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Istared at the Craigslist ad until my screen went blurry. Studio assistant needed. Discreet. Open-minded. Eight hundred dollars per day, cash. My fridge was empty, and my landlord had already left two notes. I hit apply before I could talk myself out of it.

My name is Chloe Vale. Twenty-one years old. Fresh out of college with a shiny Art History degree that had turned out to be worth exactly nothing. Six months of sending out resumes and getting polite rejection emails had left me with forty-two thousand dollars in student loans, a negative bank balance, and a growing panic that I might actually have to move back in with my parents. That was not an option. Not after I had sworn I would make it on my own in Los Angeles.

My apartment was a joke. One room, peeling paint, a futon that doubled as my bed, and a window that looked out onto a brick wall. I paid nine hundred a month for the privilege, and I was two weeks behind. The last of my savings had gone to gas and the cheap ramen that was keeping me alive. Every morning I woke up with the same knot in my stomach, scrolled through job boards, and tried not to cry when another “we have decided to move forward with other candidates” popped into my inbox.

Today had been especially bad. Three rejections before noon. One from a gallery that had sounded perfect. “Your passion for Renaissance art is clear, but we are looking for someone with more gallery experience.” I had no experience. Just the degree and a mountain of debt. I closed my laptop, stood up, and paced the tiny space. My reflection in the cracked mirror above the sink caught my eye. Five foot three. Long, wavy chestnut hair that I had not bothered to brush properly in days. Big hazel eyes that looked too innocent for how desperate I felt. Freckles across my nose and cheeks that made me look younger than I was. I was wearing an old tank top and cotton shorts, my perky 32D breasts pressing against the thin fabric, my tiny waist flaring out to the kind of juicy bubble butt that had always drawn stares I never knew what to do with. Right now I just look tired. And broke.

I opened the laptop again. Craigslist. I had sworn I would never go there for jobs, but here I was. I scrolled past the usual scams and shady delivery gigs until one caught my eye. The title was simple: “Studio Assistant Wanted – Immediate Start – High Pay – Discreet.” The description was short.

“Busy production studio in San Fernando Valley seeking reliable, open-minded young woman for entry-level assistant position. Must be discreet, professional, and comfortable in a fast-paced environment. $800 per day, cash. No experience necessary. Serious inquiries only. Send photo and short intro.”

Eight hundred dollars. Per day. My rent was nine hundred a month. That was almost a full month’s rent in one day. My hands shook as I typed a reply. I attached the most professional photo I had, one from my graduation where I was smiling in my cap and gown, looking every bit the sweet, innocent girl next door. I wrote a brief paragraph about being a recent graduate, reliable, a quick learner, and available immediately. I hit send before the voice in my head could scream at me that this was probably too good to be true.

The reply came back in twenty minutes.

“Chloe, you look perfect. Can you come in for an interview tomorrow at 10 a.m.? Address attached. Ask for Marcus Hale.”

I stared at the message for a long time. The address was in the valley. I knew what that meant. Porn country. Everyone joked about it. But the pay. God, the pay. I told myself it was probably just paperwork or coffee runs. Maybe they made documentaries or something. I typed back that I would be there.

That night I barely slept. I kept picturing what kind of studio it might be. I tried on three different outfits before settling on a simple yellow sundress that hit just above my knees, paired with white knee socks and my only pair of cute flats. Innocent but professional. I practised smiling in the mirror. “Hi, I’m Chloe. I’m very reliable.” My cheeks flushed pink just saying it.

The drive the next morning took forty minutes through LA traffic. My little beat-up Honda felt like it was gasping for air the whole way. Palm trees whipped by. The valley heat was already climbing even though it was only nine thirty. When I pulled up to the address, I almost turned around. The building looked normal enough from the outside. A long, low warehouse-style place with a small sign that read Velvet Dreams Productions. No windows. A heavy metal door with a buzzer. My heart hammered so hard I could feel it in my throat.

I pressed the buzzer. A deep male voice answered. “Chloe?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Come on in.”

The door buzzed open. Inside, it was surprisingly nice. Cool air, clean white walls, framed posters of movie scenes that I realised with a jolt were very adult. Tasteful, but still. Naked bodies. Glossy skin. I swallowed hard and walked down the hallway toward the office at the end.

Marcus Hale was waiting behind a big desk. Forties, maybe early fifties. Salt-and-pepper hair, an expensive-looking button-down shirt open at the collar, a gold watch on his wrist. He stood up when I entered, smiled widely, and shook my hand. His grip was firm. His eyes flicked over me once, quick but appreciative.

“Chloe Vale. Even prettier in person. Have a seat.”

I sat. My hands folded in my lap so he would not see them shaking. The office smelled of coffee and something faintly like baby oil. He leaned back in his chair and studied me.

“So, an Art History degree. Impressive. Why are you answering a Craigslist ad instead of working in a museum?”

I laughed nervously. “I have sent out over a hundred applications. No one is hiring new grads right now. I need to pay rent and eat. And your ad said high pay and immediate start.”

He nodded, still smiling. “Smart girl. We pay well because we expect discretion. This is an adult film production company. Velvet Dreams. We shoot high-end scenes for streaming and DVD. Very professional. Very safe. Tested talent, closed sets.”

My face grew hot. Adult film. Of course. I had suspected it, but hearing him say it out loud made my stomach flip. I opened my mouth, but nothing came out at first.

Marcus continued smoothly. “The position is studio assistant, but the main duty is what we call fluffing. You keep the talent happy and ready between takes. That means making sure they stay hard and focused so we do not lose time or momentum on set.”

I blinked. “Happy and ready?”

He chuckled. “Oral stimulation, mostly. Hand-work if needed. Light touching. Nothing penetrative on your part unless you decide later to move up. We have girls who start as fluffers and end up in front of the camera making serious money. But for now, it is behind-the-scenes support. You would be on set, helping the pros stay in the zone. Eight hundred cash at the end of every shooting day. We shoot four or five days a week. NDA is mandatory. No phones on set. No talking about what you see.”

My mind spun. Oral. On porn stars. Between takes. I pictured myself on my knees in some bright-lit room while huge men waited for their next scene. My cheeks burned. A strange little flutter started low in my belly, but I pushed it down hard. This was insane. I was not that kind of girl. I had only had sex with two boyfriends in college, and both times had been quick and under the covers with the lights off.

“I, um, I do not know if I can do that,” I whispered.

Marcus leaned forward. His voice remained kind. “Most girls say that at first. Then they try one day and realise the money changes everything. You look like a sweet kid, Chloe. Exactly the kind our talent likes to see on set. Fresh face. Natural body. No fake anything. You would be perfect. Think about it. One day. Cash in hand tonight. If you hate it, you’ll never come back. No hard feelings.”

I thought about my empty fridge. The eviction notice I knew was coming. The way my mom kept texting asking if I needed money and I kept lying that I was fine. Eight hundred dollars. Today.

I swallowed. “Can I see the contract?”

He slid a single page across the desk. Standard NDA. I would not discuss names, faces, scenes, or anything. The penalty for breaking it was huge. I signed with a shaking hand. The pen felt heavy.

Marcus grinned. “Smart choice. See you tomorrow at nine a.m. sharp. Wear something easy to move in. Sundresses like that are fine. Comfortable. We want you relaxed.”

He stood and walked me to the door. His hand rested lightly on my lower back for a second as he guided me out. “You are going to do great, sweetheart. Welcome to Velvet Dreams.”

I walked back to my car in a daze. The valley sun beat down on my shoulders. My yellow sundress suddenly felt too short, too thin. I could feel the breeze on my thighs and the way my nipples had tightened against the fabric from nerves. I got in the car, started the engine, and just sat there for a long minute.

What the hell had I just done?

I drove home on autopilot. My mind kept replaying Marcus’s words. “Keep the talent happy and ready.” Oral. Between takes. I tried to picture it, and my face flamed again. Part of me wanted to call and cancel right then. The other part kept seeing that eight-hundred-dollar number in bright green. I could pay my landlord tomorrow. Buy real groceries. Maybe even put something toward my loans.

Back in my apartment, I stripped out of the sundress and stood in front of the mirror in just my plain white bra and panties. I looked at my body like someone else might see it tomorrow. My perky breasts with their puffy pink nipples. The curve of my tiny waist into wide hips and that fat, juicy bubble butt that jiggled when I walked. My plump lips. The innocent hazel eyes staring back at me.

I whispered to my reflection, “You are really going to do this, Chloe?”

My voice sounded small. Scared. Eager in a way that made me feel ashamed.

I pulled on an oversized T-shirt and crawled into bed even though it was only early afternoon. Tomorrow at nine I would walk into that studio and become whatever a fluffer was. I did not know if I could go through with it. But I knew I had no choice.

I closed my eyes and tried to sleep, but all I could see was that heavy metal door and the promise of eight hundred dollars waiting on the other side.
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Ipulled my beat-up Honda into the cracked parking lot of Velvet Dreams Productions at exactly nine in the morning, my hands slick on the steering wheel and my heart hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat. The San Fernando Valley sun already beat down like it wanted to melt me, and I glanced down at my outfit one last time. The yellow sundress was the most innocent thing I owned, thin cotton that hugged my tits and flared over my tiny waist before stopping mid-thigh. White knee socks climbed up my calves, the kind I used to wear in college when I still pretended I was a good girl. My long wavy chestnut hair was loose, freckles standing out on my flushed cheeks, and my plump lips felt too big, too obvious, like they already knew what I was here for.

Forty-two thousand dollars in student loans. Zero job offers after my Art History degree. Rent is due in six days. That Craigslist ad had seemed like a joke at first. Fluffer. But the money was real, cash under the table, and the lady on the phone had said I had the perfect look. Innocent. Fresh. Breakable.

