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At school they had always told me that the degree I picked didn’t matter. Just get a degree, any degree. That’s all employees want. That was a lie. It turns out that having an English literature degree doesn’t mean anything, even if it’s from Cambridge University. I’d spent the year after graduation being humiliated by rejection after rejection from every company you can imagine. I’d spend all day writing a cover letter and customising my CV, then it would go straight into the bin. They often wouldn’t even bother to send me an email to tell me I had been rejected. They ghosted me worse than any boyfriend ever had.

The worst ones were the AI interviews. I’d put so much work into preparing for it, thinking I’d be pouring my heart out to a person. Instead I’d be met with a faceless robotic voice, asking a prepared script of mindless HR slop. It was killing me inside. I felt like a total failure. Like I’d wasted my life. Wasted the £50,000 I had spent on university. I couldn’t stop crying. Until I got that acceptance email from Booble.

Booble are an online porn company. They produce some of the sloppiest, most disgustingly erotic pornography on the market. If you wank to it, they make it. Fresh faced eighteen-year-old starlets? Goth mommies? Cat girls? They do it all. They even have an entire department just working on “wank-timisation”, which is about reducing the “time to orgasm” or TTO of their customers. Their leadership love acronyms.

I’d heard of them of course, everyone had. My first ever orgasm had been to a video of a MILF eating out a 19-year-old in the middle of a crowd of black men. Ever since that fateful day I’ve been a total slut for group sex. Not that I’d ever actually done it… I just really enjoyed watching it.

So when Booble offered me a job… I had to take it. It wasn’t just that it was the only opportunity I had, I was genuinely excited by the idea. I was imagining how sexy it must be to work at a porn company, with all those beautiful men… and women…

The job they offered me would have me working as a “Graduate Wellness Associate”, I was as clueless as you must be as to what that actually meant. Nothing they sent me really explained it. I was signing contracts and submitting my new starter forms, and I still didn’t know what I would actually be doing. It was crazy.

I turn up on my first day, nicely dressed, cute but not too cute. Trying to be somewhat professional, despite the nature of the company. And the woman that greets me… is a total bimbo slut. Bleach blonde hair, thick filler lips, huge fake tits. She’s made for cock, and she knows it. She’s not ashamed of it either.

The woman, Ashleigh, explained what the job was really about. “Wellness Associate” was just a polite business way of saying “Free Use Slut”

Booble had been struggling with a retention crisis. They serve the majority of the world’s porn, so they need some seriously heavy servers and cutting edge code just to keep it running. Those people don’t come cheap, and they don’t stick around. At a certain point, there’s only so much you can pay someone. If you’re earning five hundred thousand dollars a year, some extra stock options are meaningless to you. It becomes about solving interesting problems, your passion for the cause, or special perks you get. You need something really special to keep these kinds of employers. Something that other employers don’t have. Cock hungry sluts.

It had started out with them repurposing their talent from the studios. If a pretty girl can suck cock on camera, she can suck cock in an office. If anything, it’s an easier job for her, no pressure, no script, just get someone off. But work like that is well below the pay grade of a professional. You’re paying her the wages of a star for simple, every day cock sucking. It’s a waste of their talent.

Naturally, the shareholders weren’t happy with their talent and their capital being wasted on employee perks. They wanted a cheaper solution to be put in place. You don’t need an expert to make a nerd cum, any girl will do. The solution was obvious. Graduates.

That’s where girls like me come in. We’re hired straight out of university to come into the office and make ourselves freely available for the employees. It’s not a job which would suit every woman, you have to be the kind of girl that likes male attention and loves sex. A total slut. Nobody wants to be with someone who is unenthusiastic or isn’t into it. You really need to love the work. And I do.

Sure most of the employees are nerds rather than gym goers but it’s not like top programmers are going to look like athletes. Getting paid to have sex is a hell of a lot better than fast food or unemployment. I get a pension, decent pay, and all the cock I could ever need. The friends I’ve told are jealous— they have to have shit sex with their boyfriends for free. And they don’t have a slide in their office. Suckers!

Now don’t get me wrong, when Ashleigh told me that I’d be a slut for pay, I didn’t just immediately accept that. It’s not a normal job to be doing. I still had the foolish pride of someone who believes being a slut is wrong. I thought I was too good to be a whore. I’d gone to Cambridge for fucks sake! How could I end up sucking cock for money?

But when she brought out the paperwork, showed me the benefits, the pension plan. Then I started seriously considering it. I mean, a job is a job right? It would be foolish to turn it down without at least finding out a little more about it. And Booble is a well known company, which would be good for my CV.

So instead of walking out, as a good christian girl would, I stayed. When Ashleigh offered to let me watch a “Wellness Session”, I agreed. It would be rude to turn it down. If I’m being honest, it was more than that. I wanted to see it. The idea turned me on. Being a free use cock sleeve for random men, doing whatever they needed to make them feel good. It’s hot. You can’t blame me for going along with it.

Ashleigh took me to the Wellness Room. It’s like the massage room at a spa. Incense in the air, soft mood lighting, gentle music. Really relaxing. Not the kind of room you’d expect to be fucking young sluts in. Except of course for the big bed. That gives its purpose away.

There’s actually even a massage table in there. What can I say, some employees actually do want a wellness session. Sometimes they want both. In one case, they even wanted to massage me. Who could say no to that?

There we were in the Wellness Room, when an employee walks in for his appointment. A typical programmer, working in some department or other. He wasn’t in great shape, but he was alright. Ashleigh greeted him with a hug, and brought him into the room. She already had the session planned out before he got there. He’s a regular. Part of her job as a Wellness Consultant (a more senior wellness expert) is going beyond just straightforward pleasure, and really learning what the client needs. In this case, she had figured out that what he really needed was emotional intimacy. He didn’t just want to fuck a bimbo whore, he wanted to be loved by one.

She brought him to the bed, kissing him with a ravenous mouth like she was his lover, not another employee of the company. She cuddled him, running her hands over his body. Giving him the affection he sorely needed. When it came time to do the deed, she slid down his body, kissing as she went. She reached his hips, and paused over the outline of his bulge. Planting kisses on it, to build up his anticipation even more. As she pried his cock out from his clothes, it began to harden in her hand. She brought it up to her lips and drew it inside her mouth. He let out a whimper as her experienced mouth did its magic along his shaft. And when she knew he could take no more, that he must have her, she whispered in his ear, “take me.”

That was all the prompting he needed. He leapt on top of her and ravaged her with his cock. With the sounds she made, it was hard to tell whether she was even pretending anymore. I suppose that’s why she’s the expert.

His cock pounded into her again and again, her slender toned legs finding their place on his shoulders. This was supposed to be a job interview, but I forgot all about the job. I was entranced by her, her beauty, her pleasure. I wanted to be her. To feel what she was feeling, do what she was doing.

Men don’t normally moan, they’re too used to being pleasured in silence. He moaned. He couldn’t help himself. She was too good. She felt too good wrapped around his cock. I wish I could feel the bliss he felt as he slid inside her.

Eventually it was too much for him. I was surprised he lasted as long as he did with a woman like that underneath him. All of a sudden he started to tense up, and he collapsed on top of her. Her pussy continued to milk his cock even after he climaxed, milking every drop of cum into her.

