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Chapter One

Wiping the fog off the mirror, I looked at my face and wondered how I should present myself. It was my first day back in the office after my business trip, and I’m sure my colleague Jeffery had already told my boss about everything that had occurred. In explicit detail.

First, he had booked us on a FreeUse flight where my body paid for my seat. Not that I minded, really. Except that I had a rule about not fucking coworkers, and of course Jefferey had taken his turn  – helping himself to my body after everyone else had finished with me. Maybe it could have been a one-time thing, but the CEO we pitched our services to had also implemented a company wide FreeUse policy. Jeffery had conveniently left that part out. Closing the deal meant taking his BBC in front of his entire staff, before they all had their turn with me as well.

In the end, I had secured a deal worth millions and left the office overflowing with pride. And more. Now, Jefferey was almost certainly going to try to sell the idea of the FreeUse office to our boss. It was hard to argue with the increased productivity and profits reported by early adopters of the controversial new policy, especially after how well our meeting went. And honestly, I wasn’t sure if it was a thing I even wanted to fight against.

My body was fully on board, as evidenced by the slickness between my thighs. Fresh out of the shower and already dripping with anticipation. But the rational part of my brain chewed holes in the fantasies, allowing reservations to slip through.

These were people I’d known and worked with for years. What would they think if they learned the truth about me? Could they still respect an insatiable slut? I had risen to a top position in the office, managing the largest team in the company. Once they knew they could just bend me over and fuck me, would it still be possible to hold any authority over them? Especially once they saw just how much I craved the abuse.

The steam had dissipated, leaving me standing naked in front of the mirror, no closer to deciding on my look for the day. Michael’s little beach trip had left me without tan lines; I could still almost feel the warmth of the sunshine on my body. And the heat of my fiancé and the three firefighter colleagues he’d shared me with. Quickly, I tried to banish those thoughts, they would not help me make a rational decision about today. Or maybe I needed a few minutes of self-pleasure to temporarily slake the rising need.

Just then, Michael appeared in the doorway, naked and ready for the shower. And for me, I noticed as my eyes drifted to his engorged cock. I swear, the man can read my mind. Though maybe that’s less of an impressive feat when I’m usually thinking about just one thing…

“Waiting for me?” he asked with a raised eyebrow. Normally, I’d be dressed by now. He knew something was up.

“Always.”

Turning to face him, I rested my hands on the edge of the marble vanity behind me as he moved into position. Just the feeling of his hand on my thigh was enough to make me groan. He lifted one leg, holding it up to his waist, and I wrapped it around him as he plunged into me.

“Mmmmmmph,” I moaned in satisfaction as his thick cock filled me.

Michael began thrusting, his face contorting in pleasure as my cunt opened for him. “You looked like you needed a hand,” he said.

“All I need is your cock,” I breathed.

That brought a smile to his face. “Oh really?” he teased. “Just my cock?”

Using the leg I had hooked around him, I pulled him deeper. He gasped as I took every inch of him. “I’m a slut for any cock,” I admitted. “But the only one I need is yours.”

My fiancé grabbed my other leg, lifting me off the ground as I clenched both legs around his waist. He held me in the air, my trembling arms stretched behind me to hold myself up on the counter-top as this new angle gave him greater access to the depths of my cunt. I cried out in pleasure and pain as he slammed against my cervix, his heavy balls slapping against my ass with every thrust.

“You know what you want,” he whispered, his fingers digging into the flesh of my ass as he held me up.

He wasn’t wrong. He seldom was. I ached to be filled like this all the time. And if I was honest with myself, I wanted even more. Nothing else could compare to the ecstasy of being shared between two men. Or three. It flipped a switch inside me, turning on that primal part of my brain whose only desire was to be fucked and bred, flooded with the seed of as many men as possible. Every other thought was wiped from my mind, leaving me completely lost in the moment. A creature of pure passion.

And he loved that as much as I did. My fiancé knew I was a slut, the desire to fuck hardwired into me. And it drove him mad with lust. On days when he suspected I might get to play, he loved to be the first to claim me. Right now, he was probably imagining me at work, on my knees for my boss or an engineer bending me over my desk. And at the end of it all, he was always the last. Lustfully sinking himself into my sloppy, cum-filled pussy, feeling for himself just how much of a slut his future-wife was, and adding his own load to the mess dripping out of me.

“Uhhhhh,”I moaned, thinking about coming home for him to reclaim me. “I’ll do it,” I whimpered. “I’ll be a whore for them all. I’ll suck every cock, swallow every thick, creamy load.”

Michael grunted, and I felt his body tense as he grew close. He loved hearing about how much of a slut I was.

“They can take my cunt whenever they please, just bending me over and dumping load after load into my filthy pussy.”

I felt my fiancé swell inside me, my words too much for him to take. He erupted within me, the heat of his seed filling me as he throbbed and pulsated against my inner walls. I convulsed around him, his climax triggering my own, my body instinctively milking him for every drop of his seed.

My legs went limp around his waist as the pleasure receded. Gently, he lowered my legs until I stood wobbly on my own. His cock slipped from me, swiftly followed by a gush of cum.

Michael watched in awe as I pulled on my panties, trapping his load inside me. I felt the fabric soak through immediately, a delicious reminder of our morning tryst to steel my resolve for the day ahead.

I would be their slut, and I knew exactly what I would wear.


Chapter Two

Heads turned my way as I entered the conference room, the eyes of all three men lighting up as they took in the expanse of skin revealed by my outfit. It wasn’t quite obscene, but the tight pencil skirt and  low cut blouse was by far the most revealing thing I’d ever worn to the office. With my wide hips clearly defined and generous cleavage on full display, I knew it would be a struggle for them to keep their thoughts pure. Though I suspected that wouldn’t matter, if I was right about what was on today’s agenda.

Jeffery was there -  the man who’d started this whole thing. He was recently made head of sales and customer relations. And our boss, Mr. Madison, who had founded the company decades ago. He always struck me as an old fashioned kind of guy, and I wasn’t sure if he’d go along with the whole FreeUse thing, but I supposed being allowed to fuck your female employees would be one hell of an incentive.