God, what was I doing?

I stepped out, the heat wrapping around my bare legs, and walked toward the low beige building that looked more like a warehouse than a porn studio. My knees shook inside the knee socks. The front door buzzed when I pushed it, and cool air conditioning hit me like a slap.

A woman was waiting right inside, leaning against the reception desk like she owned the place. Platinum blonde hair cascaded down her back in perfect waves, and her tits were massive, easily double-Ds, straining against a tiny white crop top that showed off a pierced navel. Her skirt was so short it barely covered her ass, and when she smiled at me her tongue flicked out, a silver barbell glinting. Riley Knox. I knew her name from the email they sent last night.

She looked me up and down slowly, blue eyes dragging over my sundress, my tits, my hips, my sock-covered legs. Eye-fucking me. That was the only word for it. Heat rushed to my face.

“Oh honey,” she purred, voice low and smoky, “you are going to be delicious.”

I swallowed hard. “Chloe. Chloe Vale. I’m… the new fluffer?”

Riley laughed, a bright, filthy sound, and pushed off the desk. Her hips swayed as she walked over, heels clicking. Up close she smelled like vanilla and something muskier, like sex already. “I know, sweetie. Marcus told me all about you. Fresh meat. Come on, I’ll give you the tour before we throw you in the deep end.”

She looped her arm through mine like we were sorority sisters, her big soft tit pressing against my arm. I tried not to notice how my nipple tightened instantly under the thin dress.

The place was bigger than it looked from outside. Riley led me down a hallway lined with doors. “Trailers out back for the stars to rest between scenes,” she said, pointing through a window. “Some of them fuck in there too, just because they can. Sets are through here. We’ve got a bedroom set, an office set, schoolgirl classroom, dungeon. Whatever sells.”

Moans floated from behind one closed door, wet and rhythmic. I felt my face burn hotter.

Riley grinned. “That’s Scene Three today. Jax is wrecking some new girl. You’ll meet him soon enough.”

We passed the fluffer lounge next, a dim room with worn leather couches, a mini-fridge, and a wall of mirrors. A faint smell of bleach and cum hung in the air. Two girls in tiny robes were lounging, one scrolling her phone with dried white streaks still visible on her chin. They glanced up and smirked at me.

“New girl,” Riley announced. “Be nice.”

They waved lazily. My stomach flipped.

Then Riley steered me toward a heavy, soundproof door with a red light glowing above it. “Live set,” she whispered. “They’re rolling right now. Stay quiet.”

She cracked the door open and pulled me inside.

The heat hit me first, bright lights glaring down on a king-sized bed in the middle of the room. Cameras everywhere, a guy with a headset directing, and right there in the centre, real sex happening six feet away.

A petite brunette actress was on all fours, back arched, moaning like she was dying. Behind her, a huge, muscular guy gripped her hips and slammed into her, his cock disappearing completely with every thrust. It was massive, easily ten inches, thick and veined, glistening with her juices. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room. Her pussy lips stretched obscenely around him, cream coating his shaft every time he pulled back. His heavy balls swung forward and smacked against her clit with each brutal stroke.

I froze. My mouth went dry. My knees buckled.

I had seen nothing like this in my life. Not even close. Porn on my laptop was one thing. This was raw, loud, smelling of sweat and pussy and pure fucking. The actress’s tits bounced wildly, her face twisted in ecstasy. The guy’s abs flexed, sweat dripping down his chest. And that cock. God, the way it split her open, shiny and angry and endless.

My pussy clenched hard. A rush of wetness soaked my panties instantly. I pressed my thighs together under the sundress, mortified. No. This couldn’t be turning me on. I was just here for the money. I wasn’t… like that.

Riley leaned close, her breath hot in my ear. “First time seeing it live, huh? Watch how her cunt grips him. That’s what the fans pay for.”

The director called “Hold,” and everything stopped. The guy pulled out with a wet pop, his cock bobbing heavy and slick, still rock-hard. The actress stayed on all fours, panting, cum and her own juices dripping down her thighs.

Riley tugged my arm. “Fluffer time, newbie. But first, lesson one.”

She walked me right up to the edge of the set. The male talent glanced over, eyes raking over my body, and smirked. His cock twitched.

“Fluffers keep the boys ready,” Riley explained in a low, matter-of-fact voice, like she was showing me how to use the copier. “Between takes, you suck them clean. You deep-throat to keep them hard. You lick their balls, swallow their loads if they need to blow off steam. You edge them so they can last longer on camera. Sometimes you hold their balls while they fuck so they don’t cum too soon. It’s all about service, honey. You’re the invisible girl who makes the magic happen. And the pay is fucking fantastic.”

My head spun. Suck them clean? Swallow loads? My mind flashed to my innocent yellow dress, the knee socks, the Art History textbooks still stacked in my apartment. I whispered under my breath, “I cannot believe I am doing this.”

But my nipples were diamond-hard, poking against the cotton. My clit throbbed. A trickle of wetness slid down my inner thigh.

Riley smiled like she could smell it. “Now watch and learn. Kneel right here, Chloe.”

She pointed to the floor beside the male talent. My legs moved before my brain caught up. I dropped to my knees on the padded mat, sundress riding up, knee socks brushing the floor. The guy was right there, his massive cock inches from my face, still dripping. The smell hit me: salty skin, sweet pussy, raw sex. Thick and heady.

Riley took my shaking hand and guided it up. “Cup his balls. Gently. Feel how full they are.”

My palm slid under his heavy sack. Oh my god. They were so warm. So heavy. Like two ripe plums wrapped in soft, wrinkled skin. Thick veins pulsed against my fingers as I held them, supporting their weight. They tightened slightly at my touch, drawing up closer to his body. I could feel the cum churning inside, hot and thick.

The guy groaned approval and thrust back into the actress. The wet slapping started again. His balls swung in my palm with every powerful stroke, slapping my fingers, sliding against my skin. I held them steady, feeling them tighten more, feeling the heat radiate into my hand. The actress moaned louder as he pounded her, her juices coating his shaft and dripping down onto my wrist.

I was trembling. My pussy was soaked, panties clinging wetly, clit aching so bad I wanted to grind against my heel. Shame burned through me, hot and sweet. Here I was, a twenty-one-year-old virgin to real sex, kneeling in knee socks holding a stranger’s balls while he fucked another woman on camera. And I was dripping. My breath came in short gasps.

“Feel that?” Riley whispered beside me, her hand on my shoulder. “They’re getting tighter. Means he’s close. That’s why we fluff. You could lean in right now and lick them if you wanted. Taste her on him.”

I whimpered softly. I shouldn’t. But my mouth watered. My plump lips parted. The smell was everywhere, musky and delicious. My hazel eyes were wide, mascara already threatening to run from the sheer overwhelming filth of it.

His balls pulsed in my palm again, drawing up even tighter. He grunted, slamming deep. The actress screamed her orgasm, pussy clenching visibly around his cock. And I almost came right there on my knees, untouched, just from the humiliation and the heat and the weight in my hand.

Riley pulled me back gently as the director called cut. The guy pulled out, cock still raging, and Riley quickly wiped him down with a towel before nodding at me. “Good girl. First contact.”

My hand was still warm from his balls. I could smell him on my fingers. My sundress was damp between my legs.

Riley winked at me, big tits bouncing as she laughed softly. “Tomorrow you are really going to learn how to take care of these boys, newbie.”

She helped me to my feet, my knees wobbly, face burning crimson. As we left the set, the moans starting up again behind us. I knew my life had just changed forever. I was soaked, ashamed, and already aching for more.

I could not believe I was doing this.

But deep down, in the wet, throbbing place between my thighs, I knew I was going to do so much more.
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Istood there in the narrow hallway of Velvet Dreams Productions, my heart hammering so hard I thought it might burst right out of my chest. My palms were sweaty, and I kept wiping them on the sides of my simple black skirt. This was really happening. Just yesterday I had been a broke art history grad staring at my mounting student debt. Today I was about to learn how to be a fluffer in a porn studio in the hot San Fernando Valley.

Riley Knox grinned at me over her shoulder as she tugged me along by the wrist. She was everything I was not. Twenty-five years old with platinum blonde hair that fell in perfect waves down her back, massive fake tits straining against a tight pink tank top, and a sassy sway to her hips that screamed confidence. Her tongue piercing glinted when she spoke. “Come on, Chloe. The lounge is right this way. You are going to love this. Or at least your pussy will after the first few times.”

I let out a nervous laugh that sounded more like a squeak. “I still cannot believe I am doing this, Riley. I mean, I am an art history major. I should be in a museum or something. Not. Not here.” My voice trailed off as we pushed through a door marked Fluffer Lounge in faded letters.

The room was not what I expected. It was surprisingly cosy in a sleazy way. Plush couches lined the walls, a mini-fridge hummed in the corner, and there were mirrors everywhere. The air smelled like vanilla air freshener mixed with something muskier. Posters of past productions covered the walls. Naked bodies in every position imaginable stared back at me. In the centre of the room, a guy was lounging on a big couch. He looked mid-thirties, fit but not superstar ripped, with short brown hair and an easy smile. Scott Riley had called him earlier. A mid-tier performer who needed to stay ready between scenes.

Scott waved casually. “Hey new girl. Riley is the best teacher. You are in expert hands.”

Riley laughed and shoved me gently toward a chair right next to the couch. “Sit your cute little ass down and watch first, Chloe. Pay attention to everything. Fluffers keep the talent hard and happy. No pressure.” She winked.

I sat, crossing my legs tightly. My tits felt heavy under my thin white blouse, and my fat juicy bubble butt pressed into the cushion. I was only five three but my curves felt so exposed here. My big, innocent hazel eyes were wide as Riley dropped to her knees in front of Scott without hesitation.

