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Chapter 1


The office is alive with activity. My colleagues flutter around the space, ferrying documents and discussing the progress of the deal. Our company is about to close one of the biggest deals of the year and everyone is chipping in.

I grip the file of papers in my hand tighter. It took a long time to close this deal. Countless long nights and weekend shifts. It’s consumed my life for the past few months but it will all be worth it in the end. 

Our boss, Brian Carson, is the driving force behind it all. He is one of the youngest CEO’s in the country and the most generous boss I’ve ever worked for. It’s why we all work so hard for him.  

I stand outside Brian’s door and suck in a deep breath before straightening my skirt. I knock twice before pushing the door open. Brian looks up from where he sits behind his desk. His mouth breaks into a grin when he sees me. 

Brian is tall and athletic, with dark features. He is not what you would expect as the CEO of a quickly growing business that will soon become an international brand. His dark eyes are always watching those around him with a cool but distant stare. It’s only around his friend that he lets go of the steely demeanour that saw him win deal after deal. 

As soon as I enter the room my head swims, completely taken over by his musk. It’s strong and manly with a hint of something I can’t quite place. His scent always leaves me dizzy and breathless and it takes me a while to concentrate on my work afterwards. 

I watch him out of the corner of my eye as I close the door. I don’t miss the way his eyes trace the curve of my hip before he looks back at his computer. My heart skips a beat and heat flashes through my body from my toes to the roots of my blond hair.

“Hey, I need to go. My Ace just walked in. I’ll see you guys tonight.” Brian taps a button on his keyboard and leans back in his dark leather chair. “What have you got for me?”

“The updated files. We’re pretty much done at this point. It’s just the last few things we need to send off.” I hand him the files. A spark shoots through my body when his fingers graze mine. He takes the file and flips through the pages. 

“Mr. Carson?”

“Yes, Lara?” He looks up from the papers. His deep brown eyes are hooded by thick, dark eyebrows. My core pulses in time with my hammering heart. Just one look from him has my body heated and wet.

“You called me your Ace.”

His eyes brighten a little and he lets the file drop to the desk. I suck in a breath. He is a sight to behold. 

Despite the suit and clean shaven look, Brian is dangerously good looking. His jaw is squared and matches his high cheekbones. There is a faint tint to his skin that works perfectly with his dark features. 

My insides tighten and release. Grasping at nothing. I’m ashamed to admit that amount of times I’ve thought about him while using my vibrator. My cheeks turn pink from the months of dirty thoughts I’ve had about my boss. 

“You are my Ace. Without you this deal wouldn’t have gone off as well as it did.”

“I’m sure the success of this deal relied on you more than anything.”

“Don’t be so modest. I know how hard you worked.”

“Everyone worked hard.”

“But did any of them stay after hours to make sure everything was done?” Brian stands and moves around the desk to tower over me. “Did they spend their weekends working and respond to every one of my emails and messages within a few minutes?” 

I lower my gaze to his broad chest and the red tie nestled inside his suit jacket. I sway on my feet from being so close to him. His scene invades every pore and I’m sure that even if I walked away now I could still smell him on my skin.

The muscles of my lower abdomen tighten again. Juices from deep in my core soak my panties. It takes all of my willpower to stand still. 

“No,” I murmur.

“Exactly. You’re my Ace.” His voice is low, barely a rumble. I have to lean in a fraction just to hear him. 

How do I tell him that I worked so hard on this deal because every time he tells me that I did a good job it sends my brain spiralling. His words, his smile, his everything is stronger than any drug. 

I gasp when his finger and thumb grip my chin and raise my face to look at his. Our faces are so close that I can see every shade of brown in his eyes. 

“And since you did such a good job, I should reward you.” His hand moves to tuck a stand of blond hair behind my ear. “My friends are coming here tonight to celebrate. You’re welcome to join us.” He grins. “If you think you can stand being around three men by yourself.”

Electricity sparks between my legs and radiates throughout my body. I’ve seen his friends before. Both of them are large and domineering in their own way. To be surrounded by all of them at once makes my pussy clench and my nub twitch. 

My heart flutters and I have to dig one of my polished nails into the palm of my hand to stop the dirty thoughts from taking over my mind. He’s offering to share some champagne, not fuck me like a toy and share me around with his friends. 

I shift my weight onto my other foot. This is the chance I’ve always wanted. To spend any time with him outside of work. His friends are a bonus. 

“I would love to.”

“Excellent. I’ll let the others know that we are having a special guest.”