That’s another thing about this job. No condoms. You’re paid well, you’re paid to stay clean. If he wanted to ejaculate into clingfilm, he could do that at home. These sessions are supposed to be something special, something he can’t get elsewhere. You wouldn’t want to ruin that by forcing him to wrap up and numb the sensations.

If you get pregnant, that’s fine. The maternity pay is excellent. Booble wants its beautiful employees breeding and making future staff and customers.

So there I was, sitting in the relaxation room, watching her milk the last drops of cum out of him with her pussy. My cheeks were burning, my legs slick with desire. And I knew I had to do this job. There’s no way I could go and work in fast food, or do admin work. It had to be this. I wanted to be her.

Ashleigh helped the client clean up, gave him a kiss, and sent him on her way. After he left, there was paperwork to do. There always is. It can’t just be fun, after all. She told me that the paperwork is what makes it legal. It’s not prostitution, it’s “intimate therapy.” A convenient excuse. To be honest, I wasn’t really paying attention at that point. My thoughts were between my legs. I wanted to touch myself, I wanted to be fucked, I wanted it all. But it was a job interview, I had to stay professional.

When she was done with the paperwork, she asked me what I thought of the job now that I’d seen a session. I tried to play it cool, but my pussy was throbbing between my legs. I could barely think straight. I accepted the job on the spot. Signed what ever she put in front of me. How could I not?

The drive home was a blur. I could only think of her, of cock. I rubbed myself raw at home. I couldn’t get those scenes out of my head.
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That job interview was two years ago. I’ve been an Associate at Booble for two years now, and I’m ready to move up in the world.

Today starts like any other day. I get up at 6am, because I need to be in the office for 8am. Some of the employees like to have an early morning session to set them up for the day. We have to be strict with these guys, because it’s unfair to expect an associate to come in too early, and it’s unfair to let them overrun and ruin someone else’s session.

Some of the more enthusiastic morning people have been asking us to start at 6am, so they can “boost their testosterone” before they hit the gym. Fuck that. I’m not getting up at 4am just so that they can marginally improve their gains. The job is good, but it’s not that good. I don’t think any job would be worth getting up that early.

I’ve never been a morning person. I would be a night owl if I could. But the bills have to be paid, so here I am, doing my makeup at 7:15, trying to make myself into the cute, desirable slut that the coders will crave. I feel like they’d probably be willing to fuck me even if I was plain-faced and wearing a bin bag, but this is my job, so I can’t take that chance. Especially since I’m going for promotion. I want to hit consultant. It will give me a big pay rise, a company car, maybe even some associates under me. Booble pays well, even for its whores. Hell, some of the higher levels in the ‘Wellness’ department even get stock options. I wish that were me. Maybe one day.

To get there, I need good performance reviews. That means getting good feedback from my clients. It’s surprisingly hard to get a man to write feedback on your workday profile after you’ve milked his cock dry. But that’s the kind of objective evidence you need to get promoted. It’s all well and good telling management that you’re great at sucking cock, but unless you actually have evidence of it, they can’t just take your word for it.

On top of the good client feedback, you need support from management. There needs to be a role available for you. That can be the tough part. The wellness department is ultimately just a money-sink for the company. It doesn’t improve their revenue like the pornstars do. All it does is maintain employee morale. It’s a tough sell to try and convince senior leaders to find more room in their budget for employees to be sucked off. And that’s the problem I’m having. My feedback is good, but there’s no role for me. I’m stuck on the wages of an associate. It’s not enough for me. I need more than that.

I run out to my car, heels clicking across the drive. I’m running late again. I’ve got sloppy now that I’ve settled into the job. I’m wearing a tight blue skirt which barely covers my cheeks, let alone my legs. I wear tights to keep my legs warm, and to draw attention to them. My heels are black to keep them professional, even though they’re tall, slutty heels. I’m wearing a white blouse. It’s an office after all, it’s important to look smart. Even though I won’t be wearing it much.

The drive to work is a rush. There’s only so much you can speed up when there’s traffic around, so I’m late. There’s already a client waiting outside my wellness room. Not good. That could really hurt my feedback. I apologise to him and rush inside. Luckily the room is clean, the cleaners must have been in overnight. I can’t have any more delays.

Music on, candles lit, incense burning. I check my bookings for the client’s information. I don’t have time to brush up too much, I just skim. He’s a gym-goer. Here to improve his performance. He hits the gym after his sessions. So speed is definitely implied. He’s not here for a long time, he just wants the job done.

Interestingly, there’s a handwritten note stuck to his file:

“Don’t be a gains goblin! He hates it if you swallow his cum— he thinks you’re stealing his protein and his gains. Make sure to spit it back into his mouth. Yes… I’m serious!”


Uh… that’s a new one. Normally men are desperate for me to swallow, not spit. Spitting it into his mouth? I thought I’d seen everything, but clearly not. I’ll have to check with him though, imagine if this was just a prank by another girl. It would be funny as fuck for them, but it would be ruinous for me.

I usher the client into the room, giving him the customary hug at the door. He’s already starting to unbuckle his trousers, he’s keen.

“Hey… so there’s a note in your records with a very specific request, and I just wanted to check that it’s accurate. I don’t want to give you a bad experience.”

“Yes, it’s accurate. Got to optimise my gains.”

Interesting. Looking at him, you wouldn’t think that he’s that much of a fitness buff. He’s not in awful shape, but he’s no Adonis either. More dad-bod than gym-bro. His arms are nice though. Thick, powerful. Strong enough to take whatever they wanted from me. But that’s not how this session was going to go. His notes were clear about that, and I had another session after him anyway.

I slip down between his legs. He’s sitting on the edge of the bed, trousers down. His cock is starting to harden in his boxers. I know he’s looking for speed, so I don’t do the usual teasing. I just ease his cock out from his underwear, and slip it into my mouth. The salty musk of his head touches my tongue as I slide it past my lips. Up and down I bob, letting his shaft fill my mouth. Every so often I push myself to take it further, letting it tease my throat. I do it to test my limits, keep my skills sharp. And men like it when they see you choke on their cock. It makes them feel powerful, makes them feel big. Seeing a pretty girl look up with tears in her eyes as she chokes on his cock is like crack for them. And I need a good performance review.

I keep slopping away at his cock. I know he wants speed, so I’m doing my best to speed up the process. My desperate gulps around his shaft just aren’t working. Even impaling my mouth on his cock isn’t working. The chokes are having no effect. I don’t get it. I’m really feeling the pressure now. How am I supposed to get a promotion if I can’t even make him cum?

Letting him leave with undrained balls isn’t an option. That would be a death sentence for my performance review. I redouble my efforts. Saliva is dripping down my chin, coating my breasts, soaking through my blouse. I’m choking more often than not now. Shoving his cock down my mouth greedily, trying to coax the cum out of him. I even start talking like a pornstar, in the hopes it gets him going. “Oh daddy you feel so good.” “Your cock is so good in my mouth.” Nothing. Shit. What am I going to do?

He’s looking visibly frustrated now, in the quick glances I steal between slops. My cheeks are starting to burn. I’m normally so much better than this! Why today? Why now?

He stands up. Oh no. I’ve failed. I’m ruined.