“Lesson one,” she said in that big sister tone, “is sloppy is good. Guys love the mess. The wetter and nastier, the better.” She reached out and unzipped Scott’s jeans with practised ease. His cock sprang out, already half hard. It was about seven inches and thick, with a slight upward curve and heavy balls hanging below. The head was shiny and pink.

My mouth went dry. I had seen porn before, sure. But never this close. Never live. “Oh my god,” I whispered to myself.

Riley wrapped her manicured hand around the base and stroked him slowly. “See how I start soft? Build it up.” She leaned in and dragged her pierced tongue along the underside from balls to tip. Scott groaned. That tongue piercing clicked against his skin. She swirled it around the head, collecting a bead of pre-cum that had formed.

“First taste is always the best,” Riley murmured, looking right at me. “Salty. A little sweet sometimes. Addictive.” She opened her mouth wide and took him in. The wet slurp filled the room as her lips stretched around his girth. She bobbed her head, taking more each time. Thick strings of saliva already trailed from her mouth down his shaft.

I could not look away. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, but between my thighs, my pussy started to tingle. This was so wrong. I was watching a woman suck a stranger’s cock like it was the most normal thing. Riley gagged softly as she pushed deeper, her throat bulging slightly. Spit bubbled at the corners of her lips and dripped onto Scott’s balls. She pulled off with a gasp, a long rope of thick saliva connecting her plump lips to his glistening cock.

“See that, Chloe? Throat bulge. That is what they want. Relax your gag reflex. Breathe through your nose.” She dived back down, face fucking herself on him with wet glucking sounds. Balls slapped against her chin. Mascara started to run just a little as her eyes watered. She looked so filthy and so in control at the same time.

My nipples hardened against my bra. I squeezed my thighs together. A trickle of wetness escaped my panties and slid down my inner thigh. What the fuck was wrong with me? I was getting turned on watching this. Shame flooded me, but my clit throbbed anyway.

Riley pulled off again, gasping. Strings of spit hung from her chin. “Your turn soon, sweetie. But watch me finish the demo.” She went back to work, sucking harder. Her head moved faster. Slurps and gags echoed. Scott’s hand rested on her head, but let her lead. “Fuck, Riley. You are still the queen.”

She hummed around him, the vibration making him twitch. More saliva poured out, coating everything in a shiny mess. She cupped his balls, massaging them while deep-throating. I saw her throat expand each time the head pushed in. It was mesmerising and disgusting and hot all at once.

After a few minutes she popped off, stroking him fast with both hands. “He is close. But we edge them sometimes. Keep them ready for the camera.” She licked his balls thoroughly, sucking one into her mouth with a pop. Then back to the head. Her pierced tongue flicked the slit.

Scott groaned louder. “Shit, I am gonna cum if you keep that up.”

Riley smiled up at him. “Good. Show the new girl how a proper fluffer finishes.” She took him deep again, sucking with hollowed cheeks. Her hand twisted at the base. Wet, obscene sounds filled the lounge. Spit flew. Her tits bounced with each bob.

I was breathing fast now. My hand unconsciously pressed against my skirt over my mound. I stopped myself, but the damage had been done. My panties were soaked through.

Riley moaned around the cock as Scott tensed. “Here it comes,” she mumbled. Then he erupted. I watched her throat work as she swallowed load after load without spilling a drop. When she finally pulled off, she opened her mouth to show it was empty. A little cum glistened on her lips. She licked it up and swallowed with a happy sigh.

“Perfect,” she said, standing and wiping her chin. “Your turn, Chloe. On your knees.”

My stomach flipped. “Riley, I. I do not know if I can. I have never. This is crazy.” My voice shook, but I stood up on wobbly legs. My pussy betrayed me, aching and wet.

She laughed softly and guided me to the floor in front of Scott. His cock was still hard, slick with her spit and a fresh bead of pre-cum at the tip. It twitched as I stared. “Everyone is nervous their first time. You need this job, right? Forty-two thousand in debt? This pays the bills and more. Plus.” She leaned down and whispered in my ear. “I can see your thighs are shiny. You are dripping already, you little slut in training.”

I whimpered. She was right. The shame made my face flame red, but my clit pulsed.

“Start with your hand,” Riley instructed. She took my small hand and wrapped it around the warm, veiny shaft. It was so thick my fingers did not meet. Hot. Pulsing. “Stroke nice and slow. Feel it.”

I moved my hand up and down awkwardly. It felt strange. Silky skin over steel hardness. Scott smiled down at me encouragingly. “Nice and easy, Chloe.”

Riley knelt beside me, her hand over mine guiding the rhythm. “Good. Now lean in. Lick the head. Taste that pre-cum.”

I hesitated, my plump cock-sucking lips inches from it. The smell was musky, manly. I stuck out my tongue and flicked the tip. Salty. Slightly bitter. Warm. “Oh,” I gasped. The flavour exploded on my tongue. Not bad. Weirdly good.

“See? Not so bad,” Riley cooed. “Now open wide. Take the head in your mouth.”

My hands shook as I parted my lips and slid the head inside. It filled my mouth instantly. So warm. So real. I swirled my tongue around it like I had seen Riley do. Scott moaned. “Fuck, her mouth is hot.”

I bobbed a little, taking another inch. Then I gagged as it hit the back of my throat. I pulled back, coughing, spit trailing from my lips. “Sorry. I am bad at this,”

Riley petted my long, wavy, chestnut hair. “No one is good at first. Relax your throat. Breathe. Try again.”

I tried once more. The cock slid between my lips again. I sucked gently, my big hazel eyes looking up. Tears formed as I pushed deeper. My freckled cheeks hollowed. Saliva started to drip down my chin.

“That’s it,” Riley praised. “Use your tongue on the underside. Good girl.”

I was doing it. Sucking my first cock. The shame was overwhelming. I was on my knees in a porn studio on my first day. But my pussy was dripping down my thighs now. Actual drops. My tiny waist clenched as arousal built.

Riley watched closely. “Deeper now.” She put her hand on the back of my head. Not forcing yet, but guiding. “Relax. Take more.”

I gagged again, but held it in. The thick shaft stretched my mouth. My plump lips were wrapped tight. More spit poured out, making messy trails down the shaft to his balls.

“Look at that. Already making such a sloppy mess. Natural talent.” Riley’s voice was husky with approval.

Scott groaned. “Her mouth feels amazing. Tight and wet.”

Encouraged, I tried to take even more. But when the head bumped my throat, I panicked and pulled off, gasping. Thick saliva ropes hung from my chin to the cock. My mascara was starting to run from the tears.

Riley wiped my chin with her thumb and fed the spit back to me. “Swallow your spit. Get used to it. Now, I am going to help you take it all the way.”

My eyes widened. “All the way? Riley, it is too big. I can’t.”

“You can and you will. This is training.” Her tone was firm but kind. She gripped my hair gently and pushed my head down. The cock slid in. Three inches. Four. Five. I gagged hard, throat convulsing around it. My eyes watered heavily. But I did not pull away.

“Through the nose. Breathe.” She pushed more. Six inches. My throat bulged visibly. I could feel it. The fullness was insane. Balls almost touching my chin.

I made horrible glucking sounds. Spit bubbled out around the shaft and dripped onto my tits, soaking my blouse. My pussy clenched hard. I was so wet it felt like I peed myself a little, but I knew it was arousal.

“Almost there, baby. One more push.” Riley forced my head down the last inch. My nose pressed into his pubes. Balls rested on my chin. Full balls deep. My throat spasmed around the entire seven inches. I gagged violently, but she held me there for several long seconds. “Good girl. Feel that? You are deep-throating like a pro already.”

Tears streamed down my freckled cheeks. Mascara ran in black streaks. But my clit was on fire. I came a tiny bit right there. A small orgasm rippled through me without my pussy even being touched. My thighs were slick.

Riley finally let me pull back. I gasped for air, coughing up thick throat slime that hung in long ropes from my lips to the shiny cock. “I cannot believe I did that,” I rasped. My voice was hoarse.

“You did amazing,” Riley said, petting my hair. “Now finish him. Suck him good and swallow every drop. Fluffers always swallow.”

I dived back in with more confidence now. The shame was still there, but the horniness was winning. I bobbed my head, taking him deep each time with wet slurps. My hands cupped his balls like Riley had. I gagged and slobbered messily. Spit everywhere. On my face, my tits, the floor.

Scott’s breathing sped up. “Fuck, I am close.”

Riley held my head and encouraged. “That is it, Chloe. Take his load. Swallow like a good little cocksucker.”

The words sent another throb through my pussy. I sucked harder. Then Scott groaned and exploded. Hot thick cum shot into my mouth and straight down my throat. Rope after rope. Salty. Thick. Musky. I swallowed frantically, gulping it down. Some bubbled up into my nose. I coughed but kept sucking, milking every drop.

I swallowed every last bit. When he finished, I pulled off, gasping. A little cum dripped from my plump lips, but I licked it up. My first load. I had swallowed a man’s cum.

Riley beamed and stroked my hair. “Such a natural little cocksucker. I knew you would be good at this. How do you feel?”

I sat back on my heels, face a mess of spit, tears, and cum residue. My blouse was ruined. My thighs were drenched. Inside, shame warred with this new, throbbing need. I should not love this. But my pussy was still pulsing. I wanted more. “I. I don’t know, Riley. It was so much. But. I came a little. Without touching myself.”

She laughed and helped me up, hugging me against her big tits. “That is the start, sweetie. Welcome to the family. You are going to be the best fluffer in the valley soon. Now let us get you cleaned up before your next lesson.”

