. We’re going to have a good time. And when everyone is a little too drunk to miss us, we’re going to fuck.”

“Exactly. Getting there a little late just gives everyone else a chance to drink a bit more before we even arrive.”

I take one last look around the foyer. This place really is amazing. It’s one of the top hotels in the city. I wouldn’t be surprised if one night here would cost my entire salary for the year. 

A little bit of apprehension sours my stomach, tugging at my conscience. When we talked about it all last week I was totally up for shagging in a dark corner somewhere so I can tell my friends that I had two guys pound me in the penthouse suite. 

But Mr. Roswell is so generous in hosting this party for us that I feel a little bad about using this event to feed my ego. Mostly because it’s so unprofessional but also because it’s his party. 

My stomach flutters a little. Mr. Roswell is not only the most generous boss I’ve ever worked for, but he’s also the hottest. My friends are hot but Mr. Roswell is on a whole other level. If he asked me to fuck I would let him pound my pussy in front of the entire staff. 

Jake’s hand on my back brings me out of my thoughts. The doors of the elevator ding open and we enter. The security guard swipes his pass over a panel on the inside before pressing a button. He wishes us a pleasant evening before stepping out of the elevator. 

The doors close and we’re alone. The walls are all mirrors and everywhere I look I can see myself and the others. I dressed up for tonight. My skin-tight black dress hugs every curve. The stockings I wear come up to my thighs and add a little sexiness to my outfit. I curled my brown hair and put on the most luscious red lipstick I could find. 

The guys are obviously as impressed with my outfit as I am because the next thing I know Jake is pushing me up against a mirrored wall.

I hiss from the chill of the mirror. Just as the sound leaves my lips it turns into a moan when his lips find my neck. He sucks gently on my sensitive skin, knowing that he can’t leave a mark. I sink into him completely, letting his arms wrap around me, pressing me close to his body. 

There is already a bulge growing in his pants. Enough to let me know that it’s there but not enough to show. The worry in my stomach eases slightly as we fall into our natural rhythm.

I caress his arms, pulling him in tighter. Logan sidles up next to us. He kisses the other side of my neck while his hand runs wild over my ass. He squeezes me through my dress, lifting up the soft fabric slightly. 

Jake’s hand dips between my legs, sliding up my inner thighs. He knows exactly where to touch me to make my legs tremble and my breath come out in short pants. 

He stops, pulling back to face me.

“You’re wearing underwear.”

“Of course I’m wearing underwear.”

His eyes grow dark, shrouded by the downlights of the elevator. His lips pull back into a barely restrained snarl. A thrill prickles my skin. Jake can be dangerous when he wants to be. 

“Take them off,” he growls. The sounds thunders through his chest and calls to that primal part in my brain that wants him to dominate me.

My jaw clenches. I love and hate it when he orders me around. Sometimes when I’m feeling a little more feisty I refuse to follow his orders. The punishments I get are all the more delightful. 

But the flashing numbers above his head countdown to when those doors open and expose us to the room. There is no way he will let me leave this elevator with my underwear on. Even if that meant bending me over and yanking them off himself.

I would be mortified. The whole office already talks about us in hushed whispers when they think I can’t hear them. I don’t want to add to the rumours. 

I’m tempted to wait for the last moment, so when the doors open I can run out and have Jake chase after me. He would track me down, bend me over his knee, and smack my ass until it is red and raw.

My clit pulses and my muscles tense, readying myself to make a break for it. But Logan chimes in at the last moment. 

“You’re not chickening out on us are you?”

The words are enough to send me sideways. I look at him, eyes wide. There is no way I’m going to give up this chance to fuck in the penthouse of the most exclusive hotels in the city. 

I rip my underwear off, holding onto Jake while I unhook them around my heels. I toss them at his chest and move past him to stand in front of the elevator doors.

Before either of them can speak the doors open and music floods our ears. Still fired up, I step out of the elevator and into the room.





Chapter 2


Maybe I will give up my chance of fucking in this fancy hotel. The pounding music and dancing lights make this place look more like a club than a hotel room. People are everywhere. Most of them I recognise but there are a few people who must be partners of my colleagues. 

The music pounds in my skull and reverberates inside my body. Waiters with trays of champagne and canapés weave through the crowd. I didn’t think there would be so many people here.

Jake and Logan stand on either side of me. They’re equally shocked. It takes us a moment to take in the entire scene. When I take a step back Jake’s arm wraps around my waist. 

“We’re staying,” he says. The words are final. There is no arguing with him.

“Well fuck me, I wasn’t expecting this. How’d they even get this stuff in here? Is that a smoke machine?” 

We follow his gaze to a plume of wispy smoke tumbling around people’s feet. The main room is a dance floor. People grind and sway to the thumping beat. 

It’s incredible. How Mr. Roswell managed to pull this off is beyond me. As if he knew I was thinking about him, Mr. Roswell appears through the crowd. 

He is taller than most people and far sexier than any man in this room. His brown hair is perfectly styled and matches his deep, chocolatey eyes. He wears a blue suit, accented by a red tie. 

I swallow.

There is no way we can pull this off. If Jake wasn’t holding me tight I would already be back in that elevator and heading home. It’s not that I don’t like parties, it’s that I’m standing nearly toe to toe with my boss without any underwear on.

“Diana, Jake, Logan,” he says,  nodding to all of us in turn. “I’m glad you could come. Food and drinks are on the house, please enjoy yourselves.” 

“Yes sir,” Logan says, with a wide goofy grin on his face. He disappears into the crowd, no doubt hunting down some food. Jake drops his hand but as he does, he slides it over my ass, giving me a firm squeeze. A reminder not to lose my nerve.

And then I’m alone with the hottest man I’ve ever known.

“You look beautiful,” he says. His voice is so low and husky that I have to lean forward to hear him.

“Thank you, Mr. Roswell.” My fingers twist together. I’ve never been good at talking to him. Even at work, I stumble over my words. He must think I’m the stupidest woman he’s ever employed.

We stand in silence for a moment. When I look up, into his eyes, I can see something there that I’ve never seen before. It’s the same kind of possessive look that Jake gets when he is about to shove me against a wall or force me to my knees before ramming his cock in my mouth. 

Mr. Roswell’s eyes lower to my lips, then my throat and finally my chest. I unconsciously bring my arms together, plumping up my breasts. I’ve never been so openly stared at by him before and I can’t help but enjoy every second.

“This is amazing,” I say, rather lamely. Internally I berate myself. Definitely the stupidest woman he’s ever employed.

“Thank you, although I can’t take all the credit. Amie and Jo did most of the planning. Can I get you a drink?”

“Oh, I’m alright.”

Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.

“Well, I hope you enjoy yourself.” He gives me a smile and walks away. 

All at once my entire body droops in relief and shame. That could not have gone worse if I sneezed on him. I sigh and fold my arms over my chest. 

There is no one stopping me from taking the elevator back down and going home. And while I’m not sure I want to play into Jake’s fantasies tonight, I also don’t want to leave things with Mr. Roswell like that. 

I suck in another breath of smoky, alcohol-filled air, and step further into the room. The drunk people are easy to avoid. I move around them, looking for Jake or Logan. 

“Diana!”

I turn to see my friend Linda waving at me from across the room. Her voice is nearly drowned out by the music. I glide my way over, taking my time to sweep the room. Mr. Roswell is nowhere to be seen. My heart sinks a little. 

“Hey, Linda. Wow, you hit the champagne hard.”

Linda rocks on her feet and giggles. Her curly black hair frames her head like a halo. She stumbles forward, slinging an arm around me. 

“What took you so long to get here?”

“Logan wanted to be fashionably late.”

Linda roars with laughter.

“What’s the deal with you three anyway?” she asks, chugging down another glass of champagne.

“We’re just friends.”

“Right. Well if you ever decide you want something more than just friends, you should try getting it on with Mr. Roswell.”

My breath hitches in my throat.

“What?”

Linda waves her arm in that sloppy way all drunk people do and smiles at me as if she holds all the secrets.

“He’s been walking around all evening looking for someone. A bunch of girls hit on him but he turned them all down. Hasn’t even touched any of this delicious champagne.” She goes to drink from her glass but doesn’t seem to notice that it’s already empty.

“Maybe he doesn’t want to drink because he’s making sure everyone else is having a good time.” 

“Sure, sure, hey, isn’t that Logan?” 

I twist to see Logan standing a few feet away. He’s holding a tray of canapés and grinning ear to ear. I roll my eyes and offload Linda into a chair. She rocks to the side and bumps into George from accounting. 

“George!” she shouts despite how close their faces are. Then she wraps her arms around him. George’s eyes widen in shock and he stays very still. 

As soon as her attention is off me I wander over to Logan just as he stuffs another pastry into his mouth. Linda’s drunken words play in my head. Mr. Roswell was looking for someone. Was it really me?

