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Chapter 1

“Harder. Yes.” Poppy groans out the words as Mark pounds into her slick pussy. Her legs slam into the edge of his wooden desk. She’ll have bruises tomorrow but she doesn’t care. Mark’s cock slams into her pussy again, ripping a cry from Poppy’s throat. 

“You’re a dirty slut. Letting your boss fuck you in the middle of the day.” He slaps her ass. “Fuck, you’re so tight.” 

Poppy holds the desk, grasping onto the edges until her knuckles turn white and her fingers cramp. She is totally at his mercy. Mark dominates her small frame and fills her tight pussy with his massive cock. 

“Marian?”

I click the lock screen on my phone, turning the screen black. Cindy leans against the edge of my cubicle, a cup of coffee in her hand. Her thin eyebrow raises as she scans my face. No doubt taking note of the blush tinting my pale skin.

I suck in a deep breath in an attempt to steady my racing heart. Cindy might be my friend but she doesn’t need to know about the dirty book I was just reading. 

At work. 

First thing in the morning. 

“Bit early for smut.”

I wince.

Or maybe she does know. 

“Can you say that a bit louder please. I’m not sure Dave in marketing heard you.”

Cindy grins before sucking in a deep breath. I spring to my feet, reaching for her.

“Don’t you dare!”

Cindy giggles and takes off towards her cubicle. I follow. Cindy is the office gossip. She’s always looking for a new story to tell everyone. Thankfully we’re friends so she hasn’t told anyone about my dirty little secret.

I’m twenty seven, a virgin and I love reading erotica. Especially when the sexy alpha male is the main character’s boss. It’s the only way I can live out my fantasy of being ravaged by my boss.

My heart flutters when I think about him. 

Anthony Steele.

I fell for him the moment I interviewed for this job two years ago. I walked into his office and completely lost my breath when he stood up to shake my hand.

His perfectly chiselled jaw, high cheekbones and piercing green eyes were too much for me to handle. I let out a frustrated huff when I think about that day.

I was such a dork around him but he hired me anyway. He must have seen through my terrible responses and muttering and realised that I would be a loyal and hardworking employee. 

Cindy stops suddenly and I nearly crash into her. She tosses a grin over her shoulder and nods her head slightly at the elevator over on the far side of the room.

My eyes go wide when I realise that Anthony just entered the room with his security and secretaries surrounding him. A woman with red hair hands him a form to sign, while another woman with blond hair walks too closely to him.

“Don’t be too jealous. I heard he’s into brunettes.” Cindy says as she pulls me over to the side. 

“What are you talking about? Why would I care? He’s my boss.” My string of words only makes Cindy’s grin grow more wicked. “Don’t you dare say anything. It’s nothing. Shut up.”

Cindy breaks into a fit of laughter just as Anthony reaches us. His green eyes fix on me before he turns to look at Cindy. My heart stops dead at the same time he does.

“I could use a laugh this morning. What’s so funny?” His deep voice sends shivers through my body that land heavy between my legs. It’s barely eight thirty in the morning and I’m already horny. 

“Good morning Mr. Steele. It was nothing. Just a lame inside joke.” Cindy says, wiping an unshed tear from the corner of her eye. He smiles, showing off those perfect cheekbones. My legs tremble and I can’t take my eyes off of him. Even when he turns to lock eyes with me.

“Good morning Marian,” he says in an impossibly deep voice. 

My throat is suddenly dry and when I try to say good morning back it comes out as a cough. Cindy slaps me on the back and offers me a sip of her coffee.

“Good morning Mr. Steele,” I finally manage to get out. My cheeks flush harder when the ladies around him roll their eyes at me.

“I hope you ladies have a lovely and productive morning. If you’ll excuse me.” He says, nodding before taking a few steps. Then he pauses, looking back at me. “Marian, come and see me later. I have a job that’s perfect for you.” Then he’s gone.

“He has a job for you,” Cindy says, emphasising the word ‘job’. 

I lean against the cubicle wall for strength. Every time I’m around him it’s like my brain doesn’t function anymore. I groan and close my eyes. 

“Alright, how bad was it?” I ask her.

“Bad? He asked to see you later, that's not bad at all.”

I stand up straight and stare at her. 

“Wait, what?” 