But wait… he’s not trying to get dressed, he’s not trying to leave. He towers over me. His hands move to my head. His strong arms grip me firmly. Bring me to his cock. He thrusts his length into my mouth. I’m not a girl, I’m an object to be used for his pleasure. He doesn’t see me as a person, just a way to cum. He starts to fuck my mouth like the needy little fleshlight I am.

GLCK GLCK GLCK. Each thrust slops more saliva out of me, coating me, coating the floor beneath me. My thoughts stop. I’m just a mouth taking cock. GLCK GLCK GLCK. His thrusts are rough. He doesn’t consider my need to breathe, he just takes what he needs. Now he’s in my throat, HNNNG-HNNNG-HNNNG. His cock is everything. When it’s all the way inside my throat, nothing else matters.

He’s pushing me to new levels. He pulls his cock out almost all the way, before thrusting right back in. Fucking my face. Using me like the whore I am. It’s hard on me, but I’m loving it. This is what I was born to do. I want him to be happy. It’s what I’m here for.

The thrusting stops. His cock is withdrawn from my mouth, and I’m left staring needily at his length.

“Do you remember your special instructions?” He asks, towering over me.

My mind is almost blank. I’m completely cock drunk and ruined. I’m covered in slob and spit. Special instructions?

Oh… the cum thing.

“Yes… I remember,” the words come slowly.

“Good. I’m close.”

The words give me a second wind. My mouth greedily accepts his cock as he brings it towards me. I keep sucking as he thrusts his length up and down my throat. The wet slapping sounds of his thrusts fill the room, but I don’t care. It’s what I’m here for. Every time he pulls away, I push my mouth forward to meet him. Every thrust brings me closer to my goal.

And then all of a sudden, without even a moan, I feel his cock start to pulse.

SHLURP. SHLURP. SHLURP.

Each pulse of cum slops into my mouth as I milk it out of his cock. I accept it all, but I don’t swallow. I remember my orders. I’m not going to fail him now.

Once the final drops of cum are milked out of his cock, he slips it back out of my mouth. His hands go to the sides of my face, stroking my cheeks. He gestures for me to stand. Legs trembling, clothes soaked through, I get to my feet. I’m careful not to spill a drop of the cum in my mouth.

The client’s strong hands wrap around me, bringing me into a kiss. A wet, passionate and sloppy kiss. Like lovers who have been forced apart, now brought together. The cum slips from my mouth into his. He swallows it.

Jesus Christ.

It’s strange, it’s kind of hot. I don’t understand it, but I suppose that’s not my job. I’m here for his pleasure, not to question him. He kisses me a little more, then pulls away. He goes straight to his clothes and starts getting dressed for the gym, reminding me that this is just business, not pleasure. My pussy hasn’t got this memo. It’s pulsing between my legs, wet with need. If my next client doesn’t use it, I’m going to have to take matters into my own hands.

The client thanks me, and heads out the door. I’m hoping he’ll give me feedback, but I’m not sure he will. Sometimes I think I need to start reminding them, but I’m worried it might backfire and they might decide to give me bad feedback instead.

I look at myself in the mirror in the en-suite attached to the wellness room. I’m a mess. My makeup has run down my face, saliva and cum has dripped down my chin. I’ve gone from professional to used cum-dump whore in thirty minutes. My clothes are soaked through. Thankfully, the wellness room stocks a stack of scrubs that can be worn and easily replaced. I generally prefer to wear my own clothes, so that I’m cuter for the client (and get better feedbacks submitted), but if the choice is between wet clothes and scrubs, I’ll take scrubs.

Outside the door my next client is already waiting. Shit. I need to clean myself up. I go to the door to tell him to take a seat, that I’ll be ready for him soon. The man I find when I open the door isn’t my client. It’s the head of sales.

“It looks like you’ve been busy…” he says with a grin.

“Yes, sorry about this, I had an intense client.”

“Don’t worry about it. That’s the kind of work ethic I like to see in an employee. It makes me think I’ve made the right choice.”

“Right choice? I don’t understand sir.”

“We have a big client today. Triple diamond platinum. Ten billion ARR. We need to make sure he renews the deal, or our targets for this year are fucked. The obvious solution would be to use the talent, but he’s a classy guy. He can’t be getting chlamydia from a pornstar and taking it home to his wife.”

“So you need someone respectable?”

“Exactly. It’s not an affair, it’s like getting a massage. He obviously wants his cock to be drained, like any man. But he needs to be able to feel that it’s morally acceptable. That’s where you come in. If we use you, it’s like it’s a therapeutic thing.”

“What do you need me to do?”

“We’ve got their team over for negotiations. They’re going to be hot and flustered and stressed. Stressed people don’t want to sign big deals, they want to run away. We need him to sign. So I’m thinking you ‘run into’ him in the break room and offer him a relaxation session. You do whatever he needs, get him nice and relaxed, and send him up for us to close the deal. Sound like a plan?”

“I think I can do it, but won’t he figure out what we’re doing?”

“I don’t think he will be doing any thinking when he sees you. Just pretend you don’t know who he is, and get yourself up to the break room on the top floor for one o’clock.”

“Yes sir, I won’t let you down!”

As he departs, ideas and plans are spinning through my head. This is my opportunity to make consultant. This is my one shot. I need to make it count.
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I’m riding in the lift to the top floor. The executive floor. People like me never have a reason to go there— we suck cock, we don’t make decisions.

I’ve begged, borrowed and stealed to put together my outfit. The clothes I wore into the office this morning are ruined with cum and spit. There’s no way you’re going to get a CEO to accept a massage if you’re covered in another man’s cum. Well, not this CEO. I’m sure there’s some CEOs who would be into that.

I need to look good. Not pornstar good—girl next door. Desirable, not slutty. That’s the play here. If I go up looking like a pornstar, he’ll think I’m just a run of the mill slut or prostitute. He could get that anywhere. Men like this aren’t interested in what they can have, they’re interested in what they can’t have. I’ll make myself desirable, I’ll make his cock twitch, but I won’t let him have me. Not straight away. I’ll pretend I’m just a sweet little therapist who doesn’t even know what sex is. And the desire will build up in him, his balls will swell. He’ll be mine.

So here I am in the lift, wearing a slutty little skirt, someone else’s shirt and makeup done to perfection. My mission: make that CEO cum.

The lift opens on the 11th floor with a ding. I walk out, heels clicking beneath me. I waltz into the break room, wiggling my ass with every step. Making sure every step looks good, in case my target is watching. He is. As I enter the room, I see an older man in an expensive suit. He must be the guy.

He’s making himself a coffee, and when he sees me, he offers to make me one too. Perfect. I giggle and thank him.

“I haven’t seen you around before, are you from another office?” I ask innocently.

He chuckles, “No, no. I’m a client. Your bosses are giving me a hard time, trying to get me to renew our contract. It’s getting pretty heated in there.” He hands me the coffee.

“Sounds stressful. I think I prefer my job.”

“What do you do here?”

“I work in wellness. Therapy, massage, that kind of thing. Anything my client needs to relax.”

“That does sound better than sitting in meetings. I couldn’t tell you the last time I’ve had a massage…” He says, gripping his mug.

“Well I have a slot open, that’s why I’m in here. Maybe you could take it?”

“That’s a very kind offer, but I’m very busy and I don’t think I can be taking time out to go have a massage.” He looks apologetic. Shit. I’m going to fail my mission. My promotion is evaporating before my eyes.