I flush, dipping my head again. My body isn’t big enough to contain my excitement. I leave his office in a daze and meander my way back to my cubicle. My plans for this evening have completely changed. Instead of fantasising about my boss I get to be with him. 

The only problem is that I’m now super horny and I can’t risk doing or saying something to him that will make him think differently of me. I slump into my chair. This could be a problem. 





Chapter 2


Champagne always goes straight to my head and if I get a little tipsy I might make a fool of myself. I groan and look up at the tiled ceiling. If only I could get it out of my system. A thought strikes like lightning and has me diving for my handbag. 

I rummage around the inside until I find a small black and silver pouch. I unzip the edges and pull out a long, sleek tube. The office lights reflect off the glossy black finish of my mini vibrator. 

I bought it a few years ago as a gimmick but I ended up using it more than I’d like to admit. The small size makes it easy to carry around and slips easily into the folds of my pussy. With the right panties it can stay nestled against my clit until I’m doubled over and panting. 

The vibrator comes to life with a quiet hum. I look around for anyone nosy enough to look into my cubicle before I slip it into my panties. The vibrations tickle my clit and make my toes curl in my high-heels. 

I hunch forward, grasping the edge of my desk, while the little machine works it’s magic on my clit. Even the barest of vibrations has me panting in pleasure. Sparks radiate from my clit and shoot around my core. 

With a great deal of effort I straighten and suck in a few trembling breaths. There is still work to be done before I get to spend the evening with Brian. My fingers skate across the keyboard as I fill in the document. 

My pussy clenches in desperate need of release. I try to focus on the work in front of me but I can’t help but imagine Brian’s head between my legs. His tongue lapping at my clit, bringing me closer and closer to my climax. 

I cross one leg over the other and roll my hips, grinding the vibrator harder against my swollen clit. My nipples harden, pushing against the inside of my bra. I’m so horny that even this is enough to bring me close to the edge.

My fingers tremble over the keyboard. I type quickly, desperate to finish my work so that I can finish myself. This is so dirty and wrong. Good employees don’t get themselves off in the middle of the office while filling out reports. 

And they definitely don’t imagine being bent over the edge of a desk and fucked by their sexy boss while his friends watch. I hit submit and bend over my desk. Now is my chance. I wiggle my hips, drawing out waves of built up pleasure. They course through me, making my fingers and toes tingle.

My climax is close. I rock a little harder, aware that my chair creaks with every buck of my hips. I’m too far gone to really care if anyone can hear. But there is a dim part in the back of my mind that knows that the office is almost empty. 

The day is over and any minute now I will go into that conference room and celebrate with Brian and his friends. I bite my lip and grip the armrests of my chair to stop my hands from dipping into my shirt and pinching my nipples.

I’m so close.

With a sudden jolt the vibrator cuts out. My eyes widen in shock. It ran out of battery moments before I could finish myself off. I sit for three heartbeats before I lower my head with a pump on the desk. My underwear is soaked through and my hungry pussy pulses in protest from the sudden lack of stimulation. 

“Why?” I whisper quietly to myself. This is bad. The whole point of getting off before going to this celebration is so that I can be around my boss without wanting to tear his clothes off and mount him then and there. 

I slip the vibrator out of my underwear. It’s covered in my juices so I wipe it clean with a tissue before pulling the back cover off. One of the biggest advantages, and sometimes curses, of this vibrator is that it’s USB rechargeable. 

It easily slides into the USB port I have set on my desk that attaches to my computer. My mini vibrator stands proudly on my desk. To everyone else it looks like a long flash drive, but to me it’s my dirty little secret. Usually I would praise the little thing but today I scowl at it. 

“Stupid machine,” I mutter under my breath. 

So much for convenience. The little red light blinks at me. I have to wait till it stops flashing before it’s ready to go. I check the time on my computer. It’s getting late. There are only a few people left now. Their voices are distant and quiet and soon enough they will leave too. Everyone else has either gone home or is out drinking. 

I sigh.

My panties are a soaking mess and my body is twitchy from having come so close to climaxing. I glance at a pen on my desk and wonder for the briefest of seconds if that would do the trick. In the end I pull my attention back to my screen.

What better way to distract myself from the ache between my legs than with work. I scan the document I was working on. My heart stops dead. Like a bucket of ice over my head I realise that I filled some of the sections out wrong. 

“Fuck,” I hiss under my breath. 

Brian is going to kill me. This was the last thing I needed to do and I stuffed it up. Adrenaline pumps through my body, heightened by the still burning lust fogging my head. I type furiously, correcting my mistakes. 