As we left the lounge, I glanced back at Scott, who gave me a thumbs-up. My mind raced. What had I become in one afternoon? A shy art grad, one minute. A cum-swallowing fluffer the next. The worst part? I could not wait for whatever came next.
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Icould still taste Scott on my tongue when Riley patted my ass and left me standing there like fresh meat. The fluffer lounge door clicked shut behind her platinum blonde hair and that sassy little laugh she gave me right before she said, “Jax likes them nervous, sweetie. You’ll do great.” My knees felt like jelly. This was only my second real day at Velvet Dreams, and already my lips were puffy from Riley’s training lesson. My pussy still throbbed from the way she had made me practice on his cock while she whispered filthy encouragement in my ear. But this? This time I was on my own.

Jax “The Bull” Monroe sat in the big director’s chair on the edge of the set, legs spread wide, black silk robe hanging open just enough to show the heavy outline of what waited underneath. Ten point five inches of pure monster cock. I had seen the measurements on the talent sheet Marcus showed me on my first day, but seeing it in person was something else entirely. He was twenty-eight, built like a linebacker, dark skin gleaming under the studio lights, a gold chain resting against his muscled chest. His eyes locked on me the second Riley disappeared.

“Well, well,” he rumbled, voice deep enough to vibrate in my chest. “Fresh little college cum-rag. Riley said you got a pretty mouth. Show me.”

My cheeks burned. I was wearing a tiny white tank top and pink thong they had given me, and nothing else. My tits strained against the thin fabric, puffy pink nipples already hard from nerves and the cool air. My long, wavy, chestnut hair hung loose down my back, and I knew my big hazel eyes looked way too innocent for this. “I, um… I’m Chloe,” I whispered, hands twisting in front of me. “This is my first time on my own with real talent.”

He laughed low and mean. “I know who you are, baby girl. Twenty-one-year-old broke art history bitch with forty-two grand in debt. Crawl over here and open that scholarship mouth.”

My stomach flipped. Part of me wanted to run. The other part, the part that had got soaking wet while Riley taught me how to deep-throat, made my thighs press together. I dropped to my hands and knees on the cheap carpet and crawled the ten feet to him. My fat, juicy bubble butt swayed behind me, and I could feel how wet my thong already was.

Jax spread his legs wider and let the robe fall completely open. His cock flopped out, heavy and thick, already half hard, the dark head thicker than my wrist. Veins ran all over it like ropes. His balls hung low and full, each one the size of a plum. The musky scent hit me and my mouth watered before I could stop it.

“Hands behind your back, college cum-rag,” he ordered. “This ain’t no romance novel. You’re here to keep Daddy’s dick hard between takes. Nothing more.”

I clasped my wrists behind me and leaned in. My plump cock sucking lips parted and I kissed the fat head. It was hot, silky, already leaking a thick bead of pre-cum. I licked it up and moaned softly. Salty. Warm. God, why did it taste so good?

Jax grabbed a fistful of my chestnut hair and yanked my head back. “Lick it first. Show me how grateful you are for this big black cock.”

I ran my tongue from his balls all the way up the underside, slow and sloppy. Thick saliva strings connected my tongue to his shaft when I pulled away. I did it again and again until the whole thing glistened. His cock grew in my face, swelling to its full ten and a half inches, so thick my fingers wouldn’t meet if I wrapped both hands around it. Which I wasn’t allowed to do.

“Open.”

I opened wide. Jax pushed the head past my lips and didn’t stop. He slid straight into my throat, like it belonged there. My eyes went wide. I gurgled helplessly as my throat stretched around the invasion. I could feel the fat head bulging my neck, pressing against the tight ring deep inside. Spit poured from the corners of my mouth in thick ropes, dripping onto my tits and soaking my tank top.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Look at that pretty white throat stretching for Daddy. Gonna ruin this college mouth.”

He held my head down until my nose pressed against his pubic bone. My throat convulsed around him, milking his cock on pure reflex. Tears spilled down my cheeks, taking my mascara with them in black streaks. My lungs burned, but I didn’t pull away. I couldn’t. His grip was iron.

When he finally let me up for air, I gasped, coughing up thick throat slime that splattered across his balls. “Please… it’s too big,” I whimpered, but my voice was hoarse and my pussy was dripping down my thighs.

“Too big?” Jax laughed and slapped my face with his wet cock, leaving a shiny streak across my freckled cheek. “You’re a fluffer now, bitch. This is what you signed up for. Now choke on my balls.”

He lifted his heavy sack and pressed it to my lips. I opened obediently and sucked one fat ball into my mouth, then the other. They were so full they stretched my cheeks. I swirled my tongue, moaning around them while spit ran down my chin in rivers. The humiliation burned in my stomach, but my clit throbbed harder than it ever had in my life. I was so wet I could hear it when I shifted on my knees.

Jax pulled his balls free with a wet pop and shoved his cock back down my throat in one thrust. He started face fucking me for real then, hips snapping forward, balls slapping my chin with loud wet smacks. Gluck. Gluck. Gluck. The filthy sounds filled the empty set. My throat bulged obscenely every time he bottomed out. I could see it in the mirror across the room, my slender neck swelling like a snake swallowing prey.

“Fuck yeah, take it, you little cum-rag,” he snarled. “Gonna fill that belly with so much nut you’ll look pregnant.”

My hands stayed locked behind my back like a good girl, even though my lungs screamed. Drool cascaded down my chin, soaking my tits until the white tank top was completely see-through. My puffy nipples poked out like little pink diamonds. Every brutal thrust sent sparks straight to my clit. I had never come from just sucking cock before, but I was getting close. My hips rocked uselessly, grinding nothing but air.

Jax noticed. “Look at you. Little college slut creaming her thong from getting her face fucked. You love this shit, don’t you?”

I tried to nod, but he was buried too deep. My throat made wet gurgling noises around him. He pulled out long enough for me to suck in a desperate breath, strings of spit connecting my lips to his cock like obscene tethers.

“Say it,” he demanded, slapping my sloppy face again.

“I… I love it,” I gasped, voice wrecked. “I love your big black cock stretching my throat.”

“Good girl.” He rewarded me by shoving back in and holding me there, grinding his hips so the head rubbed deep in my oesophagus. My vision sparkled. My pussy clenched hard and suddenly I was coming. No hands, no clit touching, just his monster cock owning my throat. My whole body shook. My knees buckled. A gush of girl cum soaked through my thong and ran down my thighs in clear, shiny rivers. I screamed around his cock, but it came out as a muffled, wet vibration that made him groan.

“Fuck, she’s coming hands free,” he laughed. “What a natural-born throat whore.”

He kept fucking my face through my orgasm, using my convulsing throat like a fleshlight. My mascara tears mixed with spit and ran in black rivers down my neck. My lips were stretched obscenely around the base. My nose mashed against his pelvis with every thrust. I was a drooling, choking mess, and I had never felt more alive.

Jax’s balls started to tighten against my chin. “Here it comes, college cum-rag. Gonna flood that belly.”

He slammed in one last time and held me there. His cock swelled even thicker and then erupted. Thick ropes of hot cum blasted straight into my stomach. I could feel every pulse, every jet. There was so much. My throat worked on autopilot, swallowing frantically, but some still backed up. Cum bubbled out of my nose in two thick white streams, dripping over my upper lip. I kept swallowing and swallowing until the pressure eased.

When he finally pulled out, I collapsed forward onto my hands, coughing up bubbles of cum and spit onto the carpet. My belly felt bloated, like I had chugged a protein shake. Cum leaked from my ruined lips in a steady stream. I couldn’t stop licking them, chasing every drop with my tongue.

Jax stood over me, cock still half hard and shiny with my throat slime. He patted my head like a good little pet. “Not bad for a first-timer. You took every inch and swallowed like a champ. Riley trained you right.”

I looked up at him through tear-streaked eyes, chest heaving, tits heaving, face a total wreck. And I smiled. A small, shy, cum-smeared smile. Because I had come harder than I ever had in my life just from sucking his cock. My pussy still fluttered with aftershocks. The shame was still there, hot in my cheeks, but underneath it something else was waking up. Pride. Filthy, dripping pride.

I licked my lips again, tasting him. “Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered hoarsely.

He chuckled and tucked his massive cock back into his robe. “You’re gonna be a star fluffer, little girl. Now, go clean up. Next take is in twenty. And tell Riley I said you need more practice on balls.”

I crawled to my feet on shaky legs, cum still leaking from my nose and mouth. My thong was ruined, soaked and clinging to my swollen pussy lips. As I walked back toward the fluffer lounge, I felt every eye on the set watching me. The shame burned brighter, but so did the heat between my legs.

I had to survive Zane tomorrow. And Raven. God help me.

I wiped a thick rope of cum from my chin and sucked it off my finger without thinking. My pussy clenched again.

I really was becoming their little cum slut.
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Istood outside the door to Studio Three with my knees already shaking. The air smelled like sweat and latex and that cheap vanilla air freshener they sprayed everywhere to cover the sex. My shift had started two hours ago, and I had already swallowed two loads from the morning crew, but this one felt different. Zane “Rebel” Kane was inside finishing his first take, and Marcus had sent me in with a wink. “He likes it sloppy, princess. Make sure that curved dick stays rock hard for round two.”

I swallowed hard. My pussy was already leaking into the tiny thong Riley had made me wear under the short fluffer robe. God, I was twenty-one years old with an art history degree, and I was dripping like a faucet because some tattooed porn star was about to use my face. What the hell had happened to me in three days?

The door opened. Zane stepped out, towel around his neck, sweat glistening on the ink that covered his chest and arms. His cock swung heavy between his legs, still half-hard, eight and a half inches of thick, upward-curving meat that looked like it had been designed to wreck throats. A silver ring pierced the head, catching the light. His eyes locked on me, and a slow, mean grin spread across his face.