The last man present was Parker, his small department was in charge of logistics. My engineers solved problems plaguing other companies, often fabricating parts that had been out of production for decades to keep their machines running, or writing a custom program to integrate a piece of new technology into an ancient system. Jeffery would charge them an arm and a leg for it, but it was cheaper than a complete overhaul and retooling with modern equipment. And Parker handled the deployment and installation, as well as the management of our own facility.

As I sat down in my usual chair, I saw the stack of papers left waiting for me and knew my suspicions had been confirmed.

INCREASES IN PRODUCTIVITY AND PROFITS IN A FREEUSE BUSINESS ENVIRONMENT

An academic study that Colton, the CEO who had fucked me on his conference table, had cited. There were a pile of other reports just like it. My stomach fluttered, and I felt myself grow damp in anticipation. This was really going to happen. They were going to make me the FreeUse office slut. Not just me, of course, there were other women employed here as well. How would they feel about their bodies’ suddenly being at the whim of our male coworkers?

Madison turned to Jefferey, “Since you broached this idea, I think you should be the one to lead this meeting.”

Jefferey noticeably paled. Our recent experience together has shown that while he talked a big game, he didn’t quite have the confidence to back it up. He’d fumbled the pitch with Colton, meaning I had to stop sucking that beautiful black cock in order to take over the presentation. I was starting to suspect all his alpha-male bullshit was to cover for something else. Jefferey had been a little too quick to obey when the CEO had ordered him to eat his thick load from my freshly fucked cunt.

“I, uhhh, yeah. Hold on,” Jefferey mumbled.

How the fuck was this guy in charge of anything, let alone customer relations? I turned his way, rolling my eyes so that only he could see.

Anger briefly flashed across his face before he finally collected his thoughts enough to spit out a few words. “As uh, you can see in this first report, profits uhhh, went up considerably in the first two quarters following the adoption of FreeUse workplace policies and uh-”

“-I’m sorry, Jefferey,” I cut in. “Could you let us all know exactly what that means?”

My colleague’s face turned red – in embarrassment or anger, I couldn’t tell. Either way, I knew he would try to get me back for this somehow. In fact, I was looking forward to it. The last time he’d been humiliated, he left me tied up and blindfolded in my hotel room while anonymous strangers fucked me senseless.

“It, um... it means that all female employees would be available to the male employees…. Sexually.”

Of the four of us, only Parker was completely unaware of the nature of this meeting. His mouth hung open in surprise.

“Doesn’t that sound like an invitation to a lawsuit?” I asked. As much as I had to admit the idea excited me, I just couldn’t resist the urge to fuck with him.

“Well, yeah…” he admitted. “There are several cases currently working their way through the court system, but uhh… early decisions were in favor of the policy.”

Then I had a little idea that I just couldn’t help but blurt out the moment it popped into my head. “I bet we’d be in the clear, legally speaking, if it wasn’t just the women who were made FreeUse. That way there’s no issues about equality, and the end result should still be the same.”

A confused look crossed his face, he couldn’t figure out why I was suddenly throwing him a bone. He probably assumed that I wanted to see our office adopt the policy for my own slutty desires. He wasn’t wrong. But I had something else in mind too…

Jeffery and Madison both seemed unperturbed by my suggested amendment, and the meeting got back on track. Jefferey eventually hit his stride and managed to present a plausible case, but I just had to mess with him a little more.

“What if there was a man in the office that the women just absolutely couldn’t stand,” I stared pointedly at Jefferey, his brow furrowing. “It would be unfair to force anyone to sleep with him, and it could result in the loss of key personnel.” Then, with my most saccharine smile, I added, “Just speaking hypothetically, of course.”

Madison nodded, “That does seem like a potential risk. We can look into a procedure for HR to exclude employees from the program if there are too many complaints against them. Now, I think we should vote on this, just to make sure we’re all on the same page.”

“All in favor?” Jefferey asked. His own hand shot up before he had even finished posing the question. Parker seemed a little less sure, but raised his hand as well. Madison was perhaps less old fashioned than I thought, or maybe he was just horny enough that ideas of propriety no longer mattered.

Finally, I raised my hand. I tried to appear cool and dispassionate, but inside, I was already wracked with anticipation. I stood to leave, my panties soaked with desire - and the remains of the load I had already taken that morning. The way the day was going, it wouldn’t be the last.


Chapter Three

Shortly after the meeting, the memo went out company-wide. Not ten minutes later and my work was interrupted by a knock at my door. “Come in,” I yelled, nearly squirming in anticipation, wondering who would be first to test out the new policy.

In stepped Todd, one of my engineers. A few years younger than myself, he’d always been a little shy – the idea that he might have had a crush on me had certainly crossed my mind. It was surprising to see he’d been the first to work up the courage to see me.

“Morning Todd,” I greeted him. “What can I do for you?”

The man shuffled nervously. “I-uh, I’m not really sure how this, umm-”

“Come on Todd,” I said in mock impatience, “just get it out.”

The man’s face went red and he began fumbling with his belt. Not exactly what I had meant, but I didn’t mind. Although, there was just something about his awkwardness that made me want to tease him, just a little.

As he pulled his cock free – still soft but already enticingly thick, I couldn’t help myself. “Jesus Christ, Todd, what the fuck are you doing?”

The look of pure mortification on his face was priceless.

“I… um. The memo? Kara, I’m so sorr-”

“-I’m just fucking with you,” I interrupted, feeling more than a little sorry for scaring him like that. I was already getting down on my knees, ready to make it up to him.

Todd’s stammering died off as I took his soft, warm cock into my mouth. “Ohhhhhh,” he groaned as I gently suckled at his manhood, already feeling it springing to life. I loved the feeling of a cock growing hard in my mouth, delicious proof of a man’s desire for me. He grew thicker as my tongue explored his hardening shaft. Upon licking his engorged head, I found he was already dripping in anticipation of blowing his load down his boss’ throat.

My engineer looked down on me in disbelief, watching himself disappear between my plump lips. How many times had he imagined me sucking his cock? Now that he was finally experiencing the pleasure of my mouth, he seemed lost. Unsure of what to do.

I took hold of his wrist and brought his hand to the back of my head. He took my encouragement, tangling his fingers through my hair and gently urging me faster. It was obvious that he was still holding back.

“You can fuck my throat,” I said, pulling away for a moment. “If that’s what you want.”

He hesitated, still shy.

“Do you want to shove that fat cock down your boss’s slutty throat? Make that whore swallow every drop of your load?”