I’m so stupid. I let my fantasies get in the way of my job and now I’m in deep shit. The mistakes aren’t grave but the fact I made them in the first place makes my jaw clench. 

I was so damn horny that I couldn’t think straight and now, if Brian sees this, he will think less of me. He might even take back his invitation to celebrate with him tonight. 

I cross one leg over the other, pressing my soaked underwear closer to my pussy. Even though I stuffed up, even though I hate myself right now, I’m still so horny. A war wages in my head. One side wants me to keep working, while the other wants me to slink off to the bathroom to relieve myself. 

“Lara?”

I scream, jolting away from my desk as though it just shocked me. My heart hammers in my chest as I turn to look at the intruder. Then it goes still. Blood roars in my ears and I nearly miss what Brian says next.

“Is everything alright? I just saw the last report you submitted. Some of the information doesn’t add up.” His voice is even. Measured. He knows I fucked up and he came to punish me for it. 

My nipples throb at the thought of being bent over his knee, as his firm hand connects with my bare ass. The muscles in my legs tremble from being clamped closed so tightly and for so long. I force myself to look at his face and not let my eyes wander down his chest to the bulge in his fitted pants. 

His piercing gaze cuts through me. A sudden thought occurs to me. I’m in trouble but I want to be punished by him. My tongue darts out, wetting my lips. His eyes flicker down, catching the pink tip as it passes over my glossy lips. 

“I’m sorry, Sir.” My voice is low, heavy with lust. I don’t miss the way he straightens. “I was distracted. I’m correcting the mistakes now.” I look over at my screen. The mistakes are small and will only take me a minute to fix. 

Brian strides forward into my cubicle. He stands over me, broad chest and square jaw take up most of my vision. His dark eyes scan my face and linger on my lips before sliding down my neck.

“It’s not like you to get distracted.” His words hang heavy between us. I can hear the unspoken words clearly in my mind. You’re my Ace, you don’t make mistakes. I expect better from you.

I look down at my hands as they twist and pull the hem of my skirt. Shame reddens my cheeks. Instead of the cold horror that should come with making an error like this, all I feel is the twitch of my clit as it begs for his attention. 

“I’m sorry, Sir,” I mumble under my breath. 

Brian’s fingers grip my chin and tilt it up so that I’m looking up at his face. The slightest touch from him makes my brain scatter. Through the fog in my brain I manage to catch the way he looks at me. My eyes widen. 

There is a hard edge there, masked by his professionalism and uncertainty. But I saw it. He wants to punish me. I wonder, when his eyes dart down to my mouth again, if he’s imagine stuffing his cock in my mouth. 

“If you make a mistake, you need to fix it.” He lets go of my chin. “I’ll wait.” 

I suck in a long breath. His scent fills my lungs and threatens to muddy my mind again. I bite the inside of my cheek. Focus. I need to focus. 

The mistakes are easy to spot and I correct each of them with a few clicks of my keyboard. Brian’s presence is a constant pressure over my shoulder. I arch my back a little, accentuating the curve of my hip and ass.

“There, all fixed,” I say, turning to look up at him and smile. I expected to see him looking at the screen, double checking my work, or to at least be looking at me. Instead he is looking just to the side of my monitor.

I follow his gaze to the USB port with my vibrator still proudly blinking red. For the third time in the space of a few minutes my heart sputters and stops.

“What’s that?” He asks, reaching for the vibrator.

“It’s noth-”

“I provided every employee with a flash drive,” he says, yanking it out of the dock, “so that you can keep work and personal life separate.”

I make a desperate attempt to grab the vibrator before he gets a chance to look at it closer. My hand grasps around his.

“It’s not- I can explain. Pl-“ 

Brain pulls his hand out of mine. His finger must have pressed against the on button because it comes to life in his hand. The soft hum fills the space between us, as my hands freeze, suspended in the air. 

He looks at it, then at me, then back at the vibrator. His mouth falls open slightly. Whatever words he was going to say die at the back of his throat. My hands drop to my knees and my face burns with shame. 

“Is this what I think it is?”

I don’t answer him. I keep looking at the hem of my skirt, trying not to think about the deep shit I’ve just landed in. Or the fact that my clit pulses with excitement at the prospect of being punished by my boss.

He leans forward, bringing his mouth close to my ear. His breath brushes the hair from my neck and tickles my skin. I whimper at the way his voice drops when he whispers in my ear.

“Is this why you were distracted?”