I put my hand on his. I’m going all in.

“I know what it’s like. I have a lot of executive clients who are so dedicated to their work that they don’t feel they can invest the time in satisfying their own needs,” I lean in, “but that’s what I’m here for. To satisfy—all—of your needs.” He looks a bit flustered. “I’ll be down on the third floor if you need me. I have my own office, you can’t miss it.”

And with that, I waltz out of the room, making sure to wiggle with each step. Looking any more needy won’t close the sale. It’s up to him now. That should have been enough to get his blood flowing.

* * *


Sitting in the wellness room, I feel awful. I don’t know if it’s going to work. Have I messed it up? Was it too forward? Too desperate? Am I socially inept? Maybe. Maybe I’ve fucked it all up. Seducing married men at work isn’t my usual game, normally they have an appointment. With each tick of the clock, I feel my promotion draining away.

A knock at the door. I snap to attention. Is that him? I try not to run too quickly to open it, I don’t want to look as needy as I feel. My pussy hasn’t stopped dripping since my last session. As much as I need to win, I also have other needs.

Opening the door, I find the CEO standing there awkwardly. He gives me a nervous smile, and I flash one back to put him at ease. He’s made the right decision.

“I’m so glad you could make it, come right in!” I say enthusiastically.

“I started thinking, and you’re right. I never have any time to myself. I take my work laptop on holiday for fucks sake. What’s wrong with me?”

“I understand, that’s why it’s so important to book time for your own wellness. This whole team was set up to cater to people like you that need a little structure to make sure they’re taken care of.”

He sees the bed in the middle of the room. “Why is there a bed in here? I thought you said this was therapy?”

“I cater to all of my clients needs. Some clients need to talk, some clients need massage, some just need to be held and comforted. The room is equipped for all sorts of treatments. I’m not going to do anything which makes you uncomfortable. Come and have a seat, and we’ll talk about it.”

He sits down on the comfortable leather sofa. “I’m married, I have a wife and children.”

I sit next to him, “Tell me about that. Is everything going okay? Is there anything you’re missing?”

“It’s been hard. I’m working a lot. We’re not as connected as we used to be.“

I take his hand in mine, “That’s understandable. You’ve got a lot going on, they’ve got a lot going on. It’s hard to find time to be together. You’re together emotionally, but not physically. I see it a lot.”

“You do?”

“Of course. And some clients find that our sessions really help bring them closer to their families. Without having to carry around all that weight of expectation, they can just enjoy being with them. I’d like to try something with you, if you’d be up for it.”

“What is it?”

My hand moves from his, up to his face. “I want you to kiss me like you used to kiss your wife, back when you first met. Before you started thinking about it.”

“I don’t know if I can…”

“Don’t think, just do.”

He leans towards me. One hand finds the back of my neck, the other my waist. When his lips meet mine, I feel a jolt of energy. My pussy actually tingles. His kiss is so passionate, so intense. He’s all over me. A moan slips out, and it’s not even an act. As my hand creeps towards his cock, he actually bats it away. With a grunt, he lifts me up and throws me to the bed. And then he’s on me again. Kissing me, tearing at my clothes. He pulls down my skirt, pulls down my underwear. Dives in. Lips meet lips. The warm wetness of his mouth sends shockwaves through me. He’s lapping at me, tasting me. Exploring every part of me. After so much teasing and frustration, I’m overwhelmed by the sensations. I needed this so bad. I’m supposed to be taking the lead here, but my needy little pussy won’t let me. It’s too enraptured by the things he is doing with his tongue.

My eyes are closed, all I can think about is the pleasure. I feel him slip fingers inside of me, exploring me deeper and deeper. Each time he thrusts, I move my hips against it to amplify the feeling. He’s good, really good. I can see why the board chose him.

Already I feel the build up within me. The waves of pleasure crashing, ready to come out. He’s actually going to make me cum. “Oh god… I’m going to cum!” Slips out of me. Right as the pleasure peaks, his movements change. His fingers retreat, and then. Oh god. His cock enters me. And I cum hard. As each wave crashes through me, my greedy little cunt squeezes and milks his cock. His lips are on mine and he moans through me. I feel his cock pulse deep within me as his load is milked out of him.

The executive collapses on top of me, completely spent. We lie there for a while in the afterglow. When he finally recovers, he looks at me with the shame of a man who has let his cock lead.

“I’m so sorry, I don’t know what I was thinking,” he stumbles over his words, “I have a wife!”

My voice is calming, “It’s okay, it’s completely normal to feel like that. You’ve just experienced something very intense and had a huge rush of hormones. It’ll take you a few minutes to settle. Please just trust me.”

I pull him into my arms and cuddle him. A classic case of the post-nut regret, it’s one of the first things they teach you in training school. A horny man will do anything, follow his cock anywhere. He won’t think at all. Until he finishes. Then all those thoughts, regrets, realisations, they hit him like a wave. All at once. It’s incredibly intense for them, and can be really damaging for a client-therapist relationship. There’s no point having a great session if they walk out the door full of regret and shame. That won’t lead to good feedback in workday.

I continue to soothe him. “You made me feel really good. Genuinely. I’ve never had someone do it like that before. Your wife is very lucky to have you. And now that you know that passion is still in you, you can go home and show it to her tonight.”

“But what if she finds out?”

“All of these sessions are completely confidential. They’re covered under medical data protection rules. There’s nothing to be ashamed of here, this is completely normal therapeutic treatment. Happens all day every day. The important thing is, did you enjoy it?”

“You felt so good. I couldn’t control myself.”

“And I bet that’s how you used to feel with your wife, before the weight of it all ground you down.”

“You’re right… this is what we used to be like.”

“So you know what you need to do then. You need to go home to her and show her that you still feel this way. That you’re still obsessed with her. Make her feel how you just made me feel.”

“Oh my god you’re right. I’ve been neglecting her. I can’t remember the last time we acted like this.”

“Go to her. Fix it.”

“But my meeting… they’re all waiting on me.”

I have him now. “Yes… you can’t neglect your work. But perhaps you could speed up the process? The quicker you get it signed, the quicker you can be home with your wife. Tonight’s not the night to be working late.”

“I will, thank you so much for your help. You’ve saved my marriage!”

I help him dress and get presentable. He’s covered in my juices, still babbling about his wife. But nobody will say anything to him, because he’s the boss. I wave him goodbye as he hobbles towards the lifts.

I’ve done all I can now, I can only pray that it’s enough. I want that company car.
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The head of sales is buzzing when he comes to my office the next morning.

“Chloe, I don’t know what you did with that client yesterday, but it worked! They signed the renewal and were out of here in under an hour!”

“Happy to help!” I say with a smile.

“You did more than help, you smashed it!” He pauses, “And up on the exec floor, we’ve been talking about you. Some of us feel that your talent is wasted and you could be doing more for the company than just sucking off the code monkeys.”

I try not to lose my shit. “Oh?”

“The board feels that in light of your excellent work closing a triple diamond platinum deal, you should be the one to run a new initiative we’re going to trial. We’re calling it Client Experience. You’ll be leading it.”

Oh my god! This is it! I’ve done it!

“That sounds like fun!” I try not to sound as eager as I feel. “What will we be doing?”