Just my words alone were almost enough o make him cum, I felt him throb in my hand, his balls pulling tight against his body. To give him a moment to cool off, I stretched down the top of my blouse and pulled my tits out over the top. Seeing my exposed breasts seemed to awaken something inside him. Suddenly finding his dominant side, he pulled my mouth back over his glistening cock, pushing straight back into my throat. His free hand found its way to my chest, filling his fingers with my soft flesh.

“I’ve wanted to grab your boobs since the day we met,” he confessed. He wasn’t exactly Casanova, but it was a start, I guess.

“Way to go Todd,” came a male voice from the now-open doorway. “Didn’t know you had it in you.”

Keith, another of my engineers let himself into the room. He wasn’t quite the best of the bunch, but he had the most confidence and made himself the de facto leader of the group. “Do you mind if I join you?”

Without waiting for an answer, he moved in beside his started colleague, already working at his fly. I felt Todd lose some of his firmness, suddenly anxious in front of his coworker.

“Just a minute, baby,” I reluctantly told Keith to wait. “I need another minute with this beautiful cock.”

Keith obeyed, stroking himself as he enjoyed the spectacle of his boss down on her knees, tits out, with a mouth full of cock. I was relieved to see that he was a little smaller than Todd, one less thing to cause the him anxiety.

“Fuck,” I said, looking up at him with my big doe eyes, “I love your huge cock.”

I stroked him in one hand, fully rigid once more. “I’m going to have a lot of fun with this thing,” I said. “But right now I need to make sure I’m available for all my employees. You don’t mind sharing, do you baby?” I asked.

He practically glowed. The term of endearment seemed to have more of an effect on him than I’d intended. I’d been so focused on making him feel comfortable, that I forgot about his crush. I’d have to keep an eye on that. One of the dangers of a FreeUse workplace, I suppose.

Keith stroked himself just inches from my face, eyeing me with an expression of pure lust on his face. My cunt was already aching to be filled, but I wanted to make sure Todd had a good first experience. As much as I needed a good fucking, I worried he might have performance anxiety in the presence of his coworker. And though I was certainly curious to see if Kieth’s confidence was well earned, letting him fuck me might be too much for Todd. Sometimes being a good boss sucked. So that’s what I did.

I replaced Kieth’s hand with my own, feeling him shudder as my fingers wrapped around him. Todd groaned as I took him back into my mouth, picking up where we’d left off, and he was all too happy to drive his manhood back down my throat.

When it was time to switch, I watched his face as I brought his colleague’s cock to my lips. Hunger and jealousy burned in his eyes as I took a taste of Keith’s swollen offering.

“Oh shit,” Keith groaned. “I always knew you could suck a dick.”

I swelled with pride at the compliment, though Todd didn’t seem too happy about it. Keith thrust forward, making my eyes water as he forced himself down my throat. “Fuck,” he said, “to think you were a slut all this time. You could have been draining my balls every day for years. You’ve got a lot to make up for.”

I squeezed my thighs together, desperate for any contact with my needful cunt. On the spectrum of dirty talk, both ends always got me going. Praise or humiliation, it didn’t matter, calling me a good girl got me just as wet as telling me I was a filthy fucking cumdump. And hearing my own employee call me a slut brought it all to a new level of delicious impropriety. I felt like the biggest whore in the world.

As I stroked Todd off, I could sense his growing impatience and the threat of his rising jealousy ruining our fun. Well, if he couldn’t take turns, he was just going to have to share.

Both men jumped as their cocks touched, but before they could pull away, I spread my lips wide and took both of their swollen, glistening heads into my mouth. Whatever hangups they had paled in comparison to my tongue swirling over their sensitive heads, tasting the bittersweet salt of their dripping anticipation. Together, they groaned as my hands cradled their balls.

Todd was first to resume thrusting into my mouth, moving slower than before due to the tight fit. Keith followed his lead, pushing himself into the warm wet heat of our mingled lust. With short strokes, they passed over my tongue and lips, their cocks sliding together inside my mouth. I continued to caress their balls, coaxing them to fill my mouth with their seed.

But the position proved a little too awkward, neither of them able to strike up quite the right pace to get them over the edge. Pulling back, I let them slip from between my stretched lips, my aching jaw thankful for the break. Instead, I held them both in front of my mouth, tip to tip, and jerked them off in unison as my soft tongue danced over their engorged heads.

I felt Keith’s body tense, and I opened my mouth wide to receive his load. “I’ve always wanted to cum on your face,” he commented a moment before I felt him erupt. The first wave of his pleasure splashed across my cheek, hot and thick. The sight of his crush taking a rope of cum to the face proved to be too much for Todd – with a groan born of years of pent up desire, he exploded into my mouth with enough force to make me gag and cough. Together, my two employees covered my face in pulse after pulse of white hot sperm. I swallowed what I could, and felt the rest dripping down my chin, the warmth splattering over my exposed tits. As they bathed me in their seed, my jealous pussy ached to be filled by a throbbing, spurting cock.

But it was still early, there would be plenty of time for that. I slowly stroked out the last remnants of their seed, their first offering of what I’m sure would be countless loads spilled in and on my body. When I was satisfied that I’d extracted every drop, they both took a step back and looked down at me to admire their handiwork. Burning that mental image into their memory forever. The slutty boss who’d sucked their dicks together.

A knock at the door snapped us all back to reality. I turned to see Lisa, our office assistant staring wide-eyed at the three of us. Their cocks dangling, me still down on my knees, face and tits absolutely plastered in semen.

“There’s a-uh, a meeting. About the memo,” she said. “Jefferey said to let you know. Five minutes.”

And then she disappeared down the hall, leaving the three of us to put ourselves back together. And me to wonder just what he had in store...


Chapter Four

“Nice of you to join us,” Jefferey scolded.

The conference room was already full, it seemed I was the last to arrive. Cleaning all the cum from my face and tits had taken some time. I tried moving towards an empty space against the back wall next to Madison, but Jefferey had other plans.

“Could you join me up here, Kara?” he asked, but it wasn’t a question. “We’re going to have a little demonstration of the new FreeUse policy.”

My stomach twisted at the grin on his smug face. I knew this was going to be bad. So why did I want it so bad?