The vibrator hums in response. His free hand grips the back of my chair, forcing it back so that I’m slightly reclined and forced to look up at him. He holds the vibrator in front of me. 

“Is this,” he says, turning it over in his hand, “why you were distracted?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“And what exactly were you doing with it?”

Heat floods through my body, from the top of my head to my toes, and pools between my legs. My already swollen lips throb with need. I’m ashamed of what I did. Especially at work. But I’m so turned on that all I can think about is Brian using that little vibrator on me. 

“I was…” My words get stuck in my throat. How can I say it out loud? To admit that I was masturbating at work, at my desk, in the open air when anyone could have walked into my cubicle and seen me. How do I admit that to my boss, of all people. 

“You were?”

“Masturbating.”

“What was that? I didn’t quite hear you.”

Based on the wicked grin plastered on his face he definitely heard me. He’s teasing me. Drawing out my shame as much as possible. 

“Masturbating,” I say again.

“Masturbating?” Brian says, louder, in mock shock. I hiss and look at the entrance to my cubicle. Although there aren’t many people left in the office, any one of them could hear us and come over to inspect. 

Brian chuckles. The sound rumbles around in his broad chest. He lifts the vibrator to his nose and breathes in my scent. My entire lower body tenses as I watch his eyes flutter closed. 

I wanted him before but now? Now I want to rip his clothes off and fuck him until neither of us can walk. I want to feel his cock stretch my pussy until I cry out in pain and pleasure. I want him to pound into me until he releases his load in me. 

My nipples tighten forming peaks through the thick layers of my clothes. When Brian’s eyes open again he locks eyes with me.

“If only I was here a little earlier. I would have loved to watch your face twist in ecstasy when you come.” His tongue flicks out, running along the edge of the vibrator. I swallow, watching him taste my dried juices. 

“I didn’t…”

Brian lowers the vibrator and lifts an eyebrow in question.

“I didn’t come. It ran out of power. I was charging it.”

“You’re telling me that I have a beautiful horny woman sitting in front of me?” 

I nod, keeping my eyes on his dark ones. They glint with excitement. 

“Well, since you’re almost there, maybe I should help you finish up.” 

“But… aren’t you going to punish me? I made mistakes. I masturbated during work hours. I’m -”

“A naughty girl. You’re right. I should punish you.” 

Brian pulls me up, spins me around and forces me to kneel on my chair. He shoves my head down so that my ass sticks up in the air. He smacks my ass. Once. Twice. Three times. Each time he smacks me I let out a whimper. When he stops my ass wiggles in the air, begging for more.

“Aren’t you a horny little slut. Do you like being punished by your boss?” His hand connects with my ass again. The fabric of my skirt takes most of the sting out of it, but I can still feel the power behind each hit. “Are you a bad girl?”

“I’m a bad girl.”

“Sir,” he says. His hand collides with my ass again before he grabs it and rolls it around. I wince at his harsh treatment, even as my pussy begs for more.

“I’m a bad girl, Sir.”

“That’s right. And you’re going to be punished for it.”

“I want to be a good girl,” I whimper. “Please make me a good girl, Sir.” 

“Good girls obey orders. Will you obey?”

“Yes, Sir. Anything for you.”

“Anything?” Brian slides the vibrator up the back of my leg. He slides a finger under the hem of my skirt and pulls it up, bunching it at my waist. My ass and g-string are exposed to him now. He traces patterns over my ass cheeks with the tip of the vibrator.

“Were you thinking about me?”

I press my lips together. When he realises that I won’t answer, he slaps my ass again. Without the protection from my skirt  I get the full force of his hand. I hiss as the pain blooms through my tender asscheek. 

“Good girls answer questions. Bad girls don’t. And bad girls get punished.” He grabs my ass. His fingers dig into my skin. “You want to be a good girl, right?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Were you thinking about me?”

“Yes, Sir. I was thinking about you.”

“Good girl,” he croons. His hand softens and glides over the mark he left. His fingers caress every inch of my inner thighs and ass. I swear if he looked hard enough he would see my pussy pulsing with every touch. 

“Since you made some mistakes I can’t let you go unpunished.” He slides a finger under the thin line of my g-string and pulls my soaking panties down to my knees. 

His hand glides up my inner thigh. The feather touch is like nothing I’ve ever felt before. It’s so soft that I can barely feel it, but at the same time it sends sparks throughout my entire body. 

“You’re so wet,” Brian mutters more to himself than me. One of his long fingers ghosts over my plump labia. My legs tremble from kneeling for so long. 