“Oh jeez, Marian, you really do lose your head around him.” She raises an eyebrow again. “You know he’s a good catch and he calls you by your first name all the time. You might have a chance with him.”

I let out an unladylike sound and roll my eyes.

“There is no way he’s into me. He could get any woman he wants. Besides I’m sure he wants someone more…experienced than me.” I look down and play with one of the buttons on my blouse. 

I’m not unattractive. I have curves in all of the right places and my pouty lips get attention from men all of the time. But I’m sure Anthony is into toned women with rock hard abs and long, glossy hair.

“You’re beautiful, smart, caring and loyal. He’d be lucky to have you.” Cindy threads her arm through mine and walks me back to my cubicle. “You’ll never know if you don’t try. Who knows, maybe he likes women with curves and a personality.” 

Cindy pats me on the ass before heading back into the sea of office workers and cubicles. I slide back into my chair with a sigh.

I wish she was right. I’ve kept myself for the right man and I think Anthony is the guy for me. He’s tall and handsome, with the right amount of muscle to be strong but not intimidating. 

If I was going to lose my virginity to anyone I want it to be him. I unlock my phone and scan the book still loaded on my screen. Maybe I should just give it a try. What’s the worst that could happen?


Chapter 2

I knock on Anthony’s door. His voice sounds from within, commanding me to enter. I get chills when he’s like this. Usually he’s so calm and put together but every now and then he becomes a little more aggressive and dominating.

I slide into his room, letting the door shut quietly behind me. His office is large, clean and filled with his many scent. He must have been pacing because his suit jacket is hung over the back of his chair and his sleeves are rolled up to his elbows.

My nipples stand to attention when I see the thick cords of muscle in his forearms. He is standing next to his desk, phone in hand and smirking at something on the screen.

“Should I come back later?” 

“No. It’s fine. Just some friends,” he says, lifting his phone before sliding it into his pocket. “Actually they are what I wanted to talk to you about. Sit.”

I glide over to the steel framed chairs that sit in front of his desk and land as gracefully as I can into one of them. He leans on the edge of his desk. My gaze is drawn to the hand that grips the edge of the desk and immediately my mind is taken back to the story I read this morning.

Instead of that woman bent over his desk, it’s me and Anthony having a quick fuck in his office before someone disturbs us. My pussy clenches at the thought of his hand fisted in my hair and his cock buried deep in my pussy. 

“My friends are coming over in a couple of hours to discuss a business deal. I would like you to be in the room with us. You don’t need to do much, just make sure everyone is happy and satisfied.”

I sit up a little straighter.

“You want me in the room while you discuss business?” My body tingles all over. Anthony never has anyone in the room with him while he’s discussing business. Not even his most trusted secretary. 

“Yes. Is there a problem with that?”

“No. I mean.” I pause, collecting my thoughts. “I’m flattered that you trust me with this job.” I shift to the edge of the seat and look him dead in the eye. This is my chance. My heart hammers against my ribs with such force that I sway slightly. 

“I swear I will do whatever you ask of me.” I take in a deep breath and clasp my hands together. “Whatever you ask of me. Nothing is too much.” 

Anthony stares at me for a moment. My words must be giving him pause and I hold my breath, hoping that he will get the hint. His face is expressionless, so when he doesn’t speak for a while I twist my hands together, suddenly unsure if I should have said anything.

Finally he leans back slightly. He undoes his tie a little before clearing his throat. 

“Whatever I ask of you?”

“Yes. Anything,” I say, barely above a whisper. 

The grin he gives me has my body humming with energy and a desire to rip his clothes off then and there. I press my legs together to stop them from trembling.

“You are probably one of my most loyal employees. That’s why I asked you to sit in on this meeting. But now I’m curious to see how obedient you can be.” He shifts, coming to stand in front of me so that I have to look directly up. “Would you like a chance to show me how well you can obey my commands?”

“Yes.”

Anthony bends over so that our faces nearly touch. His hands grip the armrests. My eyes flutter closed for the briefest of seconds. His cologne and the light scent of his own unique smell fill my nose and makes my head dizzy. 

When my eyes open again I’m met with his intense, dominating stare. My entire body trembles beneath him. If I lifted my head ever so slightly I could kiss him but I won’t. I want him to command me and make me his obedient submissive. 