“Have you tried these yet?” he asks, shoving the tray forward. I pick one up and bite into it. The flakey crust crumbles and clings to my lipstick. I lick them clean and pop the rest of it in my mouth. The salty, flaky goodness sets my stomach at ease. 

“Good, huh? I could eat these all night.”

“How are you not the size of a house?”

Logan laughs around another bite and flexes his toned arm. He’s an athlete and therefore eats more than a human should. I roll my eyes and scan the room. 

I tell myself I’m looking for Jake. If we’re going to do this, it needs to be soon. Even though the pastry settled my stomach a little, I still have a few butterflies tickling my insides.

They grow fierce when my eyes catch Mr. Roswell. Then they turn to fire and burn my insides when I realise that he’s staring back at me. My bare pussy clenches, silently begging to have his face pressed up against it. 

The walls of my pussy grow slick. I might be apprehensive about fucking Logan and Jake here but if Mr. Roswell asked me to bend over in front of all these people, I’d probably do it. 

No. I’d definitely do it. 

I’ve been secretly daydreaming about him for years. Wishing that he would notice me and call me into his office one day and fuck me against his desk. 

Mr. Roswell’s eyes flick to my side, breaking the spell. I follow his gaze to see Jake approaching us. His chest is puffed out and I know he’s found the perfect spot for us. 

“There is a restroom down that corridor,” he says, nodding past Linda and George. “Meet there in the next five minutes.”

“Diana’s wussing out.”

“I am not.”

“Is too. She’s got the hots for Mr. Roswell.”

“Fuck off and mind your own damn business,” I growl at him, even though I know I’m falling for his trap. He grins, knowing he’s got me.

“Maybe he can join us later,” Jake says. He stabs a thumb over his shoulder, towards the restroom. “Five minutes. Don’t be obvious.” Then he closes the gap between us, towering over my much smaller frame. I can smell his musk and the faint hint of his cologne. “If you don’t come, you’ll regret it.”

With that, he leaves.

“He’s right. When’s the next time we’ll get to do this. You only live once! So come on Diana.”

“I don’t think that’s what he means, but yeah, I know.”

“If it helps, you can imagine me as Mr. Roswell.” Logan winks and wanders off into the crowd to pass off the tray to someone. 

I turn back to where Mr. Roswell was standing. He’s gone. I fight back a disappointed sigh. I knew it wasn’t true. There is no way he would want me like that. And there is no way in hell he would share me with Jake and Logan. 

Even if the idea sets my pulse on fire. When I move, my legs slide against each other, already coated in my own juices. It’s amazing how a combination of Mr. Roswell’s presence and Jake’s alpha male attitude can get me so hot in a matter of moments. 

Slowly I make my way towards the restroom. There is an itch in me that needs scratching. And the only thing that will satisfy me is a couple of cocks pounding away inside me. 





Chapter 3


I slide through the door and into the restroom, stopping dead in my tracks. The entire far wall is made of glass. It looks as though the restroom reaches out far beyond the walls of the building. If I wanted to, I could keep walking out into the steel canopy of the city.

My feet take me forward until my nose is nearly pressed against the glass. Hundreds of lights twinkle in the city below. Cars and people bustle around, heading home, or just beginning their night. 

“I thought you’d like it in here,” Jake’s deep voice comes from behind me. I don’t turn to look at him. I can’t seem to take my eyes off the skyline. 

He doesn’t seem to care either. He moves behind me, grinding his bulge against my ass. I lean back into him, rocking in time with the music. I grind a little harder, pushing my cheeks against the ridge of his cock. 

“That’s my girl. Thought I’d lost you back there.”

His large hands caress the curves of my body, paying close attention to my breasts. His fingers dip below the edges of my dress and catch my nipples. 

I gasp from the sudden attention. I didn’t realise how badly I needed to be touched. There is so much tension all over my body and I need a big, strong man to work on my sore muscles. Jake is all too happy to use his hands wherever I need them. 

He kisses the back of my neck, tilting it to the side, giving himself more room to gently scrape his teeth against my delicate skin. I sigh into his touch, leaning further into him. His hands abandon my nipples, skirting around my arms and grasping the zipper keeping my dress up.

Ever so slowly he drags the zip down, peeling away my dress. The black fabric falls off my shoulders, exposing my lacy bra. Jake unzips far enough to reveal my breasts but not enough to make my dress fall to the floor.

He pulls the top down and secures it around my waist. My bra follows. Both pieces of clothing trap my arms at my side, leaving me totally vulnerable to his wicked hands.

He turns me around so that the tips of my nipples scrape against his shirt. Our lips crush together in a passionate kiss. Jake’s arms circle my body, pulling me closer to his broad, muscular chest. 

I don’t fight when he pushes his tongue into my mouth. I relax into it, caressing my tongue against his. We dance like this, our mouths and tongues entwined. I can taste him. It’s so familiar that I can tell the difference between him and Logan. 

His hand gropes my ass, kneading it, forcing my hips flush against his. I grin at the bulge between his legs. He wants this so badly and I’m sure if I play my card right I can get him to fuck me so hard I will have to limp out of here.

“Enjoying this?” Jake whispers against my mouth.

“Yeah. Just imagining you fucking me up against that glass wall.”

“Fuck, you’re such a horny slut.”

“Is that a bad thing?”

Jake growls making my pussy clench. When he gets that look in his eye he forgets himself and the only thing on his mind is unloading his cum somewhere in me. 

I drag my teeth over my bottom lip. If there was ever a time I need a good fucking, it’s now. And I know exactly how to get what I want.

“If I’m such a dirty, horny slut, shouldn’t I be punished for that?”

“You will be punished,” he says, dipping his head to my ear. “How about I fuck you so everyone can see?”

My breath catches in my throat when he grabs me by the neck and shoves me against the glass wall. I yelp from the sudden chill at my back. 

He holds me there for a fraction longer, looking me over with those predatory eyes. My already hard nipples tighten even more, begging for a hot, wet mouth around them. But Jake has other ideas. 

He spins me, pressing my chest against the cold glass. My tits flatten against it, squashed between the glass and his strong arm holding me there. I wiggle against him, trying to push away.

“Let them see. Let the whole city see what kind of slut you are.” 

I stand there, pressed against the glass while he grabs at my ass. Heat burns across my face. There could actually be someone out there watching us. That fact has my clit throbbing. I wonder if they like seeing my tits pressed up against the glass like this. 

Jake forces his hand between my legs. He isn’t gentle when he plays with my slit, circling a large, rough finger around my clit. My breath leaves misty patches on the window. 

“You’re already so wet and I’ve barely started. Do you like the idea of someone watching you being fucked?” He leans in close to me, keeping his fingers circling my needy clit. “Or did you get this wet imagining Mr. Roswell fucking you in front of everyone?”

I huff and Jake laughs. Am I that readable? 

Jake pulls back and slaps my ass with his open palm. I wince from the sharp sting of it. He slaps me again. Every time his hand connects with my tender backside, I’m forced further against the glass. 

He drops to his knees, both hands on my cheeks, spreading them wide. My fingers press against the glass wall, readying myself for his tongue. If the lights were on I’m sure he would be able to see my pussy clench. 

I moan when his tongue flicks out, catching my swollen nub. He drags his tongue from clit to pussy, licking every inch of me. I shiver from the cold and the gentle touch. It’s so at odds with his usual rough ways. 

His tongue dips into my pussy, licking up my juices. My hips move, trying to grind harder against him. He lets me move only so much before his fingers dig into my soft thighs. 

“Needy slut,” he says to my lower lips. They twitch in response. I need more than his tongue. I need to feel him deep inside me, stretching my walls and easing that itch that Mr. Roswell created. 

Jake must sense that I’m ready for him because he stands and unzips his pants. I’m still pressed against the glass. I can see out into the city and countless windows that may host a viewer of our little tryst. 

He presses his cock against my entrance. The wide head stretches me and it’s not even in yet. I roll my hips back, trying to catch him. He doesn’t put up a fight and pushes in.

I groan from the way he stretches my tight pussy. My juices make it easier for his fat cock to slide in. Thrust after thrust he pushes in, hilting himself in me. My nails scratch against the glass, begging for something to dig into. 

When he’s there, hilted inside me, he straightens, no doubt watching me look out the window. I wish I could see us, joined together at the hips, and press up against the glass. 

He pulls out and thrusts back in. My walls clamp around him, sucking at his cock with every backward thrust. I moan against the now warm glass. He picks up the pace, hammering into me. Every thrust drags yet another moan from my open mouth. 

A brief flash of light cuts through the sultry darkness of the restroom. We pause, looking at the door over Jake’s shoulder. My pussy clamps around his cock. Logan strides in, arms stretched wide. 

“Hey, you didn’t wait for me.”

“I said five minutes,” Jake growls at him. He pumps into me a few more times, grunting each time his balls smack against my slit. 