This can’t be real. There is no way that my boss is actually touching my pussy, caressing it and playing with my entrance. I’ve dreamt about this for months and now that it’s actually happening. 

Brian’s finger circles my entrance before sliding the length of my slit to play with my clit. My pussy spasms and twitches from his touch. I groan between clenched lips. I need more. More of his fingers touching me. More of his dirty words. More of his cock filling and stretching me.

I gasp and cry out when he touches the vibrator against my clit. I bite my lip to stop myself from groaning too loudly. It’s late but there might still be some people in the office. Brian doesn’t seem to care. He presses the vibrator harder against my clit, pulling a long groan from my throat. 

“That’s a good girl. Make some noise for me.”

“But someone might hear.”

“Good.” Brian slaps his free hand against my ass. I jolt forward, clinging onto the armrest of my chair. 

He slides the vibrator into my pussy, coating it in my juices before attacking my clit with it again. My core tightens, pulsing and tensing. I’m so close to coming. The pressure building up between my legs is almost unbearable. 

My moans get higher and louder as my orgasm comes racing closer. Brian’s hand pulls my ass cheek aside, giving him more room to work. He rubs the vibrator against my clit with such ferocity that I buck against it. I’m so close, I can feel the edge where my orgasm will break over me and envelope my body in convulsing bliss. 

The vibrator cuts out. 

Again.

I grunt in frustration. This can’t be happening again. I’m so close to coming. Just a few more seconds and I would be a moaning, twitching mess. Tears prick at the corners of my eyes. 

Brian chuckles. I look over my shoulder at him. He’s holding the now silent vibrator in his hand, inspecting it. It is glossy, completely covered in my juices. I want to look away from him. To be so vulnerable in front of him is almost too much to bear. But I can’t look away. Not when he drags his tongue across the slick, black surface. 

My mouth falls open slightly. He licks my vibrator clean, like it was the most delicious lollipop he has ever tasted. My already aching pussy pulses. He inserts the vibrator back into the USB port before looking at me.

“Guess I’ll have to do this the old fashioned way.”

He pulls and pushes me until I’m kneeling on the chair with my arms hugging the top of the chair with my back to him. He pulls my ass out and spreads my knees, completely exposing my pussy and ass to him, before he kneels behind me. 

I gasp when his tongue darts out, catching my clit. He licks, then sucks on my nub. I groan and roll my hips, giving him more of myself. He moves around my pussy, licking and tasting every part of me. 

Heat and pressure builds up in me again. I rock back into him, pressing my swollen pussy against this face. He grabs my thighs and holds me still. His tongue flicks against my clit in quick succession. I move against him, chasing that elusive orgasm.  

“I’m-” The rest of the sentence is lost in the waves of pleasure collecting in my core. My eyes squeeze shut. It’s so close I can feel it snaking around in me, waiting to burst free. I try to speak again but the words are caught up in my short, breathy moans. 

Brian slides a hand up my ass and plays with my back entrance. He tickles the hole before pressing the tip of his thumb into me. 

It sends me over the edge. 

I cry out. My body trembles and bucks with every wave that crashes over me. Wave after wave roll over me, threatening to drown me in their ecstasy. I gasp before crying out again as another wave crashing into me.

My body is a trembling wreck. My legs finally give out and I slump to the side, panting. Brian kisses my still exposed thighs. His dark eyes stare at me as his kisses turn to gentle nibbles. My face is flushed and my hair is a mess. But he doesn’t care and neither do I. 

I just experience the most powerful orgasm of my life and even though I’m coming down from that high, I know I want more. 

“I want you to fuck me.” The words slip out before I can catch myself. I press my lips together. Brian repositions me so that my legs are on either side of his muscular waist. 

“Later,” he says. I sigh and lean back into the chair as his fingers dance across my legs. My soaking pussy, still untouched and hungry, pulses. “My friends are here and it would be rude to keep them waiting.”

“They can join.”

Brian sits back on his heels, eyes wide. My insides squirm. It was a stupid idea suggesting that they all take a turn fucking my pussy. I keep my eyes on him but internally I cringe at my own words. 

Brian’s mouth breaks into a devilish grin. In less than a heartbeat Brian shoves his hand between my legs. His long middle finger slips into my pussy, curling around to find my g-spot. 

I jolt, gripping the armrests until my knuckles go white. Fire burns inside me, as he finger fucks my g-spot. 

“So you want three men to shove their cocks into your pussy?” 

My vision swims in and out of focus. I’m so sensitive down there that even with one finger he is bringing me to the edge again. 

“Yes, Sir. I want to feel your cock in me.”