“Go to the men’s restroom on the other side of the office. Wait there for further instructions. Do not go into a stall.” He retreats to his chair and leans back into the rich, dark leather. “Go.”

My legs carry me without thought through the maze of cubicles. I take the long way around to avoid Cindy and her tirade of questions. 

Anthony picked the restroom on the complete opposite side of the office so that I have to walk past almost everyone in the office. I smile and nod at everyone on my way and pray no one stops to talk to me. 

I don’t know what he expects me to do there. My pussy pulses. Maybe he is going to meet me there and ask me to do all of the naughty things that I’ve always dreamt about doing with him. I bite my lip as I rest my hand against the door.

This is dirty and wrong. I could get into trouble for going into the men’s restroom but I will obey Anthony. Even if that means people in the office will talk. 

Thankfully the restroom is empty. I’m not allowed to hide in a stall so I stand close to the door, ready to run out if someone comes in. 

I wait in there for what feels like hours until my phone buzzes. I pull it out of my skirt pocket and check the caller ID. It’s Anthony. I slide the button across the screen and his face fills my screen.

“Show me the restroom.”

I flip the camera so that he can see the restroom. 

“Go to the sinks.”

I move around so that I’m standing in front of the sinks. I point the camera forward into the mirror so that he can see me standing where he wants me.

“Good girl,” he purrs into the mic. My breath hitches and my entire world turns on its head. I want, no, I need to hear him say those words again. I need them more than I need air. 

“What should I do now?”

“Take off your underwear.”

I stare at him for a heartbeat before I slide my fingers up my skirt and hook them around my underwear. I flush when I feel how wet they are. 

“Now put them in the first stall.” 

I film myself placing my lacy underwear on the top of the toilet. 

“Now come back.”

My screen goes black when he hangs up. I glance at my underwear resting on top of the toilet and for a brief second I want to grab them and shove them in my pocket. But Anthony would be disappointed with me if I didn’t obey him. 

So I leave them there for someone else to find and make my way back across the office. By the time I’m halfway across the room my juices are making my thighs slick. 

I am a dirty slut for enjoying the feeling of walking amongst my colleagues without underwear on. I even walk past Matt, the copy guy, and give him a shy smile. I feel his gaze travel down my backside and I get a thrill knowing that underneath my skirt is nothing but my bare ass and throbbing pussy. 

By the time I get back to Anthony’s office my thighs are wet and my clit is pulsing with anticipation. If I’m obedient and I do everything he says maybe he will play with me and I will finally experience what it’s like to be fucked by a man.


Chapter 3

“Lock the door.”

Anthony’s voice is different. It’s commanding, dominating and dangerous. But there is an edge to it that I haven’t heard before. It’s as though he’s holding something back. Like he’s restraining himself from leaping over the desk and shoving me against the door. I flick the lock and approach his desk. 

He sits in his chair, reclined with one hand rubbing his jaw. His eyes trace the curve of my hip, as though he can see through my skirt. I let my hands hang at my sides, suddenly unsure of what I should do or say.

Anthony’s eyes trace their way over every curve of my body, the swell of my breasts, the delicate curve of my neck, until he is looking directly at me. Fire burns in my core and throughout every limb. The intensity of his gaze has my pussy clenching around nothing, desperate to be filled by his hard cock. 

“Good girl,” he says in a seductive, deep voice. “I knew I could trust your loyalty and obedience.” He pushes back from his desk and swings his chair to the side. “Come here.”

I move around his desk to stand between his legs. I let my gaze travel down his broad chest to the tent in his charcoal grey trousers. His cock strains against the expensive fabric, begging for my attention.

My hands stay at my sides, even though I’m sure he wouldn’t stop me if I unzipped his trousers and sucked on his cock until it was hard and pulsing with need. With great effort I drag my eyes back up his toned body to meet his green eyes.

“You’re full of surprises Marian. Do you like the idea of being ordered around by someone with authority?”

I nod, not trusting my voice right now.

“My friends are coming soon and they have a large appetite that I think you will be able to satisfy.”

“Appetite for what?”

“Beautiful, submissive women.” Anthony grins when I blush and lower my gaze to the floor. “Is there something wrong?”

“I…I want to obey you and satisfy you and your friends but…” I slowly raise my gaze to meet him again. My heart thunders in my chest and my body trembles from what I’m about to admit. 