“Now,” he continued, “research has shown that adopting FreeUse policies in the workplace leads to increased employee productivity, profits, team cohesion, and job satisfaction.

“When employees are allowed to be their true selves, there’s less drama, sexual tension, and resentment. Workers also reported feeling more “seen” and accepted for who they are.”

I could already see where this was heading, the only question was just how far he planned on going? Jefferey knew exactly what I was – a slut, through and through – and he’d already orchestrated several extreme situations just to watch me squirm. Trembling, I made my way to the front and joined him before the long wooden table arranged at the front of the room.

“Take Kara, for example,” he said with a fake saccharine smile. “There’s a big part of herself that she keeps locked away, but I think it’s time we help her to be honest with herself. And all of you.”

My thighs were growing slick, and I hated that Jefferey would have the satisfaction of seeing how eager my body was for whatever violation he had planned.

“Show of hands,” he said, “how many of you had ever imagined what Kara looked like naked? It’s okay, be honest.”

Slowly, hands began to rise. It was one thing to catch someone checking you out, but seeing a room full of men admitting to picturing you naked was something else entirely. Even a few of the women cautiously raised their hands.

“How does that make you feel, Kara?”

Surprisingly, pride was the primary emotion coursing through me. I hated to admit as much, but the words came anyway.

“It feels good,” I said, barely loud enough for the people in front to hear. “Sexy, I guess. And noticed.”

Jefferey moved closer, speaking as his hands reached for the buttons on my blouse. My heart pounded faster.

“See?” he said. “All the times she dressed with her tits hanging out, and you tried not to get caught staring, what she really wanted was for you to look. To want her, to imagine her body. To know what she truly is – a dirty little cock slut.”

The room looked on as his words sent a chill down my back, his fingers finishing with the final button. All eyes were glued to my chest as he spread my shirt open, revealing the lacy bralette beneath. I could practically feel their eyes straining to make out my nipples from beneath the thin fabric. And I was afraid to look, but I was certain there were still wet spots where the cum had dripped not fifteen minutes ago.

Jefferey reached behind my back, his hand fumbling around looking for a clasp. But there wasn’t one, and he spent a minute looking like an inexperienced teenager trying to figure out how to get it off of me. I couldn’t help but smile at his predicament, but my small victory was short-lived.

With an audible rip, he tore the thin fabric open at the front, spilling my breasts out for all our gathered coworkers to see. Shocked silence filled the room, until a wolf whistle rang out from somewhere near the back. I was trying not to look at anyone in particular, it felt less humiliating if I didn’t have to see their faces.  There was probably a bit more than thirty people in the room, some of them I’ve worked with for years. Now they were all staring at my tits, my stiff nipples ample evidence of my own arousal.

I stood, frozen somewhere between horror and depraved delight, the whole word fading away, leaving me with nothing but my own blood pounding in my ears and the burning desire between my legs. Somewhere far away, Jeffery stripped me – removing my blouse and dropping my skirt to the floor. Before dozens of hungry I eyes, I trembled in my torn bralette and soaked thong. Waiting in terrible anticipation for what he would do to me.

Grabbing me by the hips, he manhandled me over to the short end of the rectangular table and deposited me face down onto the cool wood. My waist rested on the edge of the table, my legs dangling and kicking, searching for the floor. I could just barely feel it brushing against my toes. I knew what was coming next before I even heard the sound of his zipper.

“The next time this whore flaunts her body around the office, just know this is what she really wants. She won’t say no,” Jeffery said. “To anything.”

Then I felt the heat of his cock pressing between my legs, firm and insistent. Cool air caressed my dripping pussy before I realized the thong was now suspended between my thighs. I froze as the head of his cock pressed between my lips, gliding easily through my slick folds. My cunt ached for it. As much as I detested the man, I was desperate to feel him inside me.

As if he could sense what I needed – and let’s be honest, it wasn’t hard to guess – he teased around my opening, nearly penetrating me, but then sliding his shaft upwards through my slit instead of giving me what I so terribly desired. Withing beneath him, I tried to maneuver myself back onto his cock, but he stubbornly refused.

“Tell everyone what you want,” he said, loudly enough for the room to hear.

“Ugggh,” I groaned, trying not to give in.

“I couldn’t hear you,” he said. But I remained defiantly silent.

In punishment, he pulled away, the warmth of him vanishing from between my legs. I bit my lip to keep from begging.

“And if this bitch plays hard to get, or refuses to do the only thing she’s good for –  it’s only because she craves punishment.”

In my addled state, I couldn’t process the words fast enough to brace myself for what was coming. I jumped as his palm slapped against my ass with enough force to drive the edge of the table into my thighs. Coworkers gasped as the sound of his hand colliding with my flesh echoed through the room.

The sting blossoming across my cheek hadn’t even begun to fade when the next spank came. A jolt of pain shot through me, paralleled by a rush of twisted pleasure. My pussy clenched tightly as my body winced, making me all to aware of what was missing inside me.

I looked around the room, still hardly believing this was really happening. Every face was turned my way, watching my punishment with wide, hungry eyes. Even the women didn’t seem to have any objection. Lisa, the office assistant Jefferey had sent to summon me, sat with her shirt unbuttoned, big tits exposed and jiggling, as she jerked off the men seated on either side of her. She was a pretty young thing, hired back after a summer internship. Her first real job. And now her chubby little body would surely be popular amongst the men in the office.

The loud crack of skin against skin and a flash of pain brought me reeling back to my current predicament. Jefferey’s fingers dug into the reddening flesh of my ass as he massaged the the aching muscles.

“It’s hard to see from over there,” Jefferey addressed the gathered employees, “so why don’t you gather around for a better view. From up close, you can see just how much this slut is enjoying this.”

He backed away as our colleagues approached, forming a circle around the long table. The ones behind me had a perfect view between my spread legs, my face burned in embarrassment, knowing they could all see the lingering hand-prints across my butt, and my sopping pussy dripping to the floor.

“Go ahead,” I heard Jefferey whisper.

A moment later and another hand struck me across my left butt cheek. Tentative and unsure. My pussy flooded at the realization that another coworker was now administering my punishment. Another hit followed. And another. Growing more powerful as they gained confidence. My body winced at every strike, trembling in shame and desire.