“We’re running an event for the really big clients. Customers who buy over a hundred terabits of porn a second, proper pipeline customers. Quadruple platinum diamond elite customers. We’ve got a corporate box at the football stadium, and we need you to organise an event there to keep them all renewing.”

Uh oh. It’s all on me? I guess I asked for this. “What kind of event should it be?”

“We’re thinking something that really shows off the range of therapies we offer. The full package. Not only are we looking to renew their porn contracts, we’re also trying to cross-sell wellness services to them. So we need you girls to be on top form.”

“Girls?”

“Well you can’t possibly cater to so many big guests on your own, can you? We’re giving you a team. You’ll be in charge. A couple of new joiners and a consultant. My secretary Davide will send you all the details. Sound good?”

“It sounds amazing.” I’m beaming, I can’t help it.

“Great, I’ll see you at the event!”

“I won’t let you down!”

When he leaves, I’m a bundle of nerves. It’s amazing, it’s exciting, but it’s fucking terrifying. I’m going to be in charge of this huge event for quadruple platinum diamond elite customers, and if I fuck up, I’m going to be fucking up in front of all of the most important people in the business. It could sink my whole career. No matter how good you are at sucking cock, there’s no coming back from a failure like that.

An email comes through on my computer with a ding. The sales secretary, Davide, with the details of my new team. There’s a real mix of experience, from Kate, an experienced Oral Consultant, down to Lucy, an eighteen year old apprentice, fresh out of high school. A graduate Analist—Rebecca—rounds out the team. She must be brave, specialising in Anal right out of university.

The consultant should be able to handle herself with minimal supervision, but the new graduate is not going to have any work experience, and the apprentice hasn’t even been to university. They’re going to need some serious coaching to get them ready for quadruple platinum diamond elite clients.

I send the girls an email welcoming them to the team, and arrange 1:1s with them in the afternoon. The rest of my morning is filled with client work. Even with more responsibility, I still have to take cock like anyone else.

* * *


My first 1:1 is with Kate, a striking brunette in her late twenties. Fit toned body, nipple piercings visible through her tight shirt, big plump cock sucking lips. I can see why she’s ended up in the department she has. Her face is definitely the kind of face I would want to see looking up at me with a cock in her mouth, if I was a man. The thought is making my pussy tingle and I start to blush.

“Hi Kate, nice to meet you. I’m Chloe. Glad to have you aboard.”

“Happy to be here, it sounds like a fun event. I just have a few questions if you don’t mind.”

“Uh… sure”

“What code can we charge our time to? And can we bill expenses to it?”

Embarrassed, I reply “I’m not sure, I don’t know about that kind of stuff.”

“Have you not been a delivery lead before?”

“No, I’m an associate, this is my first event.”

Kate looks frustrated, “Are you serious? I’ve been sucking cock for 6 years and I’m being supervised by an associate?! Whose cock did you suck?”

I’m trying to keep my composure but my eyes are starting to water. “I’m sorry, I didn’t ask for this, they just offered it to me...”

Her look starts to soften when she sees the tears welling in my eyes.

“I’m sorry, I’m not angry at you. It’s just that nobody takes Oral Consulting seriously, they see us as just starters to the main event. Someone to just get the client going, and then hand it off to a closer who can milk their cock into their hole. And the worst part is, even if you do make a client cum, sometimes they feel like they’re missing out, because they didn’t get to the main act. It’s soul destroying!”

“That’s so unfair! Oral is one of my favourite things, how could anyone not enjoy having someone as pretty as you sucking their cock?” I’m shocked that anyone would turn her down.

“You think I’m pretty?” She flutters her eyes at me with a cheeky smile. I feel my cheeks go bright red and I start to mince my words.

“Well… yes… of course…”

“Since you’re going to be supervising my work… perhaps you need to sample it first. For performance management.” A mischievous smile spreads across her face and she starts to move towards me.

“For performance management…” I stutter out, as she slips underneath my desk. Oh fuck.

I don’t try and stop her. I could lie to you and tell you that I’m frozen or too shocked to move. I could try and tell you all kinds of things. But the wetness between my legs would show you how I’m really feeling.

She’s beautiful. She’s slipping my panties down under my skirt and to my ankles. And I’m not fighting it, not even a little bit. Her big green eyes look into my soul has her lips meet mine. She starts with gentle little kisses on my mound, on my lips, around my clit. Everything she touches feels electric. It’s taking everything in me not to just grab her head and mush her into me. Just to get more sensation out of her. Fuck. Am I a slut for girls now?

When her tongue starts to work, I realise. I am. I can’t even think straight. “Oh my god…”

“I’m going to make you cum at your desk, like a good little employee…” Her voice is muffled by my pussy, she doesn’t even lift off of it fully. I feel the vibrations from the sound running through me.

She’s going to do it. She’s actually going to make me cum. A girl is going to make me cum. I try to keep my composure, but I can’t, she’s too good. This is more than just skilled work, she’s actually into this. Her greedy little mouth is all over me, drawing patterns, probing every corner of me. It’s making me go wild. I just have to embrace it. “Oh fuck, keep going like that” I whisper as she finds the perfect spot. I can’t help but grind my needy pussy into her. I need this so bad. Any shame at it being a girl is gone, she’s perfect. Her mouth. Oh fuck.

“Oh my god… I’m going to cum!” The waves inside me build to a climax, electricity shooting through me. My whole body is convulsing in rhythm with my cunt. I see stars, planets, galaxies. I am the universe. I am cum. Cum is me.

I flop back in my chair for who knows how long. My brain is mush. She’s turned me into pudding. When I stop being the universe, she’s back in her chair opposite me. A predatory smile covers her face.

“Still think oral is just a starter?”

“I didn’t even think that before, but now I definitely don’t… Are women always that good?”

“First time?”

“Yeah… and now I’m reconsidering things… but I’m supposed to be having meetings with the other girls! We need to get back to work!”

“No fun!”

“You’ve clearly shown your skills, and you’re right about oral not being appreciated in consulting. So what if we specifically advertise it as a main event? Like make an oral section, put slutty little banners of you up around it, advertise it as an opportunity to get the life sucked out of you. And you never know, maybe there are some female executives there…”

Kate bounces up in excitement, “Oh my god yes! That’s perfect! You’re the best!”

“I try,” I say with a smile. “Get yourself some banners made by marketing, and I’ll need you to arrange the catering too. Something light?”

“No problem boss!”

I walk her to the door, and she hugs me before she leaves. It feels good, she smells like vanilla. I let it last a little longer than I normally would. Can you blame me?

* * *


I’m still wet between the legs when Rebecca arrives. Kate ate up all my time… I’m not complaining, but I must look a mess. If she notices, she doesn’t mention it.

I hug her at the door, but it’s an awkward hug. She’s wearing a very smart outfit, almost a suit. More like a banker than an anal slut. Not the kind of clothes I would expect someone with her role to be wearing. It’s hard to tell what she looks like under it.

I gesture for her to take a seat in front of my desk.

“Nice to meet you Rebecca, I’m Chloe.”

“Hi…” She seems really nervous.

“So you’re my Analist... I’m glad to have you. We definitely need to cater to all desires at this event if we want it to be big success.”

She doesn’t say anything. She’s an awkward one.