“But?”

I suck in a breath and clasp my hands into firsts. I can do this. I want to please him but he needs to know this about me if I’m going to do a good job. I have to trust that he won’t find me weird or unattractive when he finds out. 

“I’m a virgin.” I blurt out. 

Anthony’s eyes go wide for a heartbeat before he fixes me with a stare so intense that I tremble before him. There is a possessive glint in his eyes, like an animal about to stake his claim on his territory. 

“I see.” He stands, stepping so close to me that my world is filled with his heat and scent. “Have you ever kissed a man before?”

I shake my head no.

“I can help with that. And the other thing. If that’s what you want.”

“I do. I want to give my virginity to you.”

Anthony yanks me into his chest, crushing me against his hard chest. His cock digs into my belly and I gasp from the size of it. His lips are on mine, dominating my mouth. Our tongues twirl and dance inside my mouth.

It’s everything I thought it would be. Warm and wet and so erotic. I moan into his mouth, following his lead and moving in the ways he commands. We kiss until I’m light headed and breathless. 

When I pull away Anthony attacks my throat with his lips, nipping the sensitive skin just below my ear. I lean into him, letting myself be taken over completely by his demands. He could ask anything of me and I would do it. 

He pulls me over to his desk and lifts me up so that I’m sitting on the edge. As I lean back, supported by my trembling arms, Anthony pushes my skirt up until it bunches at my hips. He spreads my legs, exposing my pussy to the cool air.

My cheeks go scarlet. No one but my doctor has ever seen this part of me before. I almost look away, too ashamed to look at Anthony, but I can’t bring myself to look away from his handsome face. 

His eyes are focused, inspecting my thighs and pussy. His tongue pokes out of his mouth, wetting his lips, as though he were ready to eat a delicious meal. Anthony sits in his chair and pulls himself closer. 

He grabs my ankles and pulls them up and over his shoulders so that my feet are behind his head. I whimper when he plants kisses and gentle nips down my thighs. 

A single, long finger traces my labia. I groan, lowering my body onto my elbows. His touch is like a tickle, teasing and tantalising. My own fingers could never match the expert way he traces my delicate skin; hard enough to pull a moan from me but gentle enough that my hips tilt up, chasing his fingers.

“Please, I want you.”

“I can tell,” he says with a smirk. “You’re so wet.” 

To emphasise his point Anthony traces the tight entrance to my pussy. I groan, letting my head fall backwards. 

“Is this a fantasy of yours? Being fucked by your boss?”

I whimper a ‘yes’. 

“Then I shouldn’t disappoint you.”

I have to bite my lip to stop myself from moaning loudly when his finger finally touches my clit. He circles the nub, alternating pressures and directions until my hips come up off the table.

One of his hands grips my thigh, holding me down. Blood rushes to my clit making it swell with need, while my head grows dizzy. I let slip a throaty groan when his tongue replaces his finger. 

His tongue travels the length of my slit before circling my clit. He rolls my nub around and around then flicks it lightly with the very tip of his tongue. I groan, rocking my hips. Juice rolls out of my pussy and down my ass. 

Heat burns my insides, combining with the electric shocks sparking from my clit that go straight to my nipples. My orgasm rushes towards me at breakneck speed. My thighs twitch, grazing his ears. 

I’m nearly undone when his lips form a seal around my clit. My entire body twitches when he sucks my clit and teases me with the tip of his tongue. My hand grips his dark hair on instinct, as I grind into his face.

Anthony’s finger teases my entrance before sliding in. I’m so wet that he easily plunges into my depths. One finger turns into two and then three, as he stretches me. I groan from the sensation of being filled by a sexy, dominating man for the first time. 

He curls his fingers, searching for my g-spot. I cry out when he finds it and attacks it with such ferocity that my entire body shakes from his power. My insides tighten and tighten, coiling down, ready for the orgasm that is almost within reach. 

I pant from the exertion of keeping my voice down. Every part of me shakes, my orgasm is nearly here. My fingers tighten in his hair. He knows I’m about to come. He keeps up his relentless pace until I scream. 

Waves of convulsions wrack my body making me spasm on his desk. Anthony holds me down as he continues drawing more and more waves out of me. My cries of ecstasy wobble and peak as each wave hits me. 