Already, it felt like I had been here for an eternity, my wanton body on display for the very people who had once looked to me with respect. Unless this is how they’d always thought of me…

I looked up from the table and saw one of the men Lisa had been stroking was now standing in front of me, watching me intently as he stroked his cock.

One by one, people filtered by behind me, each giving a few swats to my bottom. A brave hand lingered, traveling lower until I gasped as a finger slipped between my lips.

“Ohhhhhhh,” I groaned as it sunk inside. I was beyond caring who it belonged to, my cunt was desperate to be filled and even this small violation offered some satisfaction.

“Oh,” Jefferey’s voice cut through my pleasure. “Do you think she’s ready to behave?”

The finger regretfully slipped away, leaving me empty and aching once more. Despite my efforts to fight it down, a whimper escaped my lips.

“Are you ready to tell us all what you want?” he asked. “Or were you still enjoying your punishment?”

I braced for the impact of his hand, but it didn’t come.

“Tell them all,” he whispered, nestling his cock back between my lips. Teasing me with the promise of feeling myself fulfilled.

I knew he would never give in until I obeyed. I didn’t even need to see his face to know he had me beat. I was too far gone. Everyone close enough could surely see the strands of glistening desire dripping from me, my own confession would only serve to confirm what they already knew about me. I was a slut.

“I need to be fucked,” I stated, as calmly as I could, hoping I’d managed to preserve at least some semblance of the professional woman they thought they knew. Hopefully, that would be enough. He probably knew I would have begged if he made me. Right here in front of everyone.

But he didn’t do that. What he did was something so much worse.


Chapter Five

Just when I thought he would finally satisfy my desire to be filled, his cock disappeared. Before I could give voice in objection to his sudden absence, I felt the slick, swollen head pressing against my ass. He wouldn’t…

But he did. My own wetness coating his cock allowed it to slip inside, but it didn’t make it easy. I groaned through gritted teeth at the sudden intrusion. The friction of his thick cock burned against my insides, a mild pain that only served to heighten the pleasure of being filled.

Almost more intense than the physical sensation was the shameful knowledge that the entire company was watching me take Jefferey’s fat cock up my ass. And it wouldn’t be long before he had me screaming. Whatever shred of dignity I had left would be long gone by the end of this meeting.

I groaned as Jefferey worked himself further into me, his own precum aiding him to glide deeper into my most private hole. Astonished coworkers looked on, their faces reflecting surprise and arousal at the depraved sight before them. One of my engineers watched, enraptured, as the cock slowly disappeared into his boss’ ass.

My mouth opened in agonized pleasure, feeling every inch of my nemesis buried inside me. It was such a fucking tease -  I had ached to be filled, and this was so close to what I’d needed, but it wouldn’t bring me release.

The man in front of me, who had been stroking himself while he watched my punishment, was the first to cross the final boundary. Stepping forward, he helped himself to my open mouth, sliding his curved cock between my parted lips. Every last bit of my attention was focused on what Jefferey’s swollen member was doing to me, but this man didn’t mind. He thrust himself into my slack mouth, my lips sliding up and down his shaft as he gripped my head for more control.

My need for air fought for attention against the excruciating pleasure at my rear. I tried to focus on pulling in air, taking rushed breaths between thrusts, but the two men worked at opposite rhythms. Each time the man in my mouth drew back, Jefferey slammed forward, making me gasp and scream. My blood began to pound in my ears as the need for oxygen grew dire. Just when I couldn’t take another moment, the cock slipped from my mouth. I took a deep breath, filling my burning lungs, just as he erupted over my face. In front of everyone.

When he was finished, he stepped away, leaving my face dripping cum down onto the table. Immediately, two men rushed to fill his place – they settled for standing on either side of my face where it was pressed against the table’s edge. I had to wonder if Jefferey had deliberately positioned me along one side of the table so others would have easy access?

But deliberate or not, the two men began to stroke themselves over me. I was helpless to do anything but rock against the table as Jefferey drove himself into my ass again and again. His balls slapped teasingly against my dripping pussy lips. I longed for another cock to take me, but our colleagues seemed content to watch or wait their turn.

“If this dumb cum slut could speak right now, she’d be begging for more cock,” he said, nearly reading my mind. A semblance of a line was forming around my face, but nobody seemed brave enough to try to join Jefferey in fucking me. I supposed most of them probably reserved the concept of double penetration for porn or fantasy, if they even thought about it at all. Maybe the first day was a little too soon to expect anyone to venture so far from their comfort zone, but they’d soon learn that I craved as much cock as I could possibly take.

There was a grunt above me, and another shower of semen rained down onto my face. The man moved away, and I spared a glance upward to see his replacement was Luke, one of my engineers. He met my gaze, an almost apologetic look on his face. But then he pulled out his cock and slapped it across my cum-stained cheek. The man next to him finished, aiming his ejaculation right into my open, panting mouth. I swallowed down his bittersweet, salty seed and watched another take his place.

The newcomer took hold of my hair and pulled my lips down over his hairy cock. His long pubic hair tickled my nose as he fed every inch of himself into my mouth. With a grunt, Luke finished across my face, and I quickly shut my eyes as his load splashed across the bridge of my nose.

Unable to see, everything became a blur. Sometimes a cock would find a way into my mouth, but most of them were content to merely cum across my face. Jefferey demanded the lion’s share of my focus, just keeping my body relaxed enough to take his cock was becoming a challenge. It felt as if I were in a depraved dream, with no idea how much time had passed. At least half a dozen men had claimed my face as he pounded away at my ass, seemingly no closer to his own finish. I had to marvel at his stamina.

A cock that tasted of pussy slid into my gasping mouth, and I wondered which of my coworkers I was tasting on this dick. Lisa had been the one I’d seen in action, but there were six other women in our office. One way or another, I was sure I’d be getting a taste of all of them sometime soon. Not much time passed before he was pumping his diminished load into my mouth. How many times had he already drained his balls into one of the other women?

My face was sticking to the table now, reluctantly peeling away every time someone moved my head to help themselves to my mouth. Jefferey increased the speed of his thrusts, causing pleasure to give way to the burning pain of friction deep in my insides. I had taken about as much as I could, and I prayed he would finish soon. It would be days before I stopped feeling the after effects of his abuse, which I’m sure he would gloat over if he were to ever learn of it.

“Please,” I begged in desperation.