“Yeah, yeah,” Logan says, as he pulls his cock out of his pants. His dick is slightly thinner than Jake’s but much longer. I love them both for different reasons. And their sizes always keep me guessing which one will go where. My ass clenches, almost feeling Logan’s cock pressing against it. 

Jake finally pulls out and moves us away from the window. He sits on the edge of the large bathtub. Logan joins us, stepping in front of me, cock semi-hard. 

I sink back onto Jake’s firm dick. He stretches me again, going slightly deeper this time. I groan, grasping his legs, adjusting myself so that I can bounce up and down on him. Jake’s hands grip my waist, setting the rhythm and speed. 

On instinct, I grab Logan’s cock and stroke it in time with the music still pumping in from the party. Our colleagues would be horrified to know that while they drink and dance, we are fucking. I lick my lips at that thought. How dirty and disgusting. I am exactly what Jake called me. A horny slut. 

I bounce harder onto Jake’s cock, relishing the feel of him stretching my inner walls. We’ve done this for months and I’m still so tight around him. 

Logan’s cock presses against my lips, smearing precum over them like lipstick. My tongue darts out, licking at the salty liquid. He uses that as a chance to shove himself in. He hits my tongue and stops. 

Both hands come to my head, gripping my curled hair. His touch is rough and pulls my hair, pinching my skin. Sudden pain radiates through me, adding to the drunken lust I feel for these men. Logan pulls me forward with a sharp jerk. 

In one motion he slams into the back of my throat. His wide head pushes further down making me gag. He holds there until my body trembles and I convulse around him, gasping for air that never comes. 

When he pulls out I cough. Fat strings of saliva hang from my lips and tears roll down my cheeks. I lick them up, staring into his eyes before opening my mouth again. He grins and thrusts back in.

They pump into me, ravishing my body with their hard cocks. I seal my lips around Logan, sucking him hard enough to hollow my cheeks out. He grunts with every thrust. The cheery smile and playful winks are all gone. He means business. 

Logan pulls me up by the hair. My pussy grasps at Jake’s cock before it’s gone. But it doesn’t have to wait long for another. Logan turns me around, bending me at the hips so that I can lean against Jake’s thighs. 

Logan shoves his cock in, reaching deeper than Jake, and pulling a low grown from my chest. He wastes no time and hammers into me. He moves his hips in the way I like, angling himself to rub against my g-spot. 

Warmth spreads through my body starting between my legs. The relentless pounding pushes me closer to my climax. The build is slow but strong. It tightens behind my clit and pulses with every jerk, as though his body were speaking to mine. 

Jake braces my arms and shoulders, keeping me steady. Despite the dark, I manage to find the head of his cock and seal my lips around it. I lap at his dick, tongue swirling around his head. Spit dribbles down his shaft coating him and making him slick. 

He swears and digs his fingers into my skin. I’m trapped between them. Logan’s punishing thrusts push me further onto Jake’s cock. The sound of our fucking fills the room and competes with the intense club music coming from the party raging outside. 

Logan’s cock grows heavy and his hips fall out of rhythm. Our bodies slap together, bringing us both closer to the edge. Logan dips his hand between my legs and fingers my clit. Electricity shoots from my nub to my nipples and radiates around the rest of my body. 

I groan, humming against the head of Jake’s cock. Both men hold me still as I writhe under Logan’s forceful thrusts. He pounds away, chasing his own orgasm until he roars, spilling sticky ropes of cum into me.

He shoves his hips against my ass, leaving nothing between us. Another hot load shoots out of him. The heat from his seed adds to the burn in my core, building up my desire. My eyes flutter closed, feeling his last few strokes as he empties himself. 

When he’s finished he pulls out, taking with him a sticky stream of white cum. It dribbles between my thighs and onto the tiled floor. 

Jake pushes me up and moves us over to the glass wall again. He pulls me around, slamming me into the window. I gasp from the cold and shock from being tossed around like a toy. He presses into me, digging his tongue into my mouth and tasting himself. 

His hands grab at my thighs, pulling one and then the other up to his waist. I wrap my arms around his thick neck. He picks me up and presses me against the window again. I sink onto his cock, feeling him stretch me.

My pussy is slick with the combination of my juices and Logan’s cum. Jake eases into me, positioning me so that his cock hits the right spot. 

I twitch at his first solid thrust. His head rubs up against the perfect spot. It triggers something in me, reducing me to a moaning mess.

Jake fucks me against the glass. The hard pumps and the sound of his groans against my skin are enough to spiral me higher and higher. Added to that is the thrill knowing that he’s fucking me hard against a window, well above the fortieth floor.

I turn to the side, looking out the window and relishing the fact that I’m being fucked high above the world and I couldn’t be happier. My head swims and my vision goes in and out of focus. 

My climax is close. The muscles in my lower abdomen tighten, coiling down like a spring. I wrap my legs tighter around Jake’s narrow hips. He’s close too. His grunts are short and quick. Puffs of hot hair caress my skin. 

Logan joins us, watching as we race towards the finish. He captures one of my nipples with his fingers and tugs. I whimper. I’m so close now that I can taste it on my tongue and feel it coursing through me.

Jake goes erratic, sliding in and out of me with such speed that my body trembles in his arms. Logan lowers his hand, fingers finding my clit. It pushes me over. 

I squeeze my eyes shut, crying out as I hit my climax at full speed. Flickering lights dance behind my eyes as my body twitches and spasms. When Jake shoots his load into me I come again for another round of spasms. 

We rock together, pulling every last tremor out of each other. His cum is hot and joins Logan’s to coat my insides. I lower my head onto Jake’s shoulder, panting against his shirt. 

My fingers are sore from scraping against his back. If he weren’t wearing a shirt and jacket I would have probably broken the skin of his back. Jake keeps himself in me for a moment longer. 

“Well, we’re fucked.”

We both look over at Logan but he isn’t looking at us. We follow his gaze to see someone standing at the door to the restroom. The man closes the door behind him and strides over to the mirror and sink.

Light blooms from the downlights. They are dim but are enough to make us turn away for a second. When I look back my entire body freezes. So does Jake’s. 

Without a second thought, he pulls away from me. I land heavily on my feet. This couldn’t have gone worse. I tug at my clothes, hastily covering my exposed pussy and tits. Shame burns at my cheeks.

Horny slut, indeed.

“I thought I might find you three in here.” Mr. Roswell folds his arms over his chest. 

Even though he’s only a few years older than us, he looks like a parent chastising their wayward children. I lower my eyes to look at the tiled floor and the little drop of cum that landed there earlier. I fight the urge to clean it up and pretend like we weren’t doing anything bad here.

But he saw us. He knows. And there is no way we are getting out of this without a grilling. I don’t look up, even as he approaches us.

“I didn’t invite you here so you could use the restroom to fuck each other.”

“We’re sorry Mr. Roswell,” Logan mumbles like a scolded teen. 

“It was my idea,” Jake says. He stands in front of us, shielding me from Mr. Roswell’s gaze. “I figured we wouldn’t have another chance to have sex in an amazing place like this. I apologise for our behaviour. We’ll leave now.”

Mr. Roswell lets out a long, strained sigh. 

“You don’t have to leave. I get it. Believe me, I’d do the same thing if I had a beautiful woman like Diana with me.”

My heart skips a beat. I can’t have heard him right. Not only do we not have to leave, but he actually admitted to wanting to have sex with me. I sidestep Jake, to look at him. I’m sure my eyes are huge as I stare up at him.

“Mr. Roswell?” I ask. I’m not sure what exactly I expect him to say or do, but I have to know. 

“I’m sorry Diana. That was inappropriate of me. I apologise. I’ll leave you three to get cleaned up. Please don’t do it again, unless you’re planning on inviting me next time.”

“We will.” The words leave my mouth before I can stop myself. I bite my lip. Will he take it the wrong way or was he serious? I don’t want to push my luck but if I can go home tonight knowing that I finally fucked my boss, I will be the happiest woman on Earth.

Mr. Roswell pauses, staring at me for a second before he finds his voice.

“Is that something you’d be into?”

“Diana loves cock and she’s been after yours for a while. If you want her, you can take her.”

Heat burns my cheeks and I glare at Logan. He shrugs. 

Bastard.

He isn’t wrong though. And if it means getting a chance of being with Mr. Roswell tonight, I’ll let it pass. 

“In that case, I want you all to meet me in the master bedroom.” He turns and walks away without another word.

My whole body tingles with excitement. This is it, it’s finally going to happen. I jump when Logan smacks me on the back. 

“You’re welcome.” He chuckles as he walks towards the door. “I guess we better report for duty.” 





Chapter 4


Jake walks in first. The master bedroom is massive. My entire living room is about as big as his one bedroom. A huge king sized bed sits in the middle of the room, pushed against the base of a plush leather headboard. 