“Well, well. Fresh meat. You the new college whore they hired?”

My cheeks burned. “I… I’m Chloe. The fluffer.”

He laughed low in his throat and grabbed my wrist, pulling me inside the small break room attached to the set. The door clicked shut. One bare bulb hung from the ceiling. A ratty couch sat against the wall, and a mirror leaned in the corner so the talent could check their angles.

“On your knees, slut.”

I dropped before I could think. The concrete floor bit into my skin, but I barely felt it. Zane stepped closer until that curved cock bobbed right in front of my lips. It was already thickening again, veins pulsing along the shaft. The head was fat and flushed dark purple, the piercing gleaming.

“Open that fucking mouth wider, slut,” he snarled.

I did. God help me, I did. My lips stretched around the thick head and the metal ring clicked against my teeth. He tasted salty and musky, leftover cum and pussy juice from the scene he had just shot. My eyes watered instantly.

“Deeper. I want to feel that throat bulge.”

He grabbed the back of my head with both hands and thrust. The curve of his cock hit the back of my throat at a perfect angle, and my gag reflex exploded. Gluck. The sound was wet and obscene. Thick ropes of saliva poured from the corners of my mouth and splattered onto my tits. My robe fell open. My puffy pink nipples were rock hard.

“Fuck yes. Look at those pretty hazel eyes watering for me.” He pulled back just enough for me to gasp, then slammed in again. My throat stretched visibly around him. I could see it in the mirror. My neck bulged every time he drove forward. Balls slapped my chin. Wet, heavy smacks that echoed in the tiny room.

I should not like this. I should not be soaking through my thong while a man I barely knew fucked my face like a fleshlight. But my clit was throbbing so hard it hurt.

Zane slapped his heavy cock against my cheek. Smack. Smack. “My personal college whore. Bet you were studying Renaissance paintings last week and now you’re gagging on rebel dick. Say it.”

I coughed up a thick string of throat slime that hung from my chin like a necklace. “I’m… I’m your personal college whore.” My voice was hoarse already.

“Louder, bitch.”

“I’m your personal college whore!”

He grinned and shoved back in, fucking my throat in short, brutal strokes. Every time the head popped past my tonsils, my pussy clenched. I could feel myself dripping down my thighs. My hands flew to my tits and I pinched my nipples hard, rolling them between my fingers while he used me.

“Touch that cunt. I want to hear how wet you are.”

I slid one hand under my robe. My fingers slipped through my folds and I moaned around his cock. The vibration made him groan.

“Fuck, that’s it. Play with that sloppy little pussy while I wreck your face.”

I rubbed my clit in fast circles. My hips bucked. Saliva poured down my chin and onto my tits in thick, shiny rivers. My mascara was already running. Black tears streaked my freckled cheeks. I looked like a total mess in the mirror and I could not stop.

Zane pulled out suddenly and slapped my face with his wet cock. Left cheek. Right cheek. The heavy meat made loud, filthy smacks. “Beg for it, college girl. Beg me to use your face like the studio whore you are.”

My first day I would have cried and run. Now the words tumbled out before I could stop them. “Please… please use my face. Fuck my throat raw. I need it.”

His eyes flashed with dark pleasure. “Say it again. Tell me what a dirty little cum slut you are.”

“I’m a dirty little cum slut. Please, Zane. Use me. I want to feel you in my stomach.”

He grabbed my hair in one fist and drove back in, all the way to the root. My nose pressed into his trimmed pubes. His balls rested on my chin. The curve of his cock forced my throat to open wider than ever. I choked. I gurgled. Thick bubbles of spit exploded from my nostrils and ran down over my lips.

I came. Hard. My pussy spasmed around my fingers and I squirted a little onto the floor. My muffled scream vibrated around his shaft.

“Jesus Christ, you just came from getting your throat fucked? What a perfect little fluffer.” He held me there, buried to the hilt, grinding his hips so the head rubbed against the back of my throat. My vision blurred. My lungs burned. I loved it.

He finally let me breathe. I gasped and coughed, and more throat slime poured out. I looked up at him with wet, ruined eyes. “More. Please. I want all of it.”

Zane laughed, low and mean. “You’re learning fast, whore.”

He face-fucked me for what felt like forever. Long, deep strokes that made my throat bulge again and again. Short, rapid pumps that made my lips flutter around the base. He slapped my tits, pinched my nipples, called me every filthy name he could think of. College whore. Campus cum-dump. Studio throat toy. Each word made my pussy clench harder.

I was fingering myself the whole time, two fingers buried deep, thumb grinding my clit. My robe was completely open now. My fat, juicy bubble butt rested on my heels. I could hear how wet I was. Squish, squish, squish in time with his balls slapping my chin.

“Gonna feed you a big load soon,” he growled. “But first I want to paint that pretty face.”

He pulled out and started stroking that curved monster right in front of my open mouth. I stuck my tongue out like a good girl. Thick strings of my own spit connected my lips to his cock.

“Beg for my cum.”

“Please cum on me. Please paint your college whore. I need it so bad. I’ll swallow every drop you let me have.”

His hand flew faster. The head flared. The piercing winked at me.

“Fuck… here it comes!”

The first rope was massive. It blasted across my tongue and hit the back of my throat so hard I gagged again. I swallowed instinctively, and it went straight down. The second rope hit my upper lip and splattered across my nose. The third painted my left eye shut. Hot, thick, endless spurts. I kept my mouth wide open, tongue out, moaning like a bitch in heat.

Cum dripped from my eyelashes. It ran down my cheeks and off my chin in heavy white sheets. Some of it landed on my tits and slid down over my hard nipples. I could not stop coming. My fingers blurred on my clit, and another orgasm ripped through me. I whimpered and shook while he emptied every drop onto my ruined face.

When he finally stopped, my face was a glazed mask. Thick globs clung to my freckles. A long rope hung from my chin and stretched all the way to my right nipple. I looked like the cheapest, sluttiest porn girl in the valley. And I had never been wetter.

Zane stepped back and admired his work. “Good girl. Now clean the rest.”

I leaned forward on my knees and sucked the last drops from his softening cock, swirling my tongue around the piercing. I licked his balls clean. I even ran my tongue along the underside where my throat slime had pooled. Every swallow sent fresh heat through my belly.

He patted my messy head. “You’re gonna be the best fluffer in this shithole studio, college whore. I can already tell.”

I sat back on my heels, cum still dripping onto my tits, and smiled up at him through the mess. My voice was wrecked, barely more than a whisper. “Thank you, Zane.”

Inside my head, the old Chloe was screaming. I should not love this. I should not be proud of being covered in a stranger’s cum while my pussy still twitched from the best orgasm of my life. But the new Chloe, the one who was waking up fast, whispered back: Shut up and enjoy it. You’re exactly where you belong.

Zane tucked himself away and left me there on my knees, face painted, tits glistening, fingers still lazily circling my swollen clit. I stayed like that for a long minute, breathing hard, tasting him on every breath.

Then I scooped a thick glob of his cum off my cheek and sucked it off my finger with a happy little moan.

I was ruined.

And I could not wait for the next break.
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My body was still trembling from Zane’s rough treatment when Riley found me in the fluffer lounge. My knees ached against the thin carpet. My throat felt raw as if I had swallowed sandpaper. Thick strings of saliva and cum still clung to my chin despite my attempts to wipe them away. I sat on the worn couch. My petite frame curled up. The taste of salt and musk lingered on my plump lips.

“Damn, newbie. You look like you survived a war,” Riley said with a laugh. Her pierced tongue flashed as she handed me a bottle of water. Her busty platinum blonde figure towered over me in her tiny shorts and crop top. “Zane can be a beast. But hey. Marcus just called. You are up for trailer three. Kai Rivera. He is the gentlest one around here. Big teddy bear type. You will like him after that last asshole.”

I took the water with shaking hands. I gulped it down. My tits heaved under the thin tank top they had given me. My puffy pink nipples were still hard from the adrenaline. My fat, juicy bubble butt felt sore from kneeling so long. Between my thighs my pussy was traitorously wet. “I do not know if I can do another one today,” I whispered. I looked up at her. “My jaw hurts. And my mind. God. What am I becoming?”

Riley ruffled my long, wavy, chestnut hair. “You are becoming one of us, sweetie. And Kai? He is different. Sweet talker. Praises you the whole time. Go on. Freshen up a bit, but not too much. They like the messy look.”

I nodded reluctantly and made my way across the hot San Fernando Valley lot to trailer three. The LA sun beat down. Sweat trickled between my perky tits. My freckled cheeks were flushed. I could feel the mess on my face. I knocked softly on the door.

“Come in,” a deep, warm voice called.

I stepped inside the air-conditioned trailer. Kai Rivera was sitting on the edge of the bed, shirtless. He was huge. Twenty-nine years old. Broad shoulders. Tan Latino skin glistening under the lights. Dark hair tousled just right. His 9.5 inch cock was already semi-hard. Thick and veiny. Resting against his muscular thigh. Those kind brown eyes lit up when he saw me.

“Chloe. Right? The new fluffer. I have been looking forward to meeting you.” His voice was as smooth as honey. He had a slight accent that made my stomach flutter. He stood up. Towering over my 5 foot 3 frame. But there was no aggression in his movements. He reached out and gently tucked a strand of my chestnut hair behind my ear. “You look beautiful. Even with that sparkle in your eyes from a long day.”

I blushed hard. My natural blusher mixing with the embarrassment. “Thank you. I am here to get you ready for your scene.” My voice was small. My hands twisted in front of me. Inside, my thoughts raced. After Jax stretching my throat like a toy and Zane face-fucking me until cum bubbled from my nose, this felt too normal. Too intimate. My pussy clenched at the sight of his massive cock twitching.