“Please what, you filthy whore?”

Begging him to stop would get me nowhere, instead I pleaded for him to finish. “Please cum in me,” I begged. “I want to feel your load deep in my ass.”

“Is that face-full of cum not enough for you?” He taunted. “You want everyone to see it dripping from your used-up ass hole?”

Fuck, just give it to me.

He was trying to play it cool, but I could feel him tensing inside me. He was so fucking close. I clenched my ass, tightening my muscles around him.

“..oh fuck,” he moaned.

I continued tensing and relaxing my body, rhythmically contracting over his cock. With my legs still dangling over the edge of the table, I didn’t have much leverage, but I did what I could to throw my hips back into him. It was enough.

He grabbed my hips and thrust himself as deep as he could, his cock swelling inside me. I ground my body back against him, feeling his balls rubbing all over my sopping cunt. They pulled tight against his body and he froze for one long moment before his cock twitched and sent the first steaming hot rope of his seed deep into my ass. His balls contracted against me as they poured everything they had into my forbidden depths. The burning sensation subsided, soothed by the balming warmth of the fluids coating my inner passages.

Cum poured out of me as he pulled free. The room was suddenly very quite, with the exception of a few zippers and other sounds of people getting themselves dressed. Nobody new approached my limp and blinded form. After I caught my breath, a familiar voice said, “Here,” as a wad of paper towels were pushed into my hand.

I wiped off my face to see Todd’s awed face looking down at me. I couldn’t help but wonder how he felt seeing his crush so thoroughly used. He certainly didn’t look upset.

I sat up to see most folks had returned to their seats, many faces still flushed. A few were still milling around. Nobody seemed to know what to do next.

“Any questions?” Jefferey asked. “No? Then let’s get back to work.”


Chapter Six

I cleaned the cum from my face for the second time today, and tried to get myself put back together. The torn bra was useless, so I tossed it away. Without it, the blouse revealed a little more definition around my nipples than I would have normally been comfortable with at work, but I supposed that didn’t matter much now.

The trip back to my office was without incident – a bit of a relief but also a let down. At least I had a little bit of time to get some work done before lunch. Maybe we were still adjusting to the new policy, but I was beginning to have my doubts about how I’d possibly be left alone long enough to accomplish anything.

~

Lunch wasn’t at a set time, everyone just took a break when they felt like eating, so it was surprising to see the break room was full when I arrived. I could eat in my office, but I always thought it was good for morale to have the department leads mingle with the other employees.

The sounds of lust reached me long before I made it to the door. Inside, Lisa and two other women were sitting on the laps of three men, bouncing naked on their cocks. A crowd looked on, some of them eating their lunch as they watched.

“Would you like a seat too?” asked Troy, one of Jefferey’s salesmen. Seated in the chair next to Lisa and her partner, the man waited with his pants down for his turn. I was still sore from the morning meeting, but seeing his hard cock just waiting for me rekindled the desire that burned within me. I still desperately needed the release denied me by Jefferey.

I stripped off my clothing, hoping to spare what I had left from any further damage. I made a mental note to pack myself some backup outfits to keep at work as I hovered over Troy’s lap. It felt strangely unceremonious as he nestled his tip against my opening. I sank myself down onto his cock, surrounded by coworkers. It was like finally scratching an itch that had been plaguing you for hours.

“God damn,” he exclaimed in surprise.

I was riding him hard, driving my body down onto his cock with enough force the slapping of our bodies echoed through the room. As deeply as he pierced me, I still craved more. After all the teasing I’d endured, I needed to be filled completely.

Lifting myself clear of him, I commanded, “Sit on the table.”

Troy scurried to do what he was told, sitting himself down on the edge of the lunch table. Lisa and the others put their own pleasure on hold to watch what I was doing. Stepping on a chair, I climbed back into Troy’s lap and sank myself back down onto him. “Get over here,” I pointed at Pete, another of my engineers. He was a tall, lanky man, probably a good ten or fifteen years older than me with graying hair.

He didn’t need to be told twice, and already had his impressively long cock out by the time he reached me. I licked my hand, coating it in saliva, and then reached down to stroke him. Once he was glistening and ready, I guided him to my already occupied cunt.

“Holy shit,” Lisa said as she watched his tip disappear inside of me. She slowly rocked on top of her partner while fingering her clit. She watched in amazement as, inch by inch, our older coworker stuffed me full of everything he had to offer.

The feeling was incredible – between the two of them, it felt as if they were touching absolutely everywhere inside me. As they gently worked themselves back and forth inside my pussy, they pushed my every button. I was so full, it would have been impossible for them not too.

I writhed in pleasure on top of them, my peak fast approaching now that I finally had what I’d been craving all day. Pete bent down and took my nipple in his mouth, gently sucking on my sensitive flesh. I came hard, a dizzying wave of convulsions rocking my body and squeezing them tight within me every time my pussy spasmed.

It was too much for Pete to bear. He buried his face in my tits as his cock stiffened inside me, and then I felt the first pulse of his seed pour into me. The warm rush filled what little spaces there were between us all, and then came gushing out of my opening to drip down onto Troy’s balls.

“Sorry,” Pete looked ashamed at finishing so quickly after we’d begun.

I looked him in the eye and asked, “For what? That was fucking incredible, you boys had me cumming in seconds.”

I probably could have contented myself there, but Troy was still thrusting into my creamy cunt, eager for more. Pete slipped out and stepped aside, and Nicolás took his place. Even as slippery as I was, it still took considerable effort for him to work his fat brown cock into my sopping pussy. But once he was in, he began pounding me with such force that it was all I could do just to hold myself up and take it.

Lisa, with cum streaming down her thighs, noticed my difficulties and climbed up onto the table beside me. She leaned into me, taking some of my weight and helping to distribute the force of  Nicolás’ powerful thrusting. Her lips explored my upper body, kissing along my neck and shoulder, sending chills down my back. I came once more as she kissed me, her soft lips meeting mine with a gentle passion that stood in stark contrast to the utter ruination the men delivered upon my lower body.

Bodies crowded around us, hands groping at anything they could reach. My hand was pulled, then wrapped around a cock. I stroked as best I could, with most of the movement provided by my shuddering body, but it seemed to be enough. Hot cum spurted over my fingers and ran down my wrist. Another cock took its place, thrusting itself against my sticky hand.