Like the restroom, one whole wall is floor to ceiling windows. The curtains are pulled to the side, giving us another spectacular view of the city. We pile in, standing awkwardly by the door. 

Mr. Roswell stands to the side of the bed, his jacket and tie are already draped over the edge of a couch. He stops unbuttoning his shirt to watch us enter. 

There is a brief moment where no one moves. We aren’t sure how far we can push it with him yet. Jake and Logan are tense. Their breaths are shallow. They’re as nervous as I am. The only difference is that I want this more than anyone in the room. 

I break rank, striding towards Mr. Roswell with as much confidence as I can muster. His gorgeous face turns to me, his dark eyes never leave mine. 

I take over unbuttoning his shirt. Every button that I pop open reveals a little more of his chiseled chest. When I’m done I pull his shirt off, revealing his toned body. I can’t help but drag my fingertips over the ridges of his abs. 

He sucks in a breath and slowly brings his hands to my sides. Jake is behind me and for the second time tonight, he unzips my dress. This time he goes all the way down, letting it drop the floor, forming a puddle of black silk. 

I toss it to the side along with my bra and shoes. Apart from my thigh high stockings, I’m totally naked. I sway my hips to the music and run my fingers over the curves of my body. 

They watch me, completely at my mercy. I climb onto the bed, stretching out across the length of the soft sheets. My fingers play with my tits, tweaking and pulling them until I leave myself breathless. 

Mr. Roswell lets out another breath before he grabs my legs, yanking me back towards him. He’s on his knees with my legs over his shoulders. I arch my back when he buries his face into my folds. His tongue darts out, lick every inch of me. 

He seals his lips around my clit, sucking at it hard. My fingers run through his soft brown hair. I grab a fist full and pull him closer. He groans, sucking me while flicking his tongue against my nub. 

I dissolve into shameless moans. Within seconds he has me panting, building my orgasm. Jake climbs onto the bed. While Mr. Roswell was eating me out, he managed to undress in record time. 

He kneels above my head, his cock is already hard. I think he enjoys watching his boss suck on my clit because his dick twitches when Mr. Roswell releases my nub with a wet slurp. Mr. Roswell uses that tongue of his to play with my entrance. 

My thighs squeeze together and my pussy clenches, pushing more juice out to him. My head swims with the intoxicating knowledge that my boss is drinking not only my juice but Jake and Logan’s cum too. He doesn’t seem to mind. 

Jake lowers himself until his balls touch my forehead. I open wide, sticking my tongue out to guide his fat cock in. He pushes into me. From his angle, he gets even further down my throat than ever before. 

Logan’s hands are on my breasts. He nips at my mounds, taking his time to reach their peaks. Then he engulfs one nipple in the wet heat of his mouth. 

I groan and buck against their sweet torture. Their hands come to me, holding me still while they tease my body. Jake’s hands wrap around my throat and hold me firmly between his palms. He fucks my mouth with clean, hard strokes. 

I cough and gag around him, moving his cock with my tongue. He doesn’t slow down and I don’t want him to. I’m a dirty slut and I want to be used like a fuck toy by these three men. 

Mr. Roswell dips a finger into my pussy. His tongue circles my clit while he finger fucks me. My leg stretches out and my toes curl. He finds my g-spot within seconds and attacks it with experienced fingers. 

I buck again with every stroke and flick of his tongue. Logan straddles me, forcing my torso down. He spits on my chest and smears the saliva between my breasts. Then he pulls them together, sandwiching his cock between each mound. 

He grinds against me, using my tits as a fleshlight. Jake’s thrusts are hard and steady. He keeps himself in, cutting off my air until I squirm and fight against them. I kick and buck, forcing Mr. Roswell to grasp my thighs.

The lack of oxygen goes to my head. With the constant finger on my g-spot and Mr. Roswell’s tongue playing with my clit I rise higher and higher and break. 

My screams are cut off by the wide cock still lodged in my throat. My vision goes black as I lose control of my body and spasm between them. Tidal waves crash through me, sending me over the edge and plunging down into a world of ecstasy. 

Jake finally pulls out and I gasp for air. The sudden rush goes to my head and another wave hits. This time they let me move and thrash around, watching their handiwork take over my body. 

I’m left panting, stretched out, and boneless. Jake slaps my face gently. Hard enough to knock me out of my post-orgasm haze. I roll over and push myself to my knees. My legs tremble.

“That…” I can’t finish the sentence, my breath is still laboured.

“It looked good,” Jake says. He grins, knowing that I’m ready for more. Mr. Roswell joins us on the bed. My eyes widen when I realise he’s totally naked now. Then my mouth falls open when  I see his massive cock. 

I crawl over to him, drawn to the thick shaft and wide head. Even though my throat aches from Jake’s punishing deep throat, I clasp my lips around his head. He grunts when I flick my tongue against his slit. 

He pushes my hair to the side to watch his cock slide in and out of my mouth. He tastes of man and musk. The combination makes my mouth wet. I suck on his cock, not bothering to hide the sloppy noises that I make. 

My pussy needs to be stretched by him. So I throw one leg over his hips and position him at my entrance. We all watch as I lower myself onto him. 

I lower just enough so that his head is barely inside me. I scrunch my eyes up, enjoying the slight pain that comes with taking in an oversized cock. The pain turns to pleasure and I sink lower and lower until my thighs hit his hip bones. 

I roll my hips, feeling him move inside me. He’s so hard that every ridge and vein caresses something in me. I rock faster and faster until I’m riding him. My tits bounce and he reaches forward, catching them in his hands. He pinches my nipples, earning a gasp, and moan from me. 

Jake positions himself behind me. I slow, letting him press his wide head against my back entrance. I stop completely, waiting for him to push through my tight bud and into my ass. 

I clench my teeth, hissing against the sharp pain that streaks up my spine. We have anal all the time but the first few thrusts are always an adjustment. 

When I’m ready I move again, feeling completely full. Both cocks stretch me in new and fantastic ways. When they slide in and out of me I gasp from the intense pleasure of it. Their dicks massage my insides, pulling tiny noises from my throat. 

They pick up the speed until they’re pounding into me. They alternate thrusts so that I’m never without a cock in me. My mouth hangs open, desperate for something to fill it. 

Logan kneels next to us, his cock reaching out towards me. I lean over, grasping the base of it. He grips my hair with one hand and guides my jaw with the other. 

He hammers into my mouth with the same ferocity as the others. I gag on him, spit dripping from my mouth. My eyes roll back into my head as another orgasm crashes over me. This one splits me in two and I gurgle around Logan’s cock. 

My hips jerk as my climax rages through my body. My muscles tense and relax, clamping around the cocks in my holes. They grunt, grabbing any part of me that they can as they up their pace, pounding into me. 

Jake comes first. His hips slam into my ass cheeks. He stays there, buried inside as hot cum shoots into my ass. Mr. Roswell comes next. He tenses, only his hips move when he unloads several rounds of sticky, white cum in me. 

My greedy holes suck them dry. Their hot cum keeps my orgasm rolling and spreading through me like wildfires. At last, Logan comes. He pulls out just before he shoots globs of steamy cum all over my face. 

I watch his expression turn feral as he pumps his own cock, shooting another load into my open mouth. I lick my lips, tasting his saltiness. We all collapse onto the bed. No one speaks until our breath evens out. 

“That’s my dirty slut,” Jake says, as he rolls over to slap my thigh. 

“Fuck me,” is all Mr. Roswell says. 

Logan laughs as he wipes my face with a towel he pinched from the ensuite restroom. 

“Welcome to the club. Diana is our best-kept secret.” He leans down to press a kiss on my lips. I sigh into the soft sheet, letting my eyes flutter closed. I listen to them talk about sports as the beat from the other room carries me off to sleep.

I took a risk tonight and it paid off. Now I have another man to play with. I fall asleep with a grin on my face and a pussy full of cum. 





Filled at the Team Meeting






Chapter 1


“We aren’t giving them that. I don’t care if that’s the deal breaker. Make it work.” Ben’s deep voice rumbles around his office. He’s annoyed. If the tone wasn’t enough of a give away, then you could tell from the clenching muscles in his square jaw. 

He leans back against the edge of his desk. His long legs are splayed out, giving him a solid base. But more importantly, giving me plenty of room to kneel in front of him. 

I pull his cock out of my mouth with a pop. His salty taste lingers in my mouth. I don’t give him a break before I glide my tongue all over his shaft. I trace the familiar veins and ridges.  

Mr. Ben Brown is my boss and one of the hottest men I’ve ever seen. He is tall, athletic, and has just enough muscle to fuck me against a wall. I look up into his steel blue eyes. His attention drifts between me and the phone pressed against his ear.

His cock is perfect. Long, thick and topped with a wide head. I flick my tongue against his slit, earning a groan and a twitch. He glares down at me but there is no anger in his eyes. He enjoys the challenge of taking business calls while I suck him off.