Kai smiled softly and sat back down. He patted the spot next to him. “No rush, little one. Come here. Tell me how your first days have been going.”

I hesitated, but sat beside him. His body heat radiated. He smelled of clean soap and something masculine. “It is intense. I never thought I would be doing this. I am an Art History grad, for God’s sake. Now I am on my knees all day.” My lips trembled as I spoke.

He chuckled, his large hand resting on my tiny waist. “And yet here you are. Looking like an angel sent to save us all. I see how the others talk about you. But with me, it is different. I want you to feel good, too.” His thumb brushed my lower lip. I parted them instinctively.

My heart pounded. This was not like the others. No commands. No grabbing my hair roughly. “I should start,” I murmured. I slid off the couch onto my knees between his spread legs. His thick cock was now fully hard. 9.5 inches of veiny perfection. The head bulbous and leaking a bead of pre-cum.

I wrapped my small hands around the base. It was so thick my fingers barely met. “Oh my God,” I whispered to myself. “It is huge.”

Kai stroked my hair gently. “Take your time, Chloe. Show me that pretty mouth.”

I leaned in. My tongue darted out to lick the pre-cum. It was salty-sweet. I moaned softly despite myself. My hazel eyes looked up at him as I kissed the tip. Then opened wide to take the head in. My plump lips stretched around his girth. I sucked gently. Swirling my tongue.

“Such a good girl for me, Chloe,” Kai murmured. His thumb brushing a stray tear from my cheek while his thick cock throbbed on my tongue. For the first time, I did not feel dirty. I felt wanted. And that scared me more than any of the others.

I bobbed my head slowly. Taking more of him. Saliva built up quickly. Thick and stringy. I gagged softly as he hit the back of my throat. But he did not push. Instead, he held my hair back lovingly. “Look at you. So beautiful with my cock in your mouth. Those big eyes watering. Your cheeks hollowing. You were made for this, Chloe.”

His words sent shivers through me. My pussy was dripping now. Soaking my tiny thong. I could feel my juices running down my thighs. Shame burned in my chest, but it mixed with a growing heat. I sucked harder. Hollowing my cheeks. My tongue pressing against the thick vein underneath. Thick ropes of saliva dripped from my chin onto his heavy balls.

I pulled off for air. Gasping. Strings of spit connecting my lips to his cock. “It is so thick. I can feel it in my throat already.”

Kai lifted my chin. “You are doing amazing, baby. Keep going. Worship it.”

I dived back in. Taking him deeper. My throat bulged slightly as I forced more in. Gagging wetly but not stopping. The sounds were obscene. Gluck gluck as saliva sloshed. He groaned. His hand gently guiding but not forcing. “Fuck. Your mouth is perfect. Warm and wet. You are my good little cocksucker, aren’t you?”

I nodded around his cock. My freckled face, a mess of tears and spit. I loved the praise. It made my clit throb. I reached down and rubbed my pussy through my panties. Moaning around his length.

He noticed. “Let me take care of you, too.” With surprising strength, he pulled me up effortlessly. His muscles flexing. He lay back on the bed. “Take off those panties and come here. Sit on my face.”

My eyes widened. “I have not done that before. What if I am too heavy or…”

“You are perfect. Come ride my face, Chloe. Let me taste that sweet pussy.”

I stripped off my thong. My fat, juicy bubble butt and dripping cunt exposed. My puffy pink nipples poked through my tank top. I straddled his face. Lowering slowly. His strong hands gripped my ass cheeks. Spreading them.

The first lick of his tongue along my slit made me cry out. “Oh, fuck!” It was broad and hot. Lapping at my juices. He sucked my clit gently, then harder. His tongue flicking expertly.

I ground down. Riding his face. My hips rolled as he devoured me. Thick saliva and my pussy cream coated his chin and mouth. He hummed with pleasure. “You taste like heaven, baby. So wet for me. Grind on my tongue.”

I did. My small hands braced on his chest. My long hair fell around us as I rocked faster. His tongue pushed inside me. Fucking my hole. The wet sounds filled the trailer. Slurping. My moans. His groans vibrating against my clit.

I should not like this so much. I thought. But my body betrayed me. My pussy clenched. Dripping more. “Kai. It feels so good.”

He ate me with passion but tenderness. Alternating between long licks and sucking my clit. One hand reached up to pinch my nipple through my top. I pulled it off. Letting my tits bounce free. He massaged them as I rode his face harder.

The orgasm built fast. “I am going to cum!” I whimpered.

“Cum for me, good girl. Flood my mouth.”

I shattered. My body shaking as I squirted lightly on his tongue. He drank every drop. Licking me through the waves. My vision blurred with pleasure.

I slid down his body. His cock was rock hard. Slick with my spit from earlier. I took him in my mouth again. Tasting myself mixed with his pre-cum. I deep-throated as much as I could. Throat bulging. Gagging and drooling massively. Thick saliva ropes hung from my chin to his balls. I massaged his heavy sack. Sucking with renewed vigour.

Kai’s hands were in my hair. Gentle. “Yes. Just like that. You are incredible, Chloe. Such a talented mouth. I could do this all day with you.”

I worked him for what felt like forever. Edging him with my tongue. Popping off to lick his balls. Sucking them into my mouth one by one. They were large and full. My jaw ached, but I did not care. This connection felt real.

Finally, he groaned. “I am close, baby. Where do you want it?”

“In my mouth,” I said without thinking. “I want to swallow you.”

He thrust gently up as I sucked hard. His cock swelled. He came with a deep moan. Hot, thick ropes of cum flooded my mouth. I swallowed greedily. Some spilling out from the corners of my lips. But I caught it with my tongue. Cum bubbled slightly as I breathed. I gulped it all down. It tasted better than the others. Or maybe it was just him.

I milked every drop. Then rested my head on his thigh. Breathing hard,

Kai pulled me up into his arms. Cradling my petite body against his massive chest. He grabbed a warm cloth from somewhere and gently wiped my face. Cleaning the tears. Spit. And cum. “You are amazing, Chloe. Not just a fluffer. There is something special about you.”

He stroked my back. Kissing my forehead. We lay there for long minutes. His fingers traced my curves. “How are you feeling? Really?”

I snuggled closer, my pussy still tingling. The shame was there, but fading. “I think I like this job. At least with you. You make me feel wanted. Not just used.”

He smiled. His eyes warm. “Good. Because I want to see more of you. Not just here.”

As we talked softly, the spark ignited. This gentle giant had changed everything in one afternoon.
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Istood in the fluffer lounge wiping spit from my chin after Zane’s last break, my knees still aching from the concrete floor. My lips felt puffy and raw, and every time I swallowed I tasted the thick, salty load he had pumped down my throat twenty minutes earlier. The taste should have disgusted me. Instead, my pussy clenched around nothing, and a fresh trickle of my own slick slid down the inside of my thigh. God, what was wrong with me?

“Chloe!” Marcus yelled from the main set. “Raven needs fluffing. Now.”

My stomach dropped. Raven Voss. The goth queen of Velvet Dreams. Twenty-seven, all black lipstick and silver piercings, tattoos snaking over pale skin like dark lace. Everyone knew she was a full-on lesbian who only did scenes with women or strap-ons. But today the schedule said she was doing a mixed scene, which meant…

Riley appeared at my elbow, grinning like the cat that got the cream. Her platinum hair was pulled into a messy ponytail, and her pierced tongue clicked against her teeth. “You heard the man, baby girl. Time to learn how to eat pussy properly.”

“I’m not… I don’t…” My voice came out small. “I’m straight, Riley. I’ve never…”

“Yeah, yeah, heard that one before.” She looped her arm through mine and dragged me toward the set. “Just do what she tells you. Raven doesn’t bite… much.”

The set was dressed like a candlelit dungeon. Black velvet drapes, chains on the walls, a huge four-poster bed in the centre. Raven lounged on the edge of it in nothing but a black leather harness that framed her heavy tits and left her shaved pussy completely exposed. Her dark hair fell in messy waves, eyeliner sharp enough to cut glass. Between her spread thighs knelt one of the male talents, a thick-muscled guy named Derek, three fingers already buried knuckle-deep in her cunt. The wet squelching sounds filled the room every time he pumped them in and out.

Raven’s eyes locked on me the second I stepped into the lights. A slow, wicked smile curved her black lips.

“There’s my little straight fluffer,” she purred. Her voice was low, smoky, like smoke and honey. “Come here, Chloe. On your knees.”

My legs moved before my brain could argue. The carpet burned my knees as I crawled between her thighs. Up close her pussy was glistening, puffy outer lips spread wide around Derek’s thrusting fingers. Her clit poked out, swollen and shiny, a dark pink pearl begging for attention. The smell hit me, musky and sweet and so fucking feminine my mouth watered even as shame burned my cheeks.

“I… I’ve never done this,” I whispered, staring at the creamy wetness coating Derek’s fingers.

“I know.” Raven reached down and threaded her black-nailed fingers through my chestnut hair, yanking my face closer until my nose brushed her mound. “That’s what makes it so delicious. Lick me properly, little straight girl. Show me how much you don’t want this.”

Riley dropped onto the bed beside Raven, crossing her legs and smirking down at me. “Go on, Chloe. Tongue out. Pretend it’s a big fat cock if that helps your poor straight brain.”

I hesitated one second too long. Raven’s grip tightened, and she ground her soaked pussy right against my mouth. Hot, slippery flesh smeared across my lips. I gasped and my tongue darted out on instinct. The first taste exploded across my tongue, tangy and sweet and so much wetter than I expected. I tried to pull back, but Raven held me there.