One of the men inside me, I couldn’t tell who, filled my cunt with another creamy load and then they both pulled away. I was left empty and bereft for a moment while forceful hands repositioned me onto my side, and then I was filled once more as another cock found its way into my overflowing pussy. Lisa reluctantly shifted aside as another coworker moved into a spooning position behind me.  I gasped in pained pleasure as he eased his cock into my already abused ass. With the flood of semen pouring from me, everything was slick, providing a much easier entry than I’d experienced earlier at that torturous meeting.

I closed my eyes, giving myself over to the cacophony of pleasure coursing through me. Every nerve ending felt like it was on fire as my body was taken again and again.

Well into the afternoon, and long past when I’d lost count of just how many of my coworkers had helped themselves to my body, I emerged from the break room. Cum streamed from my abused holes and made my clothes stick to my skin. Everyone had exhausted themselves and finally returned to work. It was almost time to head home, but I had one last thing I needed to do...


Chapter Seven

“Back for more, already?” Jefferey asked, entirely too full of himself.

That’s okay, I was about to wipe that smirk off his smug face. “Oh, I think I’ve been filled to my limit, already,” I said, crossing the room towards him. “Now, I’ve got a little treat for you.”

His face grew suspicious as I knocked his keyboard out of the way and sat myself on his desk. Hiking up my skirt, I parted my legs to reveal my sloppy, well-fucked cunt. Seated in his chair not twelve inches away, he had a perfect view. Already, a thick glob of gooey semen had begun to drip down onto his polished desk.

“Eat it,” I commanded.

“Yeah, you wish.”

I couldn’t even begin to hide the glee in my voice as I threw his words back at him.  “Oh come on, Jefferey, do the only thing you’re good for and lick my pussy clean. Or are you just begging to be punished?”

“What the fuck, Kara?”

“Remember our meeting this morning?” I asked. “The FreeUse policy applies to men, too.”

His deer-in-the-headlights look filled me with delight. Almost as much as his tongue was about too. Almost.

“So,” I asked. “Do you want to be spanked first? Because I’d be happy to oblige.”

“You’re crazy if you think I’m going to do that again,” he said. But I could tell his heart wasn’t in it. He tried to look away, but his gaze kept returning to the mess between my legs.

“I bet you still think about that, don’t you?” I asked. “Sucking Colton’s thick load from my cunt.”

For once, my colleague was speechless. It told me everything I needed to know.

“That wasn’t the first time he made you do that, was it?”

The only reason Jefferey had been included in that meeting was because he knew Colton, the CEO of the company we were trying to win a contract with. They’d belonged to the same fraternity in college, and after Colton fucked me (very well, I might add), he’d commanded Jefferey to clean me up with his tongue. Something about the way they interacted suggested it wasn’t the first time Jefferey had cleaned up after him.

“That’s none of your fucking business,” he said defensively. But he still couldn’t tear his eyes away from thick white cream dripping from between my splayed lips.

“So, did he fuck your girl and then make you lap up the mess like a good little cuck?”

The stricken look on his face told me I’d hit close to home. Suddenly everything about Jefferey made a whole lot more sense. He was a good looking man, with a nice cock, but his personality felt as if he was eternally compensating for something. It would make total sense if the over the top machismo was just a cover for the fact that what he was really into wasn’t typically considered very manly at all.

“It-it wasn’t like that,” he stuttered. “It started as a threesome that got a little out of control. We’d both finished, but my girlfriend still wanted more. She pulled me down there and the whole thing was so hot, I didn’t give it a second thought.

“Colton made a big deal about it though,” he continued. “And told everyone else. It became a thing, the guys would fuck a girl and tell her to stop by my room on the way out.”

Honestly, the idea was pretty hot. Getting fucked senseless and then walking down the hall to be cleaned up by a soft tongue was certainly appealing. I was willing to bet it’d been a popular service.

“I’m not gay though,” he insisted. “I never touched him.”

It would have been even hotter if he had. “That’s too bad,” I said. “But I don’t care what you are, so long as you eat pussy.”

My words drew his attention back to hot meal waiting for him, and I could tell he was eager to dive in, despite his reservations.

“Can we keep this between us?” He was being uncannily vulnerable. It tugged at my heart – here was a man ashamed by his deepest desire – but he was also a huge asshole. An asshole who had taken great pleasure in outing my own secret and violating me in front of everyone we worked with.

“Maybe. If you do a good enough job,” I said. “Are you going to be a good boy for me and eat this beautiful mess?”

Shame and desire fought for dominance in his expression. With a resigned, breathy, “Yes,” he lowered his head to my lap.

His lips made gentle contact with my slick thighs, trailing butterfly kisses towards my center. “Ohhhhh,” I moaned as his tongue slipped between my soft, wet folds. He began high, making me jump as his tongue circled my clit. But as I felt his enthusiasm growing, he began to venture lower, his tongue edging into the warm mess still dripping from my opening. After what he’d done to me, I couldn’t resist the urge to needle him a little more.

“Can you guess how many men blew their loads in me today?”

Jefferey grunted, but didn’t stop.

“Does their cum all taste different? Or does all that sperm blend together?”

I gasped as his tongue slipped effortlessly into my opening, moving through the gooey warmth that filled me. Then he began to suck, creating a gentle pressure to draw it all from me.

“It’s you’re fault I’m such a mess,” I said, my voice breathy. It took all my concentration to focus on forming the words as my pleasure built – in part due to the thrill of my colleague’s humiliation. “You pushed for the policy, so I think it’s only fair that you have to clean me up when everyone is done using me for the day.”

He groaned into my cunt, the vibrations sending little shocks of pleasure coursing through me. Movement caught my eye, and I looked down to see him pulling his hard cock free from his fly, already swollen and dripping with need. Fuck, he was really into this.

Jefferey slid a finger inside me, quickly followed by another. As he pumped his fingers into me, his tongue danced its way back to my sensitive nub, where it drew slow shapes around my delicate flesh. My thighs tightened around his head as the pleasure mounted, my breath catching in my chest as I approached the peak. But after the humiliation I was making him endure, he wasn’t about to let me off that easy.

“Mmmph,” I groaned in frustration as his soft tongue vanished, only for it to reappear back at my entrance. His fingers curled inside me, hitting just the right spot, but also scooping more of the semen from my depths and causing it to spill from me. Greedily, he lapped it up.