He doesn’t stop until my body goes limp and I’m panting. My insides are jittery from the electrical storm that just raged inside me. Even as he pushes my legs off of his shoulders my body twitches from the overwhelming power of my first orgasm with a man.

“Thank you,” I mumble under my unsteady breath. 

“We aren’t finished yet.”

I look at him, eyes wide. His jaw is hard and his brow is furrowed. There is no gentleness in his features. No playfulness or naughtiness. Only a feral, possessive edge that has my clit pulsing again. 

Even though I just had the most earth shattering orgasm my body hums for more. I want to experience the whole thing with him. So I stay laid back on his desk, legs wide and waiting for him. 

Anthony pulls out his cock and fists it a few times. It’s huge. Thick and long, it twitches in his hand. He doesn’t give me any time to recover before he places it at my entrance and thrusts the tip in. 

I wince at the sharp sting of being stretched so quickly, but it fades as I get used to him thrusting in and out. Once I’m able to take him in a little he pushes on, entering me almost completely.

I groan. I’ve never been so full before. His cock is so hard and stiff that I can feel every inch of him buried inside me. Anthony leans over me, resting his weight on his stretched out arms. His head is low so I can’t see his face. But his voice is strained when he speaks.

“Fuck, you’re so tight. Fuck.” 

He picks up the pace, no longer able to control himself. I hold onto his arms to stop myself from scooting up the table. His thrusts are long and steady. He groans when my pussy twitches around him.

It takes a while for me to get used to the feel of his cock massaging my insides. When I’m ready I rock my hips up to meet his thrust. He knows I’m ready to take his full force.

Anthony’s hands grip my hips, keeping me still so that he can angle himself. Then he picks up the pace, not holding back anymore. 

I moan with every thrust. I’ve never felt like his before. He is pounding into me, fulling me completely in ways that I didn’t know were possible. My pussy pulses around him, pulling a groan from him. 

His paces quickens and he slams into me over and over again. Our fucking is wet and desperate; skin slapping against skin along with our grunting and panting. His cock rams against my g-spot, stoking that fire again. 

I rub my clit while I watch him fucking me. His face is contorted into a feral snarl. I tremble under him. There is so much power behind every thrust that I think I might split in two. 

Electricity sparks in me again. My fingers double in speed to match his relentless fucking. My legs tremble again as my next orgasm nears. Anthony’s thrusts are erratic and uneven. 

His cock throbs inside me, thickening and twitching. He’s about to come. I rock my hips, meeting his thrusts. My fingers never relent on my aching clit.

My orgasm takes me by surprise. It hits and I’m crying out again, as it burns through my veins. My body twitches and my pussy clamps down on Anthony’s cock.

He bucks his hips and growls as he shoots his load into me. He buries himself deep inside me and stays here while he shoots hot, creamy cum in me. I clamp around him, milking every last drop from him. 

We stay connected until our breathing evens out and our hearts stop racing. When he pulls out I’m left feeling empty. Even though I’m sore and tired, I still want more. 

Anthony fixes himself and sits in his chair again. When I move to stand up he grabs my thighs, holding them apart.

“I want to watch.” His eyes go back to my pussy. My body still trembles from my back to back orgasms but I stay on his desk, legs splayed open for him.

“There it is,” he says, ginning.

A stream of sticky, hot cum dribbles out of my pussy. Without warning Anthony buries his head between my legs again. I whimper as he licks up my juices and his own cum. His tongue dips into my hole, searching for our sweet cocktail. 

He drags his tongue the length of my slit, cleaning me. Even though I’m spent I still want more. He must see the eagerness in my expression because he chuckles. 

“Remember you’ll have four other men to please in a few hours. Until then, get cleaned up and prepare the board room. I want you in there and ready by the time the meeting starts. And don’t go back for your underwear. I want you to feel my cum trickle down your legs all day.”

My pussy clenches. I can already feel more of his seed leaking out of me. I stand and straighten my skirt.

“Is there anything I can get for you before then?”

Anthony licks his lips.

“Another kiss, then you can go.”

I press my lips against his. It doesn’t take long before his tongue is in my mouth again, dominating the space. I can taste our sex on his tongue and I can smell it on his face. My head swims in delirious pleasure. 