“So how are you finding it here? Enjoying the anal?”

“Uhhh…”

“You have had anal before right? This isn’t your first role?”

“No…”

Oh my god. An analist who has never had anal. This could be very messy. Imagine an executive, about to go balls deep in a tight new grad, when she gets second thoughts. That could sink billions in revenue. Fuck.

I try to suppress my worry and keep my voice calm and kind. “What about… at home? With a boyfriend?”

“No…” she says shyly. Fuck.

There’s only one play I can think of here.

“We don’t have time to train you up to be an anal slut, the event is in two days. So what we’ll have to do is use it as a selling point. They can be your first. The big executive types will love that. Have you ever had anything in your ass at all?”

“No…”

“You can’t go in a complete virgin. Even if they’ll love it, it’s not healthy. We don’t want you getting injured. We’ll have to stretch you out a little...” I reach into my drawer and grab some lube. “Come round here honey.”

She nervously stands up and comes around to my side of the desk, hugging her arms around herself.

“Bend over for me sweetie.” I start to pull down her smart trousers. She’s shaking with nerves, but as I slip them down her legs I see that her underwear is soaked through. Her smart outfit doesn’t fit the slutty little thong she has between her legs.

“Are you okay if I start touching you?”

“Yes…” She whimpers as my fingers brush her mound. Her pussy is pink, puffy and wet. The perfect little cock sleeve. Unfortunately for her, that’s not the part that needs training. I lube up my fingers. She lets out a surprised little moan as I push them inside her tight little hole, stretching her open. Definitely an anal virgin, that’s for sure. I feel envious of men, being able to experience this with their cocks. I wish I could fuck her tight little ass myself. The suit was really hiding her curves, she looks amazing without it.

After working her with two fingers for a while, I grab a plug out of my drawer. It’s wide enough to prepare her, without being too much of a stress.

“I’m going to put a plug in you sweetie, is that okay?”

She turns to me, her face bright red. “Yes… that’s okay”

I push the plug inside her and pull her thong over it. “I’m all done, you can get up now.”

She stands up and tries to make herself presentable. She keeps looking at her feet.

“Take that plug out every few hours and re-lubricate it. Keep wearing it on and off, and make sure to wear it on the day. It’ll make it a lot easier.”

“Ok…” she says quietly.

“Good girl. I need to have my last meeting now, I don’t have much time. See you on Wednesday.”

“See you.”

She awkwardly walks out of my office, the plug clearly affecting her gait. What a strange, shy girl. At least they’ll enjoy her ass.

* * *


My last appointment is with little Lucy. Thankfully she’s not as shy as Rebecca, but she is a total virgin.

“Like, not even kissing?”

“No, not even kissing.”

“And you decided to get a job at a porn company, having sex with men?”

She lets out a nervous giggle and twiddles her hair. You wouldn’t think that she’s a virgin if you saw her. She has long platinum hair and bright red lips. Her outfit makes her look like a slutty school girl— since she’s freshly eighteen, she basically is.

The executives will definitely be obsessed with her, but will she be able to handle their affections? I’m not sure. It’s just my luck that I get two virgins in a team of three.

“Well I don’t have time to teach you, so we’ll have to make it work.”

And then it hits me. This is perfect. Executives want something they can’t have. I have two girls that have never been had before. We could auction them off for charity. It’ll make it a competition between all those big men. Instead of just offering these girls up to the first person who walks over, they’ll have to fight over them. Even if they don’t win, they’ll want to come back to try again next time.

“Lucy, I have an—unusual—idea. How would you feel about being auctioned off?”

“Like for money?”

“Yes, for charity. We’ll sell your virginity to the highest bidder. Instead of trying to work around it, we’ll just make it the selling point.”

“I’d be up for that.” She smiles.

“Great, make sure you wear something really cute and innocent looking!”

“I will! And pigtails?”

“Exactly. We want them bidding high.”

She leaves with a smile on her face, excited about being auctioned off. Who would have guessed that the virgin would have been the easiest of the bunch to deal with…
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When I walk into the corporate box, I’m struck by the size of it. It’s like a floor in our building, it stretches away on both sides. The wall opposite the door is made of huge glass windows, through which you can see the match below. But I can’t imagine there’s going to be many people watching that game. Not with the kind of entertainment we have cooked up.

We have a fully staffed bar, and waitresses ready to take drinks and snacks round to people. The main course and the auction will take place at half time.

Kate sees me and comes running over. She’s wearing her hair in slutty little pigtails, the perfect handlebars for a cock sucker.

“Chloe! They’ve set it up just like you said they would! I have my own little area dedicated to sucking cock!”

She drags me over to her area. “Look! I’m famous!”

The marketing team have set up some standing display banners with photographs of Kate doing her best to pleasure some beautiful cocks. I admire them with her. “You look so cute in these photos! The execs are definitely going to want you to suck their cock!”

“Thank you so much! I hope so. I can’t wait until they arrive!” She pauses for a moment, “Oh and the catering is here, it’s all sorted and ready to go.”

“What did you go for in the end?”

“Sushi. But served on a bed of Japanese women.”

“Whoah. Very sophisticated.” I’m impressed by the attention to detail.

“Thanks! I thought we should really go all out, and the sushi place have it on their menu so… why not?”

“I love it. Have you met the other girls yet?”

“No, should we go find them?”

We go back to the main area, and I see Rebecca and Lucy hanging around by the entrance. “Hey girls, over here!” I shout, waving at them. They shuffle over to us.

“I like your hair,” says Lucy, “Maybe I should put my hair in pigtails…”

“It would definitely help sell your virgin image.” I say.

Rebecca chimes in. “Maybe we should all go for pigtails? I’ve had friends in hospitality who say it really increases tips.”

I’m up for anything that will help us put on a good event. “Let’s do it! It’ll be cute to match.”

The girls help me put my hair up and we check each other over. Lucy definitely looks the part of the virgin, with her pretty blonde pigtails and her tiny little skirt. Even my mouth is watering at the sight of her. Those executives won’t be able to help themselves.

“Lucy, have you told the others about the main event yet?”

“No...” she replies.

“We’re having a charity auction.” I tell them. “Little Lucy’s virgin pussy will be on of the items up for sale, as will Rebecca’s ass. And of course, they’ll have to be able to bid on who gets to defile Kate’s mouth first.”

“I love it!” Says Kate.

“Are you not in the auction?” Asks Rebecca.

“No, I need to keep my focus so that I can make sure everything goes alright.” I shrug.

“Lame…” says Lucy.

“I know, I know. But someone’s got to be responsible for things. We can’t all just take cock. Now are you guys all shaved and stretched?”

They nod.

“Good. They’re going to be here soon, so we all need to be presentable. Make sure all of your holes are clean and looking their best. You never know which one an executive will want. That goes for you too Kate!”

“They wouldn’t…”

“If an executive wants your pussy, you give it to him. We’ve got to all just muck in and get on with it.”

She frowns. “Fine.”

“Good girl.”

A secretary runs in. “They’re here! They’re here!”

“Shit, are we all presentable?” I do a quick check of the girls. “Let’s go greet them.” I guide them towards the door.

It begins.

* * *


The first person through the door is the head of sales, walking with a familiar figure. The executive he set me up with the other day.