A few months ago we were working late. We got to talking. Things got heated. We fucked. Over and over again. I couldn’t resist his alpha attitude or the way he ordered me around. Now we fuck on the regular. At his place, at mine, in the office. Whenever he needs me. I’m his to use. 

“We have difficult clients all the time, this group is no different.” Ben rests a hand on my head. It’s a sign that I’m doing a good job. I grin up at him and seal my reddened lips around the tip of his cock. I suck hard, hollowing my checks, while my tongue dances against the sensitive skin just under his cock’s head.

He grunts. The hand that was stroking me so tenderly turns into claws. He digs his fingers into my hair and pulls back slightly. I have enough suction on his cock that he can’t pull me off. His grunt turns into a moan. 

The person on the phone must have said something because he turns his full attention to it.

“Make. It. Work,” he growls into the phone before hanging up and slamming the expensive device on his desk. 

“Fuck,” he growls, and turns his gaze to me. His eyes are dark with lust. He means business. My little stunt must have really impressed him. 

He grips my head hard enough to make my eyes water. Then pushes off against the table, slamming his cock into the back of my throat. I try to cough but his dick is too big, so I gag instead. He holds me there so my nose is nearly pressed against his body. 

My vision goes dark at the edges and my lungs burn. The heady combination makes my brain swim in oxygen deprived bliss. He forces himself in deeper until I have to tap his thigh, our signal to back off a little. 

He pulls out but doesn’t let go of my hair. I gasp. Strings of spit and precum drip from my mouth and his stiff cock. I don’t try to wipe it away. I love the feeling of being so dirty with him. I suck in deep breaths and gaze up at him.

“Trying to make me come?” He slaps his dick across my face. I open my mouth to take him back in but he wrenches my head back. I wince with pain but just as it blooms on my scalp it turns into pleasure. I love nothing more than being his fuck toy. Especially when he’s this rough with me. 

“You nearly blew my cover. You’re such a hungry little slut. Maybe I should punish you.”

“Yes, Sir. Please punish me. I’m a dirty little slut and I need your thick cock in my mouth and my pussy.”

I open my mouth again, ready to take his punishment. My pussy clenches around nothing, begging to be filled by this massive cock. We’ve only been at it for ten or so minutes and I’ve already soaked through my underwear. 

I resist the temptation to touch myself. Ben is in control of my body. Just the I want it. If he tells me to finger myself, I will. If he tells me to suck his cock dry, I will. If he tells me to bend over and take it in the pussy and ass, I will. I will do anything he wants me to, because I love the way he makes me feel. 

Ben pushes his cock in, catching the side of my cheek, and pushing hard until the skin goes tight. He thrusts against the side of my mouth a few times, humming while he debates how he’s going to punish me.

“I guess I could make you walk around the office without any underwear on. Or maybe I’ll fuck you with the door open.” He hums again. “So many ideas, so-”

My phone alarm goes off. We both stop moving. He finally lets go of me and turns to grab my phone that is sitting on his desk.

“Got special plans?” he asks, turning off the alarm.

It takes my foggy, lust filled brain a second to remember what I had set that alarm for. 

I jump up.

“Shit! I have a team meeting. I’m going to be late.” As I reach for my phone but Ben pulls back, dangling it out of reach. One of his thick brown eyebrows lifts at the corner.

“I don’t remember giving you permission to stand up.”

My hand freezes in the space between us. I look up at him to see if he is serious or kidding. The look he gives me has me sinking back down to my knees. I lower my gaze to the floor and place my hands on my thighs.

“I’m sorry Sir, I won’t do that again.”

It’s humiliating to be treated this way. To have so little control over my own actions. But that’s why I love it. I crave being completely submissive to him. Even though I’m going to be late, I don’t really care. My pulse is racing and my clit matches its tempo. His cock is still hard and I need to come or I won’t be able to focus on the meeting.

“It seems I need to punish you twice. For nearly breaking our cover, and for disobeying your alpha. What should I do with such a naughty slut?”

I whimper. I want to be punished but I also don’t want to be late. He walks around me in a small circle. I can hear him stroking himself while he watches my body tremble. I’m so tempted to hike up my skirt and present my ass to him. Anything to end this slow torture.

“I’ve decided.” He moves back to where he was leaning against the desk before. At the top of my vision, I can see his ankles crossed, and my face reflected in the polished tips of his shoes. 

“It might be a challenge, even for your insatiable appetite for cock, but I have faith that you’ll manage it.” He is deliberately stalling for time. My fingers curl into fists. Every muscle in my body is tense. Even my pussy and clit clench in anticipation. What could he possibly want me to do?

“I want you to go to that meeting and bring me back their cum.” His words are light and playful. So at odds with the punishment he just bestowed upon me. 

I can’t help but look up at him, brow furrowed. His handsome face is twisted into a mischievous grin. I swallow. Somehow he wants me to bring back their cum.

“Sir, I don’t understand. How do you want me to collect their cum?” My brain must be so fogged up because I can’t figure out his plan. He chuckles.

“How about I show you.”

He pulls me up and shoves me against his desk. The tops of my thighs bang against the edge. I squeak when he shoves my head down and roughly grabs my ass. 

I turn my head so that I can watch him over my shoulder. He pushes my skirt up and yanks my soaked underwear down. His cock is at my back entrance before my underwear hits the floor. 

I cry out in pain when he shoves his cock into my ass without any warning or warmup. My nails cut into my palms, leaving half-moon imprints. I whimper from the pain. Usually he lets me adjust to him before he goes in all the way.

Tears prick at the corners of my eyes as I twist around to see him. His face is the picture of bliss. My body reacts to the way he relishes being buried inside me. His eyes squeeze closed when my ass clenches around him.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he breathes. His hands come to my waist, holding me in place. He twitches inside me, his cock throbbing from the pressure I’m putting on it. A low moan escapes his lips. I’ve never seen him like this before and it makes my body light up with joy. 

“I could come right now, but where’s the fun in that?” His voice has a cockiness to it, but the effect is blunted by the pant in his breath. I feel his cock pulse inside me. He isn’t kidding, he is close to coming.

He reaches between my legs, catching my clit with the tips of his fingers. My body spasms. He plays with me, making my breath hitch. The pain in my ass fades. When I’m ready I rock my hips, inviting him to pump into me. 

His hands go back to my hips, once again holding me still. The first few thrusts are short and slow. My body warms around him, stretching and growing hungry, until I need more. I push back, meeting every one of his thrusts. 

He picks up the pace, hammering into me. His thick cock presses against every side of my ass, stretching me out. I tremble before him, completely taken by his punishing thrusts. Juice leaks out of my pussy and runs down my legs. 

“Sir, please use my pussy. I need you so badly.” My voice sounds pathetic in my own ears. But it’s true. I will do or say anything to feel him come inside me. I need his hot cum squirting in me, filling me with its creamy goodness. 

Ben thrusts into me, hard, then stops. I grunt against the sensation of his cock so far inside me. I love anal but I wasn’t prepared for it today. And nothing beats a fat cock in my pussy. 

“If you can bring be back your team’s cum, then I’ll fuck your pussy. Alright?” He slaps my exposed ass, making it jiggle. 

I’ve always wanted to be used by a group of men. There is something so erotic about being the centre of attention while everyone pulls and pushes your body. I’ve also never had my holes filled at the same time. 

A thrill of curiosity and excitement spreads through my body. It makes my clit and nipples pulse. I can do it. I can take all five members of my team on at the same time. But how do I…

“Sir, I still don’t understand,” I say, as he starts pumping into me again. His movements are jerky and uneven. He’s close to coming. My ass tightens making him grunt. He grips a fist full of my hair and pulls back, making my head lift up and my back arch. 

“Let me give you a hint.” He grunts. 

Our bodies smack together and fill the room with the erotic sound of our fucking. My ass burns from the speed that he hammers into me. My eyes flutter closed as I walk that line between pleasure and pain. 

The only warning that I get before he unloads in me is a subtle swelling of his cock. He roars behind me, no longer caring that someone outside his door might hear us. I groan when sticky cum floods my insides, making everything creamy and wet. 

He pumps a few more times, spreading his cum inside me. He moves more easily and I moan a little from the heat and heaviness of his cock. He pulls out, finally spent. 

My ass clenches together, longing for something to stretch it again. Ben pulls me up by the hair he still has gripped in one hand. I straighten until my back is flush with his chest. 

“Go get me some cum, filthy slut,” he growls into my ear. Chills run down my back making my skin super sensitive. My nipples come to attention at the feral tone of his voice. I bite my lip and savour his heat sinking into my skin. 

He yanks my skirt down before pushing me towards the door. My ass still burns from being so suddenly split open, but Ben’s cum soothes the pain. By the time I get to the door I look over my shoulder at him. He’s already sitting in his high-backed, leather chair and looking as though he hadn’t just fucked someone against his desk. 