“Mmm, there we go,” she moaned. “Deeper, baby. Suck on my clit like you mean it.”

I told myself that I hated it. I told myself this was just another job, another way to pay off my stupid student loans. But my tongue was already circling her swollen clit, lapping up the thick cream that leaked from her hole around Derek’s fingers. Every time he curled them, she gushed more, and I swallowed it down without thinking. My cheeks burned with humiliation. I’m not into girls. I’m not.

Except my nipples were so hard they ached inside my tiny tank top, and my pussy was throbbing so hard I could feel my clit pulsing against my soaked panties.

“Look at her go,” Riley laughed softly. She reached down and tucked a stray lock of my hair behind my ear so everyone could see my face buried in Raven’s cunt. “Your tongue’s working overtime for someone who swears she’s straight. Bet your little pussy is dripping down your thighs right now.”

I whimpered into Raven’s folds. The vibration made her hips jerk.

“Fuck, yes,” Raven hissed. “Suck harder, straight girl. Use that pretty mouth.”

I did. I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked, tongue flicking fast and sloppy the way Riley had taught me to suck cock. Thick strings of her girl-cum stretched between my mouth and her pussy every time I pulled back for air. It coated my chin, dripped down my neck, and soaked the front of my shirt. I could feel it cooling on my skin, and somehow that made me even wetter.

Derek’s fingers made obscene wet noises as he finger-fucked her faster. Raven’s thighs started to tremble around my ears. She tasted stronger now, saltier, the flavour flooding my mouth every time she clenched.

“Oh, she’s getting close,” Riley announced cheerfully. “Chloe, baby, you’re making her clit so fat. Look how swollen it is under your tongue. You love this, don’t you? Even if you won’t admit it.”

I shook my head, but the motion only ground my nose harder against Raven’s clit. My denial came out as a muffled moan that made Raven laugh breathlessly.

“Such a good little liar,” she cooed. “Keep lying to yourself while you drink my pussy juice. I can feel how eager that tongue is.”

My hands were shaking on her thighs. I wasn’t allowed to touch myself, Marcus’s rule for fluffers on set, but I wanted to so badly. My clit was swollen and aching, every heartbeat sending sparks through my core. I was so close already and no one had even touched me.

Raven started grinding harder, smearing her soaked cunt all over my face. My nose, my cheeks, my forehead—everything was shiny with her. Mascara ran down my cheeks in black tears from the sheer overwhelming wetness. I kept licking, sucking, swallowing every drop she gave me.

“I’m not… into girls…” I gasped between licks, the words broken and pathetic. “This is… just work… oh fuck…”

Raven laughed, low and dirty. “Then why is your tongue so deep in my cunt, straight girl? Why are you swallowing my cream like it’s the best thing you’ve ever tasted?”

She was right. I was. I couldn’t stop. The taste was making my head spin, making my pussy clench and leak in steady pulses. My thighs were slick all the way to my knees now.

Riley leaned in close, voice sweet and cruel. “Cum for her, Chloe. I know you’re right on the edge. Show Raven what a desperate little bi-curious slut you really are.”

Raven’s fingers tightened in my hair until it hurt. “Do it. Make me cum on your face, and I’ll let you cum too.”

I whimpered and attacked her clit with everything I had, sucking hard, tongue lashing side to side. Derek’s fingers slammed into her faster, and suddenly Raven’s whole body went rigid.

“Fuck, yes, right there!” she cried out.

Her pussy flooded my mouth. Hot, thick girl-cum gushed across my tongue in waves. I swallowed frantically, but there was too much. It spilled from the corners of my mouth, ran down my chin in shiny ropes, and dripped onto the carpet between my knees. I kept licking through it all, drunk on the taste, on the way her clit throbbed against my tongue.

And then my own orgasm hit me like a freight train.

No hands. No cock. Just Raven’s pussy grinding against my face and the humiliating knowledge that I was cumming from eating a girl’s cunt for the first time. My vision whited out. My thighs clamped together so hard my clit got the perfect pressure and I came in long, shuddering waves that made my whole body shake. A broken moan vibrated into Raven’s folds as I kept licking her through both our orgasms, swallowing every drop she gave me while my own pussy spasmed and gushed into my ruined panties.

When it finally faded I was gasping, face shiny and dripping, lips swollen and glossy. Raven stroked my hair almost tenderly.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Such a talented little straight girl.”

Riley giggled and wiped a streak of Raven’s cum from my cheek with her thumb, then pushed it between my lips. I sucked it clean without thinking.

“Welcome to the club, baby,” she whispered. “Told you you’d like it.”

I sat back on my heels, chest heaving. My pussy was still twitching with aftershocks. I could taste Raven everywhere: on my tongue, in my throat, smeared across my entire face. Shame burned through me hot and bright, but underneath it was something darker and hungrier.

I’m not into girls.

The thought felt weaker now. Hollow. Because my body had just betrayed me in the most public, filthy way possible, and the worst part was…

I wanted to do it again.

Raven leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to my cum-slick forehead. “See you on set soon, Chloe. I have plans for that pretty mouth.”

She stood up on shaky legs, Derek’s fingers slipping out of her with a wet pop. Riley helped me to my feet, grinning the whole time.

“Better go clean up, princess. You look like a glazed donut.”

I stumbled toward the bathroom on trembling legs, pussy still leaking, mind spinning with questions I didn’t want answers to.

What the hell was happening to me?

And why did I already want Raven’s taste back on my tongue?
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Ipushed through the heavy door of the fluffer lounge at Velvet Dreams just after ten. The San Fernando Valley heat already pressed against the windows, but inside it was cool and smelled like the usual mix of cheap vanilla air freshener, fresh cum, and the faint tang of pussy from the last girl who had used the couch. My legs still felt a little shaky from yesterday with Raven. I kept replaying it in my head. The way I came while I told myself over and over that I was not into girls. My pussy had clenched so hard I almost cried, but I was not going to admit it. Not even to myself.

I smoothed down my tiny fluffer uniform. The white tank top clung to my tits, my puffy pink nipples already stiff against the thin fabric. My shorts rode high on my butt, the kind of shorts that left half my cheeks out every time I bent over. My long wavy chestnut hair was loose today, freckles standing out on my flushed cheeks, big hazel eyes still a little puffy from last night’s mascara tears. I looked exactly like what I was becoming. The new cute girl who made all the talent ask for her by name.

Lexi was already there.

She leaned against the counter in her usual spot, platinum blonde ponytail swinging, sharp blue eyes flicking over me like I was something she wanted to scrape off her shoe. Twenty-three years old, fake C-cup tits pushed up so high they nearly spilled out of her baby-pink crop top, nipples pierced and clearly visible. Her waist was tiny, hips flared just enough, and her ass looked amazing in that denim miniskirt that barely covered anything. She had been the favourite fluffer for almost a year. Top earner. The one the guys requested when they wanted a sloppy, no-limits warm-up. Until I showed up and started turning heads.

“Morning, newbie,” she said, voice sticky-sweet. She stirred her iced latte with a straw, pink tongue flicking out to catch a drop. “You look extra fuckable today. New lip gloss?”

I forced a smile. My plump cock-sucking lips felt extra glossy because I had spent ten minutes making them perfect for Kai later. “Thanks, Lexi. Just trying to keep up.”

She laughed, short and sharp. “Cute. Oh, hey, quick heads-up. Your first call got moved. Three talents need serious pre-fluffing in the break room before their group scene. They asked for you specifically. Call time is ten-fifteen. Better hustle. You know how cranky they get if they go in cold.”

I checked my phone. Ten-oh-five. My stomach flipped. “Ten-fifteen? I thought it was eleven.”

Lexi shrugged, innocent as anything. “Marcus texted the new schedule last night. Guess you missed it. Break room. Curtain setup. They want anonymous so they stay focused for the shoot. Go be a good girl.”

I nodded fast, heart racing. “Okay. Thanks, Lexi. I owe you.”

She smiled wide, teeth perfect and mean. “No problem, new girl. Knock ‘em dead.”

I practically ran down the hallway, sandals slapping the tile. My tits bounced with every step. My pussy was already getting slick just thinking about three cocks at once. Shame burned in my chest. I should not be dripping over this. I was an Art History graduate, not some studio cum-rag. But my body knew better now. After Jax stretching my throat, after Zane’s rough throat-pies, after Kai’s gentle praise and Raven’s mocking, I knew exactly how much I craved it. My shorts were damp between my legs by the time I reached the break room door.

I pushed it open.

The break room was dimmer than usual. Couches pushed back, fridge humming. And right in the middle of the far wall hung a heavy black curtain from ceiling to floor, slits cut at perfect cock height. Three pairs of bare feet showed underneath. Pants pooled around ankles. Three thick, hard cocks already pushed through the openings, twitching in the cool air.

One monster. Dark, veiny, easily ten and a half inches, heavy balls hanging low. One curved, eight and a half, the head flared and angry. One thick and straight, nine inches, a fat vein running the whole length.

No faces. No names. Just ready meat.

A muffled voice came from behind the fabric. “That the new fluffer?”

“Yeah,” I whispered, voice shaking even though my thighs were slippery. “I’m here for your pre-fluff.”

“Then get on your fucking knees, princess.”

I dropped. The padded mat under the curtain was already sticky from earlier use. My knees sank in. I stared at the three cocks inches from my face. My mouth watered so fast I had to swallow hard. Thick saliva pooled under my tongue.

I started with the biggest one. Both small hands wrapped around the shaft. My fingers did not meet. I leaned forward, plump lips kissing the fat head, then opened wide. The first thick inch slid over my tongue. I moaned around it, shame and hunger mixing until I could not tell them apart. Deeper. My throat bulged visibly as I forced myself down. Saliva poured out the corners of my mouth in heavy ropes, dripping onto my tank top, soaking through to my hard nipples.