He moved higher once more, and suddenly I was bathed in warmth – he’d taken a mouthful of semen and now it spilled from his lips, bathing my clit and pouring back down my slit. Jefferey dove in, his tongue swirling through the creamy warmth to tend to my pleasure. He worked me in short, steady strokes that quickly ramped up the tension wracking my body. There was no doubt that he’d had a lot of practice eating out cum-filled pussy.

Between his fingers inside me and his tongue lavishing my folds, the pleasure was surging towards a crescendo. As the point of no return came rushing towards me, I feared he would stop once more – revenge for what I’d made him do. Which was, in turn, revenge for what he’d done to me. But he was almost as far gone as I was. He continued working my clit until a scream escaped my lips as the pleasure rocked through me.

My pussy gushed and clenched around his fingers, forcing out more of the semen from somewhere deep inside me. He eagerly lapped the mingled juices from my quivering cunt without breaking his stride.

When my body stopped convulsing, he stood and looked down at me, splayed-legged on his desk. Pressing forward, he lined the swollen head of his cock up with my opening. He met my gaze, his eyes filled with lust and ire. My body was already craving what it knew was coming. There was nothing like a good old fashioned hate-fuck.

For a long moment, he paused, his cock frustratingly just barely brushing against my opening. Was he waiting for me to beg? But that wasn’t it.

He spat on my face. The last mouthful of cum he’d licked from my cunt splattered across my skin. I could feel it everywhere – cheeks, forehead, nose, even in my hair. Touché , I thought. And then he pushed his way through my folds and I thought nothing at all.

My nemesis fucked me with a desperate sense of urgency, giving no regard for my own pleasure. He slammed into me, burying himself to the hilt with every thrust, his swaying balls slapping against me. All I could do was take everything he unleashed upon me, my body rocking on his desk as he vented all his lust and shame on my cunt.

The cum and saliva dripping from my face made me feel dirtier in a way that all the earlier facials I’d taken did not. The utter contempt he showed ignited something inside me. As he pounded into my depths, I felt another wave rising. My muscles trembled, threatening to send me sprawling over the desk, knocking everything to the floor. Mustering what little control I had left, I leaned forward and wrapped my arms around his neck. This new angle set his pelvis grinding against my clit. I bit his shoulder to muffle my moans.

Grabbing my ass, Jefferey lifted me off the desk completely. He held me in the air, driving me down onto his cock over and over. Impaling me as deeply as he could in a furious rhythm. With a sudden grunt, he filled me one last time and held me still. His cock swelled within me and I felt him begin to spasm, bathing my inner walls with his seed.

Needfully, I ground my hips against him, and between the pulsating cock inside me and the pressure of his body against my clit, it was just enough to deliver my own blissful release.

Jefferey collapsed into his chair, with me still on top of him. Our conjoined bodies still convulsing in pleasure. I could feel his cum begin to leak from around his softening cock. When my legs stopped trembling, I climbed to my feet.

“I’m not cleaning that up,” he said, nodding to the mess dripping from between my legs.

“You’re just lucky I’m too sensitive to take any more,” I responded. “For today, at least.”

I still didn’t like him, but at least now I understood him a little better. And he certainly had his uses. I couldn’t help but feel like our hate-fucking would only escalate from here. I looked forward to discovering the depravity it would surely lead to.

As I fixed my skirt, cum still streaming down my thighs, the door to Jefferey’s office opened and our boss walked in.

“Oh good,” he said when he saw me, “you’re still here.”

I hurried to wipe the spit and semen from my face. Despite everything that had changed, it still felt strange to be seen by my boss like that.

“I’d like to see you first thing tomorrow morning,” Madison said. “I have a special assignment for you.”

“I’ll come to your office first thing,” I replied.

What fresh torment did he have in store for me?

~
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Tessa and her husband Geoff live for the naughty games they play with each other, but tonight she has a feeling he's going to take things to the next level.

It's poker night at the Roark house, and all of her husband's friends are over for a night of cards... or so they think. But Geoff is betting they'll want to play a different game. For years, his friends have heard Geoff brag about Tessa's hot body and her talented mouth. Now it's time for Geoff to give them a chance to win the thing they all want more than anything - a night with Tessa as their very own FreeUse slut. Theirs for the taking - all at once and no holes barred.

Let the games begin!
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Mile High FreeUse Club - One little rule shouldn’t be so hard to follow. It was simple really, coworkers were off-limits. Outside the office, Kara could be as filthy as her little heart and body desired. She was free to be stuffed and filled to the limit, while her fiancé loved every hot sloppy second of it. But you don’t risk your career for momentary pleasures, no matter how lustful your fantasies.

Someone should have told Jefferey that. Her smug colleague with an iron rod in his pants just booked them a flight on FreeUse First Class. Now she’s a mile high and desperately wanting to submit to powerful older men, take huge athletes all at once, and steal a taste of one sloppy college coed.

But if she gives in to temptation and Jefferey learns her secret, her colleague would never let it go – Kara would go from respected professional to the office’s freeuse plaything.

Shared With Her Husband’s Best Friend - When I caught my best friend's curvy wife on her knees for our dominant boss, I thought it would be a disaster for their marriage. So imagine my surprise when his response to that bombshell was to ask "Was he as huge as she said?

I always thought we were so alike, but I'd never considered sharing my wife with other men. I hadn't even heard the term HotWife before. But now, discovering his wife's secret wild side has led my wife to reveal a filthy past that I never suspected.

The worst part is, I love hearing about every dirty thing she's ever done. I can't stop thinking about all the men who came before me, using and abusing my sweet, loving wife. Sometime two at a time, leaving her aching and messy. She's even reenacted some of her dirtiest HotPast moments with me. But if we want to recreate her hottest stories, we're going to need a little help from my best friend.

Did she really used to be that kind of girl?

...and could she be again?

Taken On The FreeUse Train - After dumping my ex, I took a midnight train goin' anywhere . There's just one problem; this FreeUse Train is an express to Pound Town.

No names. No small talk. Just a crowd of hungry strangers allowed to do anything they want to me. They fill me. Ruin me. Give me everything I never knew I needed. Two, three, or even more – rough and all at once.
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