“You’re so tight my that cock will hurt you.”

“I’ll take it. I promise, Sir. Please, fuck my pussy.”

A deep growl rumbles in his chest. His finger never stops ploughing into me. I’m bucking against it, racing higher and higher again. My hips rise up from the chair, in desperate need of more. 

“You’ll be a good girl and take all of us at the same time. Our massive cocks will stretch your pussy and fill your mouth.”

I nod enthusiastically. My pussy clenches around his finger. 

“Such a dirty little slut. You’re so hungry for cock that you’ll let a couple of strangers fuck you.” 

I let out a whimper when he pulls his finger out. If I don’t feel him in me soon I’m going to go insane. Our eyes lock and in that moment he knows that I’ll do anything to please him. His grin widens. 

Brian stands. At this level I come face to face with his massive bulge. He’s right, his cock is huge and it will stretch me further than anyone has stretched me before. I reach for it but he moves away, backing out of the cubicle.

“Undress. You’re going to walk in there naked. Understood?”

“Yes, Sir.” I agree before his demand fully sinks in. My cheeks redden at the prospect of walking through the office naked. 

“Good. I’ll go let them know that we’ll be celebrating a little differently tonight.” 

“Sir?”

He pauses, mid step and turns to me. 

“I want you to come in my pussy first.”

He smiles, nods, then leaves. I’m left alone at my desk. The cool office air makes my slick thighs chilly. The sensation is different and not unwelcome. 

I glance at my vibrator, happily flashing it’s red light. I grin.

“I take back what I said earlier. You’re a good little machine.”

With that I strip. My nipples harden in the cool air. Tonight’s plans are definitely different.





Chapter 3


I push open the conference room door and step inside. Brian stands with his back to me but turns as I enter. The other two, who I’ve only seen pictures of stand up from where they were sitting at the table. 

A large platter of sushi and an unopened bottle of champagne sit in the middle of the table. The office lights reflect off the dark polished wood and catch on the metal framed, black leather chairs. 

The men in front of me are all impeccably dressed. Their suits are tailored to perfectly hug their strong, masculine bodies. To the left of Brian is Gordon. 

He is about the same height as Brian but has even broader shoulders. He used to play football for some prestigious college before he moved into business. From his size it looks like he never stopped playing. He flashes me a grin with his perfectly straight, white teeth that contrast with this dark skin. 

On the other side of Brian is his friend Marshall. His pale skin, model good looks and trimmed light brown hair wouldn’t be out of place at a frat house. He slips a hand into his pocket. I catch what must be the edge of a full sleeve tattoo. 

Three pairs of eyes stare at my naked body. I force my arms to remain at my side as I walk towards Brian. I let my eyes wander down his chest to the bulge in his pants and lick my lips. I’m so close to tasting his cock that I can almost feel it hammering into the back of my throat. 

“Kneel.”

I stop in front of Brian and kneel in front of him. He runs his fingers through my hair and tilts my head back to look up at him. 

“Good girl,” he says quietly.

“Fuck man, how’d you get her to be so obedient?” Marshall says. He steps closer to me. Out of the corner of my eye I can see the imprint of his impressive cock through his charcoal grey trousers. 

Brian doesn’t answer. His focus is solely on me. 

“Are you ready for your punishment?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“What did you do to deserve this punishment?”

I hesitate for a second. It was hard enough to admit to him what I did wrong, let alone strangers. Brian’s grip on my hair tightens until I wince. 

“I made some mistakes filling out a document.”

“Why did you make those mistakes?”

Heat spreads over my cheeks, turning them red. 

“I was masturbating at my desk and didn’t concentrate on what I was doing.”

Gordon and Marshall chuckle. 

“And now you want to be punished.”

“Yes, Sir. I want you and your friends to fuck me until I can’t walk anymore.”

Gordon lets out a little growl and edges closer to us. Marshall’s hand goes to his crotch and slowly plays with his cock and balls. 

“You were a bad girl, so we are going to be rough. If it gets too much your safe word is the name of my company. Understood?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Excellent.”

Without warning Brian’s grip on the hair at the base of my skull tightens. He yanks me forward so that I’m crushed against his crotch. He presses me closer until I’m suffocating on his bulge. Even as I move against him he doesn’t relent until I grab the fabric of his pants. 

He shoves me back with such force that I fall onto my ass. Less than a second later Marshall is standing over me. His long cock is free from their fabric confines and steadily grows in his hand. 