It takes me the walk to the meeting room to realise how he wants me to collect their cum. The weight pooling in my ass is hint enough at what he wants me to do. I grin despite myself. He’s creative, I’ll give him that.





Chapter 2


The meeting room is more of a break out room. The space is large enough to hold a table that can fit eight people around it. Three on either side and one at each end. Although the spot at the far end is rarely used. It’s usually reserved for a laptop that people hook up to the TV that is mounted on the wall. 

One whole side of the room is made up of frosted glass. I glance at it from where I sit at the head of the table. I know you can’t see through it, but the danger is still there. My heart thunders in my chest. I could get caught doing this and it makes me even more excited. 

“I like this format better. It makes the whole thing flow more smoothly.” Austin, our team lead, presses a button on his laptop and the screen changes. I don’t bother looking at the presentation. My eyes are fixed on him.

He is tall and lean, with light brown hair that matches his eyes. None of the guys in my team are wearing their jackets, and it makes looking at their toned bodies easier. Austin plays basketball. It shows in his toned arms and large hands. There is a thin layer of stubble across his chin that makes him look more rugged.

I bite my lip and squirm in my chair. It squeaks but thankfully everyone ignores it. The others voice their opinions and are happy to leave me alone while I eye them up. My imagination runs wild. I shouldn’t be lusting over them as much as I am. And I definitely shouldn’t follow Ben’s orders to fuck each of them. But I’m so horny that I don’t think that I could stop if I wanted to.

Sitting nearest the laptop on the other side of the table to Austin is Geoff. He stands out from the others with his blonde hair and cool blue eyes. He’s shorter than the others but could match any of them in strength.

Next to him is Ichiro. His tan skin and straight, black hair are always perfect and smooth. His dark eyes are always watching, even if he doesn’t speak all that often. I’ve never seen him with a hair out of place. 

Edison is the last one sitting on that side of the table. He is next to me and even though we aren’t directly next to each other, his massive form dominates mine. Edison used to play college football before he moved into business. But he never gave up the sport or the training. I can’t tell who is bigger, him or Geoff. 

On my other side is Damien. While Edison’s tightly curled black hair is cut short, Damien let his hair grow out into dreadlocks. He styles them with a headband and looks like he could be a celebrity. His perfectly straight and white teeth contrast against his dark skin. 

My eyes fixate on his thick lips when he speaks. I can almost feel my teeth sinking into them. My nipples go hard and scratch against the inside of my bra just thinking about that mouth teasing them. 

“We’ve gone over this a thousand times,” Damien says. He sags a little in his chair. “We’re tired and we need a break.”

“We’re a week out of completing the project. We can’t have a break yet.” Austin folds his arms over his chest. He knows how tired we are but his job is to keep us going until the end. 

“I know, but our work is slipping. We just need something to take our minds off the job for a little bit.”

I cross my legs, trying to focus on the conversation and not the way my pussy leaks juice. Which is probably soaking into my skirt. A sudden chill hits my gut. What if I can’t get them to fuck me. I can’t go back to Ben without their cum. 

“Well, I’ll take any suggestions. A fun, team-building activity that we can do quickly.” Austin plops into his chair and swivels around to look at us.

“Laser tag?” Geoff says with a shrug.

“Fun, but no. That’ll take too long. We need something shorter. Something we can all do together before,” he says, looking around the room, “I don’t know, before the end of the day.”

Everyone falls quiet. Their faces are scrunched up in quiet contemplation. Then a bolt of inspiration hits and I sit up taller.

“Me!” I say, loud enough to make Edison jump.

“Sorry, what?” Damien says.

“Me,” I say, looking at him and then the others. Their faces are pure confusion, even as I grin at them like an idiot. 

This is perfect. They need something fun to do and I need their cum. What better way to take their minds off work for a little bit. I’m so ready for them that I don’t need any warming up. I sit up straighter, forcing my legs even tighter together. My pussy knows something is about to happen.

“You guys can do me.”

“You mean, have sex with you?” Ichiro threads his fingers together and locks eyes with me. There is a smouldering fire behind his black eyes. If there wasn’t a table and several people between us, he would probably have me pinned against a wall by now. A thrill travels the length of my spine.

“Yeah. I mean, if you want to. I just figured that it would be a fun team-building activity and sex is shown to reduce stress. So, why not?”

I’m met with silence.

For three long heartbeats I wait for their response. Finally Austin moves. He leans forward, resting one elbow on the table. But before he can speak Geoff cuts in.

“Together? Like, fuck you as a group?” His eyes are wide with what I can only imagine are images of me bent over in front of them while they shove their cocks into my pussy. I lick my lips and nod.

“Are you sure about that? There are a lot of us,” Austin says.

“I’ve always wanted to be shared by a group of men.” I smile. This is going to work. But I just need them to agree to one final thing. “I have one request, though. But you can’t ask me why.”

“Babe, if you’re going to let us fuck you, you can have whatever you damn well want.” Edison’s deep voice travels through my body, making my nipples tingly in delight.

“I want you guys to come in my ass.”

Damien coughs. If he had been drinking water, he would have spat it out.

“Wait, you’re gonna let us fuck your ass? Shit. You’re so hot.” Geoff says.

“Are you absolutely sure?” Austin asks.

My only response is a sultry grin as I unbutton my shirt. Every inch reveals a little more of my breasts. The neck of my shirt is open enough that it falls down my arms, exposing my slender neck and collarbones. 

I move around the table until I’m standing in front of Damien. His hands glide up the sides of my thighs. They’re big and warm and guide me while I climb on top of him.

My highs rest on top of his. I shift my weight, bringing our faces close together. Someone swears behind me. I don’t bother to look over my shoulder to see them. My attention is totally fixed on Damien’s plump lips. 

I dip my head, finally feeling them brush against mine. Tiny sparks dance across my skin every time I run my lips against his. I poke my tongue out, inviting him to taste me. 

He doesn’t waste any time and pulls me close, crushing our lips together. His tongue is in my mouth, playing with mine. I lean forward and wrap my arms around his neck. We are locked in a wet, passionate kiss.

Austin’s hand comes to my back, gliding over the bare skin of my upper back. Then he trails down, cautious, watching to see if I’ll shake him off or tell him to stop. 

When I don’t move, except to deepen the kiss with Damien, he grows bold. His hand travels south, feeling my ass through my skirt. I’m so wet that if I lowered my hips a fraction, I would leave a wet stain on Damien’s crotch. 

I wiggle my ass, encouraging him to keep going. He grabs a fist full of skirt and yanks it up, exposing my bare ass to the room. 

“She isn’t wearing underwear,” someone remarks from the other side of the room. A chorus of agreement and awe follow.

Austin plays with my cheeks before sliding his hand down my thigh and between my legs. My pussy quivers, knowing there is a hand so close to it. I arch my back and stick my ass out further. I need those large fingers on my clit and I need them now. 

When Austin’s fingers graze against my slit, I gasp. Damien holds me tight, stealing the air from my lungs. I’m dizzy with lust and relax into him. It’s always been a fantasy of mine to be shared by so many men. Now I’m getting my wish. I’m going to let them do whatever they want to me.

The pads of Austin’s fingers graze against my clit, making me twitch and pull away slightly. He chases me, pressing harder and harder until he is rubbing my sensitive nub with so much speed and pressure that my whole body trembles.

I’m so horny that even this much attention is pushing me close to the edge. My orgasm coils deep in my core. Every pass of his finger, and the smooth glide of Damien’s tongue against mine, coils it tighter and tighter. 

One long finger slides from my clit to my pussy entrance. He plays with my opening, teasing me. My body reacts, trying to grasp at him. A low chuckle rumbles out of his chest. 

“She’s so wet. Must have been thinking about this for the whole meeting,” he says. I moan in agreement and the room devolves into chuckles. 

Below me, Damien’s bulge grows stiffer. I wiggle around, forcing the two men on my to hold me tighter. Another set of hands joins in. 

“Who knew Emery was so such a little slut,” Geoff says. He smacks a hand against my ass cheek. It pushes me further into Damien so that our teeth click together. 

I squeak and pull back, finally breaking the kiss. My lips are red and swollen. I look up at Geoff with big eyes. He looms over me, his eyes dark. I wish I knew what was going on in his mind. I hope his thoughts are as dirty as mine. 

“Play with me and I’ll show you how much of a slut I am.” I can’t believe those words came out of my mouth, but I’m so turned on that I can’t help myself. Geoff grips my hair and pulls me into a rough kiss.

Just as Geoff plunges his tongue into my mouth, Austin shoves his finger into my pussy. I groan and dig my nails into Damien’s arms. Austin digs around inside me, feeling my clenching walls. He plays with my g-spot. I buck against his fingers, trying to grind out my orgasm. 