I just lost my virginity to my boss and I couldn’t be more happy. He lets me go with a slap on the ass. I fix my clothes and hair before leaving his office. Today has to be the best day of my life. 

As I walk through the office to sit at my desk I smile to myself knowing that Anthony’s cum is still inside me. I can still feel his strong body pounding into me and the shape of his cock inside me. 

I pick up my phone to make some quick calls to the secretaries of Anthony’s friends. This afternoon will be even better.


Chapter 4

I straighten the cups on the tray for the fifth time in less than a minute. Anthony and his friends should be here any moment and everything needs to be perfect. He trusted me with this job and I won’t let him down.

A tall shadow appears behind the frosted glass door. I recognise it immediately as Anthony. My heart flutters. It’s been a couple of hours since he fucked me against his desk. I can still feel the imprint of his cock inside me.

Anthony opens the door and stands to the side, letting his friends enter the room. I spent the last few hours finding out as much as I can about them. Names, photographs, the companies they own and what kind of drinks and snacks they enjoy. 

The first man who walks in is taller than Anthony, with midnight skin and tight curled hair that is cut close to his head. His face is bright and expressive. This is Franklin. Franky to his friends. He likes his coffee black. 

The second man is Russell. No one could mistake him for someone else, as there are very few CEOs with wild red hair, ice blue eyes and freckles. He shoves Franky further into the room. They break into laughter. Russell likes tea with milk and sugar.

Patrick is next. He is shorter than the others but more muscular. His jet black hair and thin, mischievous eyes immediately find me. He gives me a wink before sliding into his chair. Patrick takes milk in his coffee.

Finally Kyle enters the room. He is a tanned giant with a thick, tattooed neck and arms. His head is shaved and he has an earring in one ear. If it weren’t for his expensive, impeccably tailored suit, he would look like a biker gang member. He prefers energy drinks to tea or coffee. 

Anthony sits at the head of the conference table. The others take their places along the table. They continue whatever conversation they were having before entering the room. I busy myself delivering their drinks. 

Once they all have their drinks I back off to stand against the far wall. I’m close enough that if they need anything I can assist but not too close that I’m a distraction.

They speak for what feels like ages. I keep an eye on them to make sure they have everything they need. But I can’t help but let my mind wander to more sensual places. 

I’m so distracted thinking about what their cocks would feel like in my mouth and my pussy that I almost miss Anthony’s command.

“Marian.” 

I glide over to him, letting my hips sway a little more than usual. I catch Patrick looking at my round ass as I pass him. I stand next to Anthony and lower my head so that he can speak quietly.

“You will ask them if they need anything. Whatever they want you will give them.”

“Yes, Sir.”

My legs tremble. It’s one thing to fantasise about being ravished by these imposing men but another thing to actually ask. My heart slams against my chest and heat blooms across my cheeks.

I can do this. I offered myself to Anthony earlier, so I know I can do it. But the butterflies in my stomach make me pause mid step. 

I scan the men in front of me. They are talking to each other and generally ignoring me. I jump when Anthony’s hand rests on my ass. It’s the push I need to take this next step. 

When I came to work this morning I was a virgin. By the time I go home I will have been fucked by five different men. At the same time. Blood rushes to my clit and pussy, making them pulse in need. 

I turn to Franky. He is smiling and laughing at someone Kyle says. I stand to his side, hands clasped together in front of me. 

“Excuse me Sir, is there anything I can do for you?” My voice is slow and soft so that I don’t disturb the rest of the conversation. 

Franky’s bright dark eyes and dazzling smile turn to me. He looks me up and down. There is a slight change to his expression. In the blink of an eye he went from charming and sweet to hungry and predatory. 

“I can think of a thousand things you can do for me.” 

“Name one,” Anthony says, cutting off whatever else he was going to say. “Ask her for anything and she’ll do it.”

Franky eyes widen briefly before his entire face turns seductive. He pushes his chair out a little so that I can size up his thick thighs and muscular chest.

“Anything you say? How about you get on our knees and suck my cock like a good little whore.” 

I kneel between his legs and undo his trousers. Franky swears under his breath and all conversations stop. Everyone’s eyes are on me. 

Franky’s cock is still soft. I’ve seen enough porn and read enough erotica to know how to give a blowjob. I grip his cock and move my hand up and down his shaft. I plant my lips over his head and within a few strokes his cock is hard enough that he fills my entire mouth. 