“Girls, this is David from FaceFuck. David, this our client experience team led by Chloe.”

David takes my hand. “We’ve met before, haven’t we.” He winks. I blush.

“Nice to see you again.”

“I love your matching hair girls.”

He’s led away to go find a good view of kick-off.

Executives start to flood through the door now. People I recognise from Booble, people wearing shirts branded with SlipSlop and SlutShark. Even someone from Minger. My head is a blur. People are throwing names at me, shaking my hand, asking me questions. They’re all just merging into one. I really hope nobody is going to expect me to remember their name.

Everyone’s starting to mingle. Waitresses are weaving through the crowd with trays of drinks. On the field below, the match has started— but the real entertainment is yet to come.

In a room that’s normally a meeting room (who the hell hires out an event box for a meeting?), our event people have set up a little stage. We’ve even hired a real auctioneer to do the selling. It’s going to be awesome.

The sushi place is going to bring up the girl-platters right before it starts, so everyone can tuck in as they bid. And hopefully, the competition between those big-shot execs will also follow through to their contract renewals.

* * *


When play stops at half-time, I draw everyone’s attention to me. “Gentleman, ladies, if you’ll follow me through to the other room, we’re all set up for refreshments and our charity auction.”

I lead the crowd into the room. Against one wall we have the platters of naked Japanese women covered in sushi, as is the traditional method of serving it. Against the far wall we have the stage, and the middle of the room has round tables for everyone to sit while they eat and bid.

The guests start filing in. Grabbing sushi, admiring the women, taking their seats. Once people start looking settled, the auction kicks off. Kate is brought onto the stage.

“Ladies and gentleman, our first lot is has a better mouth on her than I do. This is Kate, a twenty-nine-year-old oral consultant who can suck a golfball through a hose. She’s offering up the opportunity to be the first person to use her mouth today. Shall we start the bidding at a thousand pounds?”

A man in the audience raises his hand.

“Two thousand?”

A woman raises her hand. The auctioneer looks at Kate in surprise, not sure whether to accept the bid. She gestures that it’s fine. “Very well, the current top bidder is the lady at the front! Can I get three thousand?”

The bidding continues for a few rounds, and the female executive wins at £15,000. A pretty good price…

Next up is Rebecca. There’s definitely a few ass-lovers in the crowd, because the bidding goes all the way up to £45,000. The auctioneer really makes sure to show her off and get her bending over, to rile up the bidders.

Next up is Lucy, except Kate is whispering to the auctioneer…

“And we have a surprise addition to the lots ladies and gentlemen, our host Chloe will now be available for whatever you desire. Come on up here Chloe!”

I go bright red. This wasn’t part of the plan, but everyone’s looking at me now and I can’t exactly turn down something that’s for charity. I go up on the stage and stand there awkwardly as the crowd gawks. I try to take a sexy pose.

“Shall we start the bidding?”

A few bids are taken for me, and I see David start bidding. He gets me for a respectable £20,000. I’m shooed off the stage. Lucy replaces me, posing in her slutty little outfit.

“Our final lot is little Lucy, only eighteen years old, fresh out of school. She’s never even kissed a man before I’m told. We’ll start the bidding at ten thousand.”

The bids keep going up and up. There’s a real bidding war for her among the older men. The CEO of SlipSlop gets her for £130,000. The pressure will really be on Lucy to make sure he gets his moneys worth.

“And that’s all folks! Winners, head to the front to make payment and collect your prize. Everyone else, the girls will be available again once the winners have had their go!”

The crowd disperses from the room with disappointed looks. But don’t worry, they won’t be left unsatisfied. They just have to wait in line first.

David comes to the front to collect me.

“I hope you don’t mind, but I enjoyed our time together so much that I decided to have you all to myself again.”

“I don’t mind, it was fun,” I say, twirling my hair nervously.

The winners get to take us into private “meeting” rooms away from everyone else. They’ve fitted them out with beds and stocked them with a mini-bar of sex supplies. And now I’m going to be ending up in one too.

The female executive that bought Kate is looking very happy with her purchase. She’s in her late forties and you can tell she has a lot of experience, but she still looks really good. She definitely works out. Her arm is hooked through Kate’s and she has the biggest smile on her face. Kate doesn’t look unhappy with the arrangement either. I’m starting to think that Kate’s real passion isn’t sucking cock…

Rebecca is being admired by her purchaser, a man in his thirties. He’s wearing a sleek dark suit. Their session hasn’t even started, and he already can’t keep his hands off of her. His hand keeps slipping down to her rear to knead her. She’s blushing but she seems to be enjoying the attention.

Lucy is trembling with nerves. She’s never even kissed a boy before, and she’s just been told to a CEO for £130,000. It’s a hell of a lot of pressure for your first time. She’s still smiling though, and he’s not being rough with her. Just admiring how pretty she looks.

David can’t keep this eyes off of me. I have no idea what he has planned for me, but he clearly has something in mind. Those eyes are not filled with indecisiveness, that’s for sure. And helpfully, Kate didn’t even say what I was being auctioned for, so it could be anything! He doesn’t seem like the cruel type though. It should be fun. Right?

“Shall we make a move then?” I ask everyone. The men quickly agree. I can see the hunger in their eyes. They would take us right here if they could. We start to lead them back to the rooms…
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We get to the private rooms. Rebecca’s buyer can’t wait any longer, and immediately pulls her into a room. Once he’s made the first move, any hesitations among the group quickly disappear. Kate is pulled into a room by the female executive, who’s already eating her face. They look like lovers. I’m kind of jealous of their passion.

Lucy is the last of the three to go in, she still looks kind of terrified. But the CEO seems kind, and she goes with him. Finally it’s just me and David.

“So... you’ve got me all to yourself again. What are you going to go with me?”

“I suppose I could do anything… couldn’t I.”

“I suppose you could.”

He takes my arm and pulls me into a room. In the middle of the room there’s a flatpack bed with white sheets that someone’s assembled. They didn’t bother with any other furniture. It looks like it’s normally a meeting room, but it’s absent any tables or chairs.

David is already stripping off and getting ready to claim his prize. I have to set a timer on my phone. It’s not that I don’t want to spend all day with David, but it’s not going to be a very fun event for the rest of the people here if we’re all just fucking in rooms, while they wait around. The auction only bought first dibs, not exclusivity.

Timer set, I start taking off my own clothes.

“You can leave the skirt on…” Oh…

“Yes, sir…” I lie down beside him, topless but with my slutty little skirt still on. His hand immediately starts moving up my legs, exploring every inch of me. His other hand brings me into a kiss. We’re all over each other. The desire between my legs has been growing and growing all day. And being on that stage in front of all those men… fuck. I get the sudden urge to take control.

Climbing on top of him, I start pawing at his underwear. “I need you inside me.” I can feel his rock hard cock. He quickly starts to shimmy his underwear down his legs. I don’t let him finish, I don’t even bother taking my own underwear off, I just pull it to the side and guide his cock into me. The fact that my pussy is even wet enough to take it so easily, tells me how hungry it is for his cock. I needed this bad.

I’m moving my hips in a frenzy, grinding myself against him. Bouncing would be for him, I’m not doing this for him. I’m doing this to cum. He tries to thrust inside me, but it’s futile. I simply grind down into him harder. Every movement brings me closer to the edge. I feel his hands running across my body, grabbing onto me.