Even though I want cock in me, just this one finger has my head spinning. To my dismay he pulls out. But my disappointment is short lived. Austin’s soaked finger tickles the tight bud of my back entrance. 

My ass clenches when he puts pressure there. A deep grunt rolls out of my chest when he pushes in, stretching me. He slides his finger in and out of me, making my eyes squeeze shut even tighter. 

Geoff’s hand tightens in my hair, keeping my head still. Damien’s thick lips plant kisses down my neck. I sigh into Geoff’s mouth when Damien’s tongue flicks across my hard nipple. His mouth takes in my tit, sealing around it and sucking hard enough to make me hiss. 

Geoff’s hand comes to my throat, keeping me still and putting pressure on the sides of my neck. My pulse hammers against his fingers and thumb. His hand is rough when he shoves it between my legs. Austin’s finger stretches my ass while Geoff plays with my pussy.

Their fingers pump in and out of me, massaging my quivering inner walls. I gasp, and lean into Damien. My senses are heightened and every pass of their fingers pushes me closer to my edge. The mouth around my tit adds to my building desire. 

Austin adds another finger to my ass, and then another, until sharp pain radiates from my ass. I let out a tiny yelp when he shoves his fingers in deeper. Geoff squeezes my throats, making my vision dark.

The pain turns to pleasure once I’ve gotten used to his fingers playing with my tight hole. Geoff’s fingers add to the pleasure. I grasp around him, as I slowly move up and down. I can’t take much more of this teasing. I need cock.

I drop my hand to Damien’s crotch. His hips buck up when I grab his swelling cock. He is long and hard, and ready for me. I undo his trousers, releasing his massive black dick. My head is still twisted in Geoff’s rough grasp, so I can’t see just how big he is.

But it takes both of my hands to wrap around his length. The head of his cock is wet with precum. I lick my lips, imagining that I can taste his saltiness. Damien swears, sending short puffs of hot air against my nipple.

My pussy is soaking and needy. Geoff pulls his fingers out seconds before Damien’s cock slides against my entrance. His wide head pushes in, stretching every side of my walls. I sink onto him, exhaling as I go down.

I moan into the room, relishing the feel of finally having a cock in me. I sit on him, giving myself a second to adjust to his solid shaft. Austin’s fingers are in my ass, still pumping and stretching me. 

I move, rocking my hips. Damien’s cock slides in and out of me, pulling me closer to that delicious orgasm that I crave so much. I arch my back, groaning every time I sink further onto Damien. 

Geoff’s fingers dip into my mouth. I seal around them, lick up my own juices. He watches as I ride his friend and suck his fingers. Austin moves to stand behind me. He lowers himself enough so that his cock touches my entrance.

I grip onto Damien, knowing that both holes are going to be filled for the first time. He pushes in, stretching me further than his fingers ever could. I bite down onto Geoff’s fingers to stop myself from screaming. 

Austin pushes in further until his hip bones connect with my ass cheeks. I freeze, staying absolutely still, while the men around me stroke and tease my body. 

“You’re too tight. Relax a little,” Austin says. He rubs my clit, to pull gentle moans from my now free mouth. I huff and concentrate on relaxing all of my muscles. It takes a few moments before my ass stops clenching around Austin’s cock. 

“That’s a good girl. Your tight ass is going to take all of our cocks.” He pulls out. My ass is still so tight that he grunts from the suction. “Easy girl,” he says in a low voice.

Austin pushes all the way back in before pulling out again. Every time he moves in and out, he passes the spot in my ass that makes my eyes roll back in my head.

Damien grips my thighs, giving me leverage to start bouncing up and down on him. Their cocks pump in and out of me, going faster and fast. My head swims in dizzying bliss. 

My eyes are closed but I can feel the others surround us. I can hear them beating their own dicks while they watch their coworkers fuck in front of them. Someone twists and pinches my nipples while someone else finds my throbbing clit. 

Damien and Austin’s groans join mine. We jostle together, searching for that elusive orgasm. Damien tilts his hips so that his cock hits at a different angle. 

My voice pitches. He hammers into me, hitting the spot I need. Tingles flood my body before waves of hot bliss tear through my trembling limbs. Hands grab me, holding me still. I thrash against them. 

The thunderous waves rock me, pushing me high and closer to ecstasy. I come crashing down in a tidal wave of pure bliss. Hands hold me and I spasm between them. A hand goes to my mouth, clamping down on it, and muffling my cries. 

Even after I finish they don’t stop pumping into me. My boobs bounce, slapping into each other. I flutter my eyes open to see all of them surrounding us. Their cocks are hard in their hands. All pointing towards me in a promise of what’s to come.

Damien grows harder inside me. He’s about to come but I need him in my ass. I twist out of the many hands holding me and slide from Damien’s lap. I turn and sit back onto him. His cock is so wet from my pussy that he easily slides in.

I lean forward and grip his knees. His hands on my ass and hips steady me while I ride him. My mouth hangs open from the delightful feel of his big cock stretching me. 

Geoff takes it as an invitation. He stands in front of me. My eyes widen at the sight of his monster cock. It must be one of the largest I’ve ever seen.

I open my mouth wider and stick my tongue out. He grips my head and guides me onto his cock. The head is so wide that my lips strain to stretch around him. My tongue dances across the head of his cock. 

“That tongue does some wicked stuff,” Geoff says. The others chuckle. They’re enjoying my body. Pride and a giggle of excitement bubbles up in my chest. They like using me as a play thing. Something to release a little stress. I love knowing that I can please them and get what I need for Ben at the same time. 

Geoff shoves his cock in, flattening my tongue to the bottom of my mouth. He doesn’t get far before he hits the back of my throat. I gag around him but he’s so big that my air is cut off. 

He holds me there, forcing me to choke on his thick head. I wiggle around, fighting for air. Damien grabs my hips tighter to keep me still. He pounds into my ass. The speed and force of him makes my hole burn. 

Geoff finally pulls out. A string of spit hangs between us before it falls away. Damien pulls me back up by a fist full of hair so that my back is bent in an arch.

“I’m going to come in that tight ass of yours. Are you ready slut?”

“Yes, come in my ass.”

Damien lets out a low guttural growl as he smashes into me. Ropes of hot cum shoot into me, coating my walls with his white, creaminess. I squeeze around him, pulling every last drop out. He grunts and unloads a little more. 

I sit on him, feeling his cum dribble back down his softening shaft. My heart skips a beat. I need his cum to stay in me for as long as possible. My legs tremble as I stand. Geoff is there, waiting to catch me if I fall. 

I push him against the table, forcing him to back up onto it. He is sitting on the edge until I make him scoot further back. He lays down so that his knees are bent over the edge. 

I grab his massive cock and stroke his shaft. He props himself up on his elbows so that he can watch as his cock disappears into my mouth.

My lips are stretched so far around him. One of his hands comes to the top of my head. He guides me up and down while I devour him like a lollipop.

Austin stands behind me again. His cock slides the length of my slit before dipping into my pussy. I groan around Geoff when he pulls out and rams back in. 

He alternates between my pussy and ass. I never know which hole he is going to pick and it fucks with my mind in the best way possible. 

Ichiro and Edison stand on either side of us. Edison’s big black fingers dive between my legs. He flicks them against my throbbing clit in time with Austin’s strokes. I grunt and moan, twitching with each pass. 

Electricity rolls through my body, sparking in places that make my eyes roll back into my head. I’m trembling again. My legs wobble and if it weren’t for Austin keeping me upright, I would sink to the floor. 

Ichiro’s fingers play with tits. His hands massage my breast before he pinches the very tip. Lighting shoots between my clit and nipples. I moan again, breathy and needy.

Austin hilts himself in my ass. His strokes grow longer but more erratic. He leans over me, pumping quick and then slow. I clench my ass and it sends him over the edge. He cries out into the room as he repeatedly slams into me. 

His cum is hot and creamy. It adds to Damien’s and makes my ass hot and heavy. He pulls out with a slap on my ass. If it weren’t for Geoff’s cock in my mouth, I would have yelped. He laughs and disappears somewhere behind me. 

I climb onto the table and push Geoff’s chest and shoulders down. He grabs my waist with such power that I have to wince. We both look down, watching as I lower onto his monster cock. It disappears into me, stretching my pussy. 

I groan, feeling him go deep. I ride him for a little bit. My tits bounce freely, giving everyone in the room a show. I love the feeling of having all of their attention on me and only me. 

Pressure in my lower belly builds. My orgasm is close again. I move my hips just enough to make his cock hit my g-spot. I grunt along with him. He doesn’t look close to coming, so I ride him harder, clenching around him. 

Someone moves behind me and it breaks my concentration. Edison’s cock sits between my ass cheeks. I manage to glance at it seconds before he shoves it in. 