“Fuck. Anthony. You’ve been holding out on us all this time.”

Anthony chuckles but doesn’t say anything. The others chime in too. They can’t look away as I suck their friend’s big, fat cock. 

I take in as much of his cock as I can before it hits the back of my throat and I start gagging. Franky holds my hair to the side so that he can watch his cock disappear into my mouth. 

I trace his cock with my tongue before taking it in completely again. It’s long and thick and pushes my tongue down. Spit dribbles down my chin when I pull him out.

“I want in on this,” Patrick says. He comes to stand by my side, his cock is already out of his pants and waiting for my mouth.

I spit on Franky’s dick and use my palm to and fingers to spread my saliva over his shaft. I grab a hold of Patrick’s cock and guide him into my mouth while I continue pumping Franky’s cock. 

Before today I’d never seen a cock in real life and now I’ve seen three. A bubble of pride rises in my chest. I’m doing what some women can only fantasise about doing. 

Patrick’s cock is smaller than Franky’s. I take him in completely, feeling my nose and forehead bump against his stomach. I swirl my tongue around his cock, playing with the underside of his shaft. 

He grunts, then fists my hair with one hand and places the other on the top of my head. I’m completely still while he picks up the pace, ramming his cock into my mouth. I gurgle and gag every time he touches the back of my throat. Spit and pre-cum drip down my chin. 

Someone kneels next to me and pulls at my skirt, bunching it around my waist. Franky works the buttons of my blouse until I’m spilling out of my top. His large hand slides into my bra and scoops out my boob. 

I groan around the dick in my mouth. I’m being fucked in the mouth while other men fondle my breasts. Heat builds between my legs. I must be doing a good job because they tell me that I’m a good girl. That bubble of pride in my chest swells a little bigger. 

Patrick grips my hair tighter and doubles the speed that he pounds into my mouth. My pussy pulses from the sloppy sound of him fucking my mouth. I grip Franky’s cock harder and circle his head with my thumb. 

Franky’s fingers pinch my nipples, causing me to jump. The other hand, which I discover belongs to Kyle, roughly grabs my other boob. He slaps my nipple before tweaking it between his thick fingers. 

Patrick’s thrusts are erratic. I can feel him getting ready to explode in my mouth. I want to taste his cum and swallow all of it. He swears seconds before he shoots hot spunk into my mouth. The creamy, salty fluid fills my mouth and slides down my throat. He pumps into me a few more times before backing off. 

Franky pulls me up and turns me around so that my back is to him. He lowers me onto his cock. I wince from his size but I’m so wet that he slides in. I groan, gripping his legs as his massive cock stretches me even further. 

The pain turns to pleasure and before long I’m bouncing on his cock. I rock my hips, sliding down his shaft until I’m completely filled by him. Kyle stands in front of me. His massive cock is rock hard and there is a bead of pre-cum running down his shaft. 

I trace the trail of that pre-cum with my tongue until I reach his head. He moans when I take him in. I bob up and down on his cock as I ride Franky.

There is a dirty thrill to having two cocks entering me from different ends. This is so wrong but it feels so good that I don’t care. I want all of them to fill me with cum. This was worth waiting for and I have Anthony to thank for the chance to suck and ride so many different cocks. 

Franky grabs my hips and takes over. He keeps me still while he thrusts up into me. The mix of having two big men pound into me and the sensation of Franky’s cock stretching me makes my head swim. 

The fire in me burns again. That fire turns into an inferno when Russell’s fingers find my clit. I whimper when all three men touch and squeeze me. My tits hurt from their rough treatment but I love being slapped and teased. 

Franky shoves my hips down to meet his. I groan around Kyle’s dick when I’m filled again with steamy, hot cum. I barely have time to catch my breath before Kyle pulls me off of Franky. 

He spins me around and bends me at the waist. His cock is a little shorter than Franky’s but just as thick. He plunges into me with one sharp thrust. I gasp when he hilts himself. His entire length is rock hard and inside me. 

His fingers dig into my hips as he pounds into me at a relentless pace. I have to grip onto his arms to steady myself. My boobs bounce and slap together with every powerful thrust. 