He grips my hair and pulls me back up till I’m kneeling again. I don’t have time to think before he is forcing his cock into my mouth. He is long and thick and easily hits the back of my throat even though he isn’t fully erect yet. 

I gag around him. Every thrust hits the back of my throat with a dull thud. The pressure sends my head spiralling. I’ve never sucked on a stranger's cock before. The thought has my pussy clenching around nothing but the memory of Brian’s finger. 

Marshall’s cock grows in length until I can’t fit the entire thing in my mouth anymore. I run my tongue along the underside of his cock, tracing over every vein. Marshall slows down, giving me a chance to play with this head. I swirl my tongue around it, giving extra attention to the tip. 

He grunts, and slips his dick in further and holds it against the back of my throat until I gag. When he pulls out spit and precum drip down my chin.

Brian pulls me over next. I turn on my knees to face him and the monster cock that juts out of his pants. It’s huge. He was right when he said it would hurt when he put it in. Still, the thought of his massive cock buried inside my pussy is enough to make me moan.

I lean forward, grabbing the base of his cock with my hand. I take in just the tip of his dick and suck gently. It twitches in my mouth as I run my hand along the shaft. I squeeze his impressive girth and begin pumping in earnest, keeping a firm grip around him. 

Brian groans when I take him in as far as I can. I bounce my head forward and backwards, hollowing my cheeks on each pass. One of his hands grabs a fist full of my hair while the other clamps around my jaw. He stills my head and pounds into my mouth. 

Marshall grabs my free hand and places it around his cock. I pump him in time with Brian’s thrusts. I jump up slightly when there is movement between my legs. Brian has my head in a vice like grip so I can only imagine what Gordon’s head looks like nestled between my thighs. 

His plump lips plant teasing kisses along the inside of my thighs that slowly get closer and closer to my centre. His tongue darts out, lapping at my pussy. I roll my hips trying to catch his tongue. His large hands grab my ass and hold me still while he dips his tongue into my entrance.

I groan around Brian’s cock, closing my eyes briefly while I savour the feel of Gordon’s thick tongue inside me. Brian holds his dick to the back of my throat and growls when my voice vibrates against his tip. 

“Fuck,” is all Brian says before he pulls me up by the hair. I squeak and wince at the sharp pain radiating through my skull. The pain quickly dims and joins the overwhelming pleasure coursing through my body.

Brian forces me over to the table and lifts me up so that I’m sitting on the edge. A dirty thought flashes through my mind and makes me giggle.

“Something funny?” Brian asks through bared teeth. His hands force my legs open. 

“I was just thinking about how many meetings we had at this table and now all I’m going to think about, when I come in here, is how you and your friends fucked me on it.”

Brian grunts in response. His focus is on angling his cock at my entrance. He doesn’t warn me when he pushes himself in. I cry out as his cock stretches my pussy further than ever before. 

“Shit,” he whispers under his breath.

Even though I’m soaking wet, it still takes a few slow thrusts before my body is ready for him. When my grunts turn to moans Brian picks up the pace, hammering into me with such force that he has to hook his hands around my thighs to stop me from scooting up the table.

The sound of his ball slapping against my ass joins in with the sound of the other men pumping their cocks. I look up to see Gordon staring at my tits as they bounce with every thrust. He sits, one leg up on the table, the other firmly planted on the group, and leans over to catch my nipple with his lips. 

I suck in a deep breath as he suckles on my tit. His other hand caresses my stomach, tracing over my curves, before he catches my other nipple between his thumb and forefinger. He alternates between squeezing and pulling my tender tit.

When he sucks on my other nipple I grab his head and pull him closer. My back arches when he sinks his teeth into my boob. I can’t believe this is happening. My boss is fucking me while his friend sucks on my tits. This is better than I could have ever imagined.

Brian’s thrusts become erratic and uneven. His cock throbs inside me, getting ready to shoot his seed deep into my core. He grows thicker, stretching me even further. I grunt when he changes angles, tilting his hips so that his head hits my g-spot. 

He doesn’t relent, even when my pussy clamps down on him with my own building need. Marshall’s fingers find my clit and rub vigorously until I thrash against Brian’s tight grip. 

My orgasm builds again, threatening to completely take over my body. The inner muscles of my pussy strain against Brian’s massive girth. Like the build up before a storm my head pounds with the pressure of my coming orgasm.

Brian roars as he hilts himself deep inside me. His hot cum bursts out of his cock, coating my insides with his sticky, white seed. It’s enough to send me over the edge and ecstasy hits me like a tidal wave. I cry out into the room, as all three men tease and pull at my body.