It’s huge. The same size as Geoff’s cock. I scream from being stretched so quickly by something so big. Hands grab at mouth and body. Holding my still and keeping me quiet. 

When Edison shoves in deeper my body spasms. Another orgasm hits without any warning. It shatters me, ripping through my body with violent force. I can’t control my body as waves of thunder rocket around me.

Just having these two cocks in me was enough to send me over the edge. When I open my eyes I see Geoff’s face contorted in concentration. My body clenched around both men. They grunt, trying not to explode in me without getting a chance to fuck me a little more.

Their cocks are buried so deep in me that even the slightest movement elicits another gasp from me. They start moving and my breath comes out laboured. A thin sheen of sweat covers my aching body. I still need more cum in my ass. 

Edison’s cock is huge and my tight ass clamps around him. It doesn’t take much to get him off. He is silent but twitches as his orgasm rages through him. He spills cum further into my ass than the others.

Just when I think he is finished, he pulls out and rams in again, shooting another hot load into me. The heaviness building in me is delightfully dirty. I am a cum whore. I love the feeling of collecting so many men’s spunk in my ass. 

I keep my ass tight when he pulls out, so that I don’t lose any of their precious seed. But my ass is used and sore. It takes a lot of concentration to keep it all inside of me.

Geoff pushes me to the side so that I’m laying on my back with my legs in the air. He rams his cock into my ass and pounds away in me. The pain is completely gone. All I feel now is bliss from his rough treatment.

“Ready for another one?” He grunts.

“Yes!” The word barely makes it out of my mouth. I arch my back, nearly coming up and off the table.

His cock swells and then bursts, flooding my ass with so much cum that some of it leaks out. He lets out a long growl as he fucks my ass with ferocious speed. 

When he’s done he pats my legs and rolls me to the side. He watches my ass and pussy clench, trying desperate not to let any more of the precious cream drip out.

Ichiro pulls me around so that I’m bent over the table, legs and ass hanging off the side. He easily slips into me and doesn’t wait for me to catch my breath. He pumps his hips, slamming into my cheeks.

Every time his cock slides further into me, the cum already in there, sloshes around. My nails dig into the table top. I pant, leaving a tiny circle of condensation on the table. I can’t believe how fantastic it feels to have this much cream in my ass. 

Especially when it comes from different men. I whimper, more from the thought of how dirty this is, than the speed at which Ichiro hammers into my stretched hole.

His hands roughly grip my ass. He clasps the cheeks together, forcing my ass to clench tighter around him. I put all of my force into squeezing around him. 

When he comes it is silent but the torrent of seed in me speaks volumes. It washes over everything and builds my collection. His cock moves it all around, mixing his cum with the others. 

He stays in me for a second, letting me catch my breath and regain the strength to clench my ass. He pulls out with a groan and a sloppy wet sound. 

I stay bent over for a second. I’m exhausted from taking on so many men but I still have one more job to do. My team laughs and jokes around me. Their hands are on my body, stoking me and fixing my clothes.

“Thanks Emery, that was the best team-building exercise I’ve ever done.”

“Yeah, if you ever want to do it again…”

I grin at them, finally feeling like I can stand without cum leaking down my legs.

“Thank you all. I loved feeling your cocks unload cum into me. Austin is it alright if I go…”

“Of course! We can finish up here.” 

With that I leave. My strides are quick but delicate. Too much movement and my cargo will spill everywhere. My ass works hard to stop the flood from exposing what we just did to the whole office. 





Chapter 3


I knock twice before sticking my head around Ben’s door. He is sitting behind his desk, fingers pressed together in peaks. He looks up and waves me in. I’m about to march up to his desk when I realise that he isn’t alone.

An old, larger man with a bald spot and white hair, sits in front of him. He glances at me from over his shoulder. The neck rolls make it difficult for him to look, so he has to twist his whole body around.

“We’re nearly done,” the man says to me. There is a thread of annoyance in his voice.

“She’s fine,” Ben says, shooting down any objections he might have. 

I obviously walked in on an important meeting. If it weren’t for the cum slowly making it way to my back entrance, I would have left and come back later. Not that it matters anyway. Now that I’m in Ben’s presence, I am under his control again.

I stand next to the door, legs zipped up tight, and ass squeezed together. 

The man doesn’t seem like he’s going to continue the conversation with me there, but Ben pushes him, and they start discussing whatever it is they were talking about before. My mind is so occupied with the feeling of hot, creamy cum pushing against my stretched and tired bud, that I don’t pay them any attention. 

I stand there for what seems like forever. A tiny bead leaks out of my ass and slides down the back of my leg. I let out a whimper. The conversation stops and the man looks at me again.

“Is she alright?” he asks.

“She’s perfect.” Ben stands abruptly and holds out his hand to the man. “Thank you for coming in today. We can discuss this more later, after I’ve taken your concerns to my team.”

The man grips his hand in a strong shake before he leaves. As he passes by me, I catch a concerned glance from the corner of my eye. 

With him gone it’s just the two of us again. Ben sits and watches me. My legs tremble from the strain, but I don’t move. I know my role and I must wait for his call before I can go to him. 

“Come.”

I nearly cry with joy. The space between us isn’t that far but with an ass full of cum that threatens to leak with every step, it feels like miles. 

I stand in front of him. He watches me, unmoving and in total control. My body shakes with the effort to keep the seed inside. It trails down my legs in streams now.

“Turn around.”

I do, showing him my ass and the trails of cum leaking out of it. He pulls up my skirt and spreads my cheeks. His rough treatment of my ass is enough to loosen my fragile grip and without warning cum runs out of me.

It’s warm and sticky and slides down my legs and over my shoes. Waves of relief flood through me. I sigh as more cum drips out of me and onto the carpet. Neither of us seem to care about the mess I’m making. 

“That’s my girl,” Ben says. He slaps my ass, releasing another stream of cum. “Let it all flow out. Did you enjoy being used by your team?”

“Yes. It was really fun. But I wish you were there.” 

Ben turns me around so that I’m looking down at him. He smirks up at me. That naughty smile makes my used pussy clench harder. More seed leaks out of me. 

“If you like being passed around by a bunch of men, then I’m sure I can arrange something in the future.”

My heart skips a beat. He wants to share me with others. I dance from one foot to the other. I get to have more cocks in me again. 

“Now, for your reward. Do you want it now, or tonight?”

“Now!” I say, before even thinking about it. I’ve had so many men in my ass today, but all I want is the one in front of me to come in my pussy. 

I lay on his desk and prop myself up on my elbows. Ben laughs. His eyes are bright with joy and his smile lights up the room.

“Such a hungry slut. I wonder if you’ll ever be satisfied.”

“I will be if you come in me.” I lift my legs up, showing him my used holes. He touches them, playing with the cum still oozing out of me.

“How could I say no to that.”

He undoes his pants and pulls out his already hard cock. He taps the head against my clit before circling it. I twitch every time he taps my nub. 

“You’re already hard,” I purr. “Were you thinking about me while I was away?”

“How could I not? If I didn’t have that meeting I would have joined you.” He slides his cock down my slit and pushes into me. I jolt off the desk slightly. My pussy still aches from being pounded earlier. 

“Come in me.”

Ben pulls out and rams back into me. I arch my back, banging my head against the table. 

“Greedy slut. After today you won’t want cock for a week.”

He hammers into me at a relentless pace. Every time he pushes in he hits my g-spot. Crackling electricity builds between my legs. I watch his cock disappearing inside me. Every thrust brings us closer to the edge. 

I wrap my legs around his waist to stop myself from scooting up the desk with every punishing thrust. He hunches over, fucking me hard enough that his pens roll off the desk. 

He grows harder and larger, threatening to blow at any second. I use the last of my strength to grip onto him. It sends us both over the edge. 

My head swims as shockwaves roll through my body. My sore muscles come alive again, jolting and jerking with every new wave he brings out of me. Ben’s seed shoots into me, coating my walls white. He pants, finishing himself deep inside.

He collapses back into his chair and pulls me with him. I curl into his lap while he holds me close. My pussy continues to spasm even after the rest of my body relaxes into his strong arms. 

I nuzzle my head under his chin. I have to leave soon, but I’ll take every second I can get in his arms. Ben pushes hair from my sweaty brow and plants a gentle kiss on my forehead. 

I drift off thinking about whatever plans he has for us in the future. Whatever it is, it’s going to be good. 






































Dear Reader,



Thank you for choosing my book. I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I loved writing it. If you’re like me and adore reading books about submissive women, powerful alpha men, gangbangs, BDSM, and lots of hot sex, then check out my


 

Author Page


 

for more stories like this one.



Don’t forget to leave an anonymous star review. This helps other people, like us, find more of the books that we love. Make sure you follow my


 

Author Page


 

so you don’t miss the next book!



I love hearing from readers. So don’t hesitate to contact me at tessrycard@gmail.com



I wish you all the best.



Love,

Tess
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