Russell stands in front of me, dick ready and waiting. I lean forward a little more so that I can take in his head. My fingers wrap around his shaft and pump in time to my sucking. 

It doesn’t take long before Kyle is ready to unload in me. He slows his pace, then quickens it. Without warning he comes into me. His cum drips out of my pussy when he pulls out completely. 

My legs are trembling and my pussy is raw from being fucked so hard. There is no time to rest because Russell is ready for me. He pushes me against the table and bends me over. I hiss when my tits touch the cool, polished wood. 

Russell nudges my legs open, spreading me wide for him. He slides his cock the length of my slit before circling it around my entrance. My pussy is so wet and ready that he easily slides in. 

He groans with every short, sharp thrust. His balls slap against my clit and makes me moan in need. If only I could reach my clit. Russell’s cock pounding against my g-spot builds my climax but I need a little more to reach that edge. 

I turn my head to watch Anthony. His green eyes are fixed on me. He must enjoy watching his friends fuck me because there is a light, playfulness in his eyes.

Russell grabs onto my ass and races towards his climax. His fingers dig into my skin, no doubt leaving bruises. He hammers into my pussy, plunging deeper and deeper inside until he spasms, jerking his hips as he unloads into my pussy. 

He leans over me, panting for a moment before pulling out and putting himself away. I lay on the table, exhausted and panting. My legs are almost ready to give out. I lift myself up onto my elbows and look at the men around me.

Their faces are serene and they move with an easiness that comes from orgasming. I look back to Anthony, half expecting him to use me now. He doesn’t move but he stares directly at me when he speaks.

“What a good girl. You took on all of those big men without any complaints. All of you should tell her what a good girl she’s been.”

One by one the men tell me that I’m a good girl and the best fuck they’ve had in a while. Heat blooms across my cheeks and travels down my neck. My pussy is still pulsing, waiting for my own orgasm. 

“It’s a shame that they didn’t finish the job. Good girls deserve rewards.” Anthony leans forward, propping his elbows up on the table. “Do you want an orgasm?”

“Yes, Sir,” I mumble. I look down at the table, unable to meet the eyes of the men around me. 

I’m happy that they got so much pleasure from using me and I had a lot of fun too. But I would really like another orgasm. My hips rock side to side. It would make my day complete to have another orgasm. 

“How rude of us,” Franky says. “Since I started this, I’ll finish it.” 

He drops to his knees behind me. I gasp when his tongue flicks my clit. My legs snap together on instinct but he is stronger and pries them apart. For the second time today a man eats out my pussy.

Franky’s luscious lips seal around my clit and suckles it. I groan, letting my forehead drop to the table. My body twitches from his movements. My core spirals tight again, readying for another explosion. 

“Look at me while you come.” Anthony’s stern voice carries over my moaning and the sloppy sounds Franky makes while playing with my clit. 

I look at Anthony and don’t look away, even when my orgasm hits and sends my body into a twitching frenzy. I grunt and groan, bucking against Franky’s mouth. He holds me still while he sucks my clit until my body finally gives out. 

Anthony’s intense eyes hold me captivated. I can’t look away or close my eyes. He wants to watch how my eyelids grow heavy and my mouth opens slightly when I orgasm. I’m completely under his control and I love it. 

I’m exhausted and lay slumped against the table, basking in the afterglow of my orgasm. My clit still pulses and twitches. When I regain my breath and my heart clams down I slide off the table and fix my clothes. 

Everyone else has returned to their seats. Kyle helps himself to some of the fresh fruit I had left out for them earlier. Anthony beckons me over to him. He pulls me onto his lap. I can feel his hard cock pressing against the backs of my thighs. 

He stills my hands when I reach for it. 

“You can entertain me later. For now you need to rest.” He pats me hip and pulls me a little closer. “I knew I could trust you with this job. You’re my most loyal and obedient employee.”

I curl into his chest to hide the huge grin on my face. This morning I was a virgin, now my boss is going to use me whenever he wants. I’m so happy I could burst. And judging by the thick cock under me I’m going to make Anthony burst with happiness too. 





Dear Reader,

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

Don’t forget to leave an anonymous star review. This helps other people, like us, find more of the books that we love. My next release will have a sign-up link to my new newsletter. Until then, follow my Author Page so you don’t miss the next book. 

I wish you all the best. 

Love,
Tess
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