“AHHH”, The orgasm hits like a truck. As the waves start to go through me, I stop holding him down, and he takes his opportunity. He hugs me into him and starts to fuck me from below, his hips thrusting up to meet me with each bounce. He’s completely in control. I’m barely even sure what’s going on, all I can feel is the cock pounding into my pussy as it contracts and tries to milk him dry.

“Take my cum…” he whispers in my ear with his final thrusts. I feel his cock pulsing inside me. His hips relax and the thrusting stops. I’m collapsed on top of him in a sweaty pile.

“That’s new…” he says. “I didn’t think you’d want to be the one in control.”

“I don’t know what came over me, I was just so turned on by the auction… I just needed you in me.”

We lie for a while, cuddling.

“Do we have time for another round?”

I check my phone. A minute left.

“We don’t, it’s almost time to go back.” He looks a bit upset at that. “Maybe you could come find me again in the crowd?”

“I’m not really into that.”

“Maybe another time then?”

“…”

“I’m sorry David, I have to go. The people need me.” I look at him sadly. He just doesn’t understand the burden of having to make sure everyone orgasms. I dress in awkward silence.

* * *


When the time is up, we all have to leave our rooms. The rest of the guests still need pleasuring, after all.

“How did it go Kate?” I ask. Her cheeks are flushed, and she’s slick with girl juices.

“She’s definitely a connoisseur… very specific in her requests. I’ve never been used so firmly by a woman before. It was like she was fucking my mouth!”

“Would you let her use you again?”

“Maybe…” she smiles.

“How about you Rebecca?”

“It kind of hurt at first but then it felt completely unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before.”

“I can relate to that!” Says Lucy, giggling.

“Would you do it again?”

“Well… it made me cum so… I guess so.”

“You came from just anal? You really are a butt slut after all.” I’m impressed. Not many girls can pull that off.

“And was your first time okay Lucy?”

“He was really sweet. He helped me suck his cock and then he fucked me. It kind of hurt at first, but I got used to it. Then he started really going for it. It was intense.”

Kate looks at me. “And how was your session? Don’t think you can just get away with not telling us!”

“It was good, in the end it wasn’t even him in charge. I just took what I needed from him.”

“Nice.”

“But that’s enough about me.” I look at them all. “Are you ready to take some more cock? We’ve got a lot of hungry guests out there.”

They all nod at me. I lead them back to the main room.

The crowd of men stare hungrily at us. They can see we’ve been freshly used. Our clothes are bedraggled, our pigtails coming loose with fluids left on our skin. In order to sate their hunger, we’ll have to serve them in groups. We can’t possibly get through this many one-to-one sessions.

* * *


I’ve split the crowd into four, roughly even groups. Kate will be running a blow-bang in her special area, although there’s actually a few women in her group too. Rebecca is naturally taking all the ass-lovers, Lucy is taking her admirers, and I’m picking up the rest.

We go into our respective groups. There are maybe fifteen men around me, all kinds of ages and shapes and sizes. They look as unsure as I feel. Like they don’t quite know what to do with me. It’s one thing to know that a girl is there for you to use, but it’s another thing to actually just start fucking her in front of a crowd of your coworkers.

I look at one of the men, “Why don’t you get us started, come and touch me.” And as soon as his hands start wandering over me, the spell breaks. The men are like frenzied beasts. They start tearing at my clothes, touching my pussy, feeling my breasts— one even starts biting me. There’s always one.

I find myself pushed to the floor. They start pushing their cocks towards me, and I’m taking them in my mouth like a greedy little whore. They all blur into one, I can’t even tell who they belong to or who I’m sucking at any one particular moment. They pass me around like their little pleasure doll.

Eventually one of them gets the courage to go behind me, and I feel his cock enter my pussy. I’m still wet with cum and lube, so he slips right in. “You little slut” he says, when he feels how easily he can get inside me. From then on, both ends of me remain in constant use as each man has his fill.

In the brief moments of respite, I can sometimes spot the other girls in their crowds. Kate started on her knees, but I see a woman riding her face, as an older man thrusts inside her. So much for being oral-only.

Lucy seems to have lost all her innocence, I watch her ride a man as two more fight to get their cock in her mouth. And Rebecca… poor Rebecca. With her ass already-prepped, they’ve realised they can use all three holes at once. She’s completely airtight. There’s a big smile on her face, and it must feel amazing, but jesus christ. That must be intense.

The men using me start to finish. Some of them pump their loads right into my pussy, pushing in as deep as they can. It’s not often you get such a willing slut. Others want to see me swallow, so they direct it into my mouth, or on my face. I greedily slurp down each load they give me. After all, the customer is always right.

GLCK GLCK GLCK, SHLURP SHLURP SHLURP. My throat makes truly disgusting sounds as each pulse of cum shoots into me. The man below me continues to pound away, making it hard to even think. I can’t keep count of how much cock I’ve taken at this point. When the two men using me have finished, I see there’s just one left. David.

He looks down at me in disgust. The sight I must be. My hair is ruined, my makeup spread everywhere, I’m covered in unimaginable amounts of cum, and dripping from every hole. And yet there is still hunger in his eyes.

He pushes me onto my back, grips me tight, and thrusts into me. His cock pushes through all the cum and spit deposited in my pussy by the other men. He starts to pound into me, harder and harder. Like he’s angry with me, like he’s taking that anger out on me. My pussy greedily accepts each thrust. I squelch around him. I can barely even feel his cock inside me, I’m so ruined.

With a final deep thrust he sprays another load inside me. He doesn’t even look me in the eyes when he’s done, he just gets up and walks away.

* * *


The guests have departed. I’m slumped in a chair, covered in spit, cum and my own juices. The other girls look just as much a mess as I do.

The head of sales pats me on the back as he is making his way out. “Chloe, that event was a huge success! I’m actually receiving complaints from clients… that there weren’t enough girls to buy in the auction! Next time I’m thinking we could take some of the talent too, have a real good selection available. You’ve done a great job!”

I did it. We did it. It’s taken everything we had, but we’ve pleasured every single executive in the room.
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When I got into my office the next day, there was a bouquet of flowers on my desk. It had a note saying they were from the board, as a thank you for putting on such a great event. We had raised £210,000 for charity!

As a result of the event, Booble managed to secure a hundred billion in ARR. The most successful day of deals in the companies history. Naturally after a success like that, they promoted me and made our department permanent. Client Experience now has fifteen girls and five guys working under me. Sometimes literally. We like to really develop a close working relationship in our team.

Kate heads a team in Client Experience focused on oral pleasure for women. It turns out there’s a whole untapped market among high-flying senior women. Who would have guessed? Some of our biggest growth areas are among female CEOs.

Rebecca ended up moving out of anal, she said the clients are too much of a pain in the butt. She actually went over to SlipSlop to help work on their algorithm which keeps gooners addicted to scrolling. Her therapeutic experience really helped get in the minds of those horny men and optimise their feed.

Lucy graduated from her apprenticeship and is now a successful consultant, taking cock in all holes. I’m very proud of her development.

A few weeks after the party I found out I was pregnant. I hope it’s David’s, but it doesn’t really make any difference. Booble will support us either way. It’s all part of the job.
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