Their hands hold me tight, letting Brian ride my orgasm as he pumps the last of his load into me. When he’s finished he steps back and is immediately replaced by Marshall. 

His dick is longer but thinner than Brian’s, and kinks to the side. I grunt when he shoves himself in, eager to be inside me. He doesn’t give me any courtesy thrusts to adjust to his length, he just goes for it. 

Gordon slides further onto the table until his dick is close enough to my mouth that I can take in his massive black cock. It stretches my lips and fills my mouth so completely that my tongue is forced to the bottom of my mouth. 

I suck on the tip of Gordon’s cock, tasting this salty precum. He scoots closer and holds my head still, so that he is fucking the inside of my cheek. His dick comes out of my mouth with a wet pop. 

He is so thick that when his cock hits the back of my throat I can’t breath. He stays there until I buck and twist, fighting to air. Then he releases me. Spit covers my mouth and slides down my cheek onto the table. 

Tears burn my eyes and mix with the mess of fluids covering my face. I lick my lips and open my mouth, ready for more. I never would have thought that being used like this would turn me on so much. 

Gordon hammers into my mouth at alternating times to Marshall. My pussy is hot and swollen from Brian’s pounding, but it still hungers for more. Marshall keeps a rapid pace, never slowing down until he is jerking and tensing. 

I can feel his orgasm building inside me until he too comes into my greedy pussy. I roll my hips and tense the muscles of my pussy, squeezing all of the cum out of him. His spunk joins Brian’s and the thought of two sexy men using me as a toy to unload in makes my head swim and my nipples hard. 

There is one more man I need inside me. Gordon slips off the table and turns me over so that I’m laying on my stomach with my ass and legs hanging over the edge of the table. 

Gordon runs the head of his cock up and down the length of my slit before pushing into my pussy. My nails dig into the palms of my hands. Gordon is so much bigger than the others that at first I wince in pain as he fills me completely. 

He gives me a few moments to settle around him. The combined cum of Brian and Marshall help Gordon move more freely inside me. 

I can feel every ridge, every vein, of his massive cock. His large hands grab my asscheeks and rolls them around. I move my hips, testing Gordon’s girth. He bucks, sending threads of pleasure shooting through my body. 

He starts slow but builds with speed until he’s pounding into me so hard that I will have bruises on my hips from the edge of the table. Gordon mutters under his breath about how my pussy is so tight. 

I rock back into him with every thrust. Our bodies collide and crash together. Even though his cock stretches me beyond what I thought I could take, I’m nearing my climax again. His massive balls slap against my clit, pushing me closer to the edge. 

His fingers dig into my waist, as he uses me like a toy, marking me as a sex object. To be used by powerful, alpha men for their pleasure. I grunt every time he hilts himself. I’m near delirious with lust.

We race towards our finish together. Another hand caresses my back and ghosts down my spine to my ass. I glance over my shoulder to see Brian grinning back at me. Our eyes stay locked together. I want him to watch my face as his friend fucks me into oblivion. 

Brian plays with my back entrance before dipping his finger into me, stretching my hole. It’s enough to send me over the edge. I moan, twitching and jerking under Gordon and Brian’s touch. Waves of pleasure tumble through me, building and crashing until I’m left, spent and exhausted on the table. 

Gordon continues to relentlessly fuck my spasming pussy until his cock swell and explodes. He grunts. The sound rumbling around his chest. I can feel him shooting ropes of cum inside me. 

He stays there, buried inside me, keeping all of their cum locked deep in my core. He pats my ass. 

“You’ve got a good girl here, Brian.”

Brian tucks a lock of hair behind my ear.

“She is my Ace.” He leans in closer to me, dropping his voice. “And a very good girl.”

My heart skips a beat. I never would have imagined that my night would have turned out like this. To think I was going to go home and masturbate to the thought of my boss. I grin at both men. 

Gordon finally pulls out. As I stand a gush of fluids dribble out of me and down my legs. It’s proof of tonight. I resist the temptation to collect some on my finger and to taste our combined juices.

Instead I jump when a loud pop comes out of nowhere. We look over to see Marshall holding the bottle of champagne in his hand. He holds it up to us.

“Time to celebrate!”

We fall into laughter as Brian drapes his jacket over my shoulders. Tonight didn’t go as expected and I’ve ever been more grateful that my vibrator ran out of power exactly when it did. 

Brian tucks me under his arm and clinks his glass against mine. 

“To the deal,” I say.

“To my Ace,” he says, and plants a kiss on my cheek. 


















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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