The curved cock bumped my left cheek. I grabbed it with my left hand, stroking fast, thumb swirling over the leaking slit. The thick, straight one got my right hand. I bobbed on the monster, gagging wetly every time the head punched the back of my throat. Gluck. Gluck. Gluck. The sounds echoed off the walls. My hazel eyes watered, mascara already starting to run.

I popped off with a gasp, strings of spit connecting my lips to the dark head. “Fuck, you’re huge,” I panted, then dove onto the curved one. It hit different, the bend pressing against the roof of my mouth then sliding straight down my gullet. My throat expanded around it. I held myself there, nose pressed to the curtain, chin against heavy balls. My tongue flicked out to lap at the sack while I choked.

The third guy groaned and thrust through the curtain, smearing pre-cum across my freckled cheek.

I switched again, sucking hard, jerking the other two with slick, sloppy hands. Spit flew everywhere. It ran down my chin in thick, clear ropes, splattered my tits, soaked the front of my tank until my puffy nipples were completely visible through the wet fabric. My bubble butt stuck out behind me, round and jiggling every time I gagged forward.

The first cock started pulsing. I felt it swell on my tongue.

“Swallow it all, slut,” the voice growled.

I did. Hot, thick ropes blasted straight down my throat. I gulped and gulped, but it was too much. Some shot up into my nose and bubbled out, dripping down over my upper lip. I pulled back coughing, cum spraying from my nostrils, but I kept stroking him through it. The second guy took his turn immediately, shoving deep. My throat made wet, obscene noises. More spit poured out, soaking my tits until they gleamed.

Lexi’s voice cut through the mess from the doorway.

“Well, well. Look at the new fluffer whore. Already addicted.”

I glanced over, eyes blurry with tears and cum. Lexi stood there, arms crossed under her fake tits, smirking like she had won the lottery. She had her phone out, recording.

I should have been furious. Instead, my pussy clenched so hard a fresh gush of wetness slid down my inner thigh. I opened my mouth wider for the next cock, tongue hanging out like a desperate puppy. “I have to keep them ready,” I gasped, voice hoarse. “It’s my job.”

Lexi laughed, high and cruel. “Sure it is. Keep telling yourself that while you drown in dick. Stealing my calls, stealing my tips. Now you’re just another sloppy little cum-dump.”

The third guy grabbed my hair through the curtain and face-fucked me hard. Balls slapped my chin with wet smacks. My throat bulged over and over. I gagged loudly, spit exploding around the shaft, running in rivers down my neck, between my tits, all the way to my shorts. My hands never stopped working the other two, twisting, pumping, milking.

They rotated again. The monster pushed back in. I took him balls-deep, throat convulsing around him. My nose pressed to the curtain. I could smell his musk, feel his heavy balls against my chin. He fucked my face like a toy. My tits bounced wildly. Cum from the first load still dripped off my chin and mixed with fresh spit.

The curved cock erupted next. He pulled out at the last second and painted my face. Thick ropes landed across my forehead, my freckles, my eyelashes. One heavy strand hung from my nose. I blinked through it, moaning, and opened wide again. He fed the last spurts straight onto my tongue. I swallowed noisily, showing him my empty mouth like a good girl.

The last one wanted my tits. I yanked my soaked tank top down, letting my perky 32Ds spill out, puffy pink nipples rock-hard. I pressed them together around his thick shaft and let him tit-fuck me while I sucked the head. Spit and leftover cum made everything slick and nasty. The wet sounds were filthy. Schlick. Schlick. My own drool ran down my cleavage in heavy ropes.

Lexi kept laughing. “God, you are pathetic. Covered in cum before lunch. How does it feel knowing everyone’s going to see the pictures I just took?”

I did not care. My pussy was throbbing so hard I was seconds from coming untouched. I sucked harder, hollowing my cheeks, throat working. The last guy groaned and unloaded across my tits. Rope after rope. It coated my nipples, ran down my stomach, soaked into the waistband of my shorts.

I was a wreck. Cum dripped from my chin, my tits, my hair. My face was glazed. Mascara tears cut clean tracks through the mess. Thick saliva ropes still hung from my swollen lips. And I still leaned forward, tongue out, begging for more.

The curtain rustled. One of the guys muttered, “Good little fluffer.”

Lexi clapped slowly. “Bravo. The new girl is officially broken in. Maybe now you’ll stay in your lane.”

The door slammed open.

Kai filled the frame, six-four of protective muscle, dark hair messy, brown eyes blazing. He took one look at me on my knees, covered head to toe in cum, three spent cocks hanging limp through the curtain, and his face went thunderous.

“What the fuck is this?”

He crossed the room in two strides, dropped to one knee, and cupped my messy face in his big gentle hands. “Chloe. Baby. You okay?”

I nodded, cum dripping off my chin onto his wrist. My voice was wrecked. “Lexi said… wrong time… they needed me…”

Kai’s jaw flexed. He stood up slowly, turning to Lexi. “You set her up. Wrong call time. Glory-hole bullshit. I heard you in the lounge laughing about it with Marcus’s assistant.”

Lexi rolled her eyes, but she took a step back. “Just helping the new talent learn the ropes. She seemed to enjoy it.”

Kai’s voice dropped low and dangerous. “Touch her again, sabotage her again, and you’re done here. I don’t care who you blow to stay on the schedule. Chloe is off-limits to your petty shit.”

He turned back to me, scooped me up like I weighed nothing. My cum-smeared tits pressed against his chest. He did not care. He carried me straight to the small attached bathroom, kicked the door shut, and set me on the counter.

“Stay right there, good girl.”

He wet a soft towel, warm water running. Then he cleaned me. Gentle strokes across my cheeks, my lips, my neck. He wiped the cum from my tits, thumb brushing my puffy nipples until I whimpered. He even rinsed my hair, careful fingers working through the mess.

I watched his face the whole time. That protective scowl, the soft way his eyes looked at me. My heart squeezed so hard it hurt. I did not want him fluffing anyone else. I did not want any other girl’s lips on his thick 9.5-inch cock. He was mine. The realisation hit me like a warm wave. I was possessive. Jealous. Proudly, stupidly in love with my gentle giant.

When he finished, my skin was clean but flushed. My lips still swollen. My pussy still aching.

Kai leaned in, forehead against mine. “No more letting them use you like that without me knowing. You’re my girl, Chloe. I take care of you.”

I wrapped my arms around his neck, voice small but steady. “I think… I’m starting to like being their little studio whore. But only if I get to be yours after.”

He kissed me slow and deep, tasting the faint salt of what I had swallowed. His hand slid between my legs, finding my soaked shorts. Two thick fingers pushed inside me and I moaned into his mouth.

“That’s my good girl,” he whispered against my lips. “Now let’s get you cleaned up properly. Then I’m taking you somewhere private and reminding you who this pussy belongs to.”

I smiled through the last of my mascara tears, cum still drying in my hair, heart full and pussy dripping.

Lexi could try all she wanted. I was not going anywhere.

And I was never going back to being just the shy new girl again.
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The day had dragged on forever. Lexi’s little “accident” still stung. She had “tripped” during Zane’s scene and dumped a whole bottle of lube across the floor right as I was kneeling between takes. I slipped, landed on my ass in front of the whole crew, and Marcus laughed so hard he nearly choked on his coffee. My knees were still raw, my jaw ached from keeping Jax hard for three straight hours, and my pussy felt swollen and empty after watching Raven finger-fuck herself on camera while I held the lights. I just wanted to go home, crawl into bed, and pretend I had not spent the last eight hours with strangers’ spit and cum drying on my chin.

I was halfway to my car when a big warm hand caught my wrist.

“Chloe. Wait.”

Kai’s voice. Low, calm, that slight rasp that always made my stomach flip. I turned and there he was, fresh from the shower, dark hair still damp, white tank stretched across his broad chest. Those kind brown eyes looked tired but determined.

“You’ve had enough today, little one,” he said quietly. “Let me take care of you.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. I should have said no. I should have laughed it off and driven away like a good girl who still had some pride left. Instead my mouth opened and the only word that came out was, “Okay.”

He did not let go of my hand as he led me across the lot to his trailer. The door clicked shut behind us and the outside world disappeared. His space smelled like him, clean soap and warm skin and something faintly spicy. One lamp glowed soft gold in the corner. The bed was made, sheets crisp and dark blue.

“Sit,” he said, guiding me to the edge of the mattress. He knelt in front of me like I was something precious. Big hands rested on my thighs, thumbs stroking slow circles through my thin yoga pants. “You were shaking out there after Lexi pulled that shit. I saw it. I hated it.”

I swallowed hard. “It’s just work. I’m fine.”

“You’re not fine.” His thumbs kept moving, higher, brushing the crease where my legs met my hips. “I see the way you look at the end of every day. Like you’re waiting for someone to tell you it’s okay to want more than just their cocks in your mouth.”

Heat flooded my face. I tried to look away but he caught my chin and made me meet his eyes.

“I’m jealous as hell,” he admitted, voice rough. “Watching Jax stretch that pretty throat, watching Zane paint your freckles with cum. I know it’s your job. I know you’re damn good at it. But every time I see it, I think, she should be mine. Only mine.”

My breath caught. “Kai…”

“I’m falling for you, Chloe. Hard.” He leaned in until our foreheads touched. “And I’m done pretending I’m okay sharing.”

The words cracked something open inside me. All the shame I had been carrying, the constant loop of I shouldn’t want this, I’m better than this, melted into pure liquid heat between my legs. My nipples tightened against my bra. I could feel myself getting wet, soaking through the thin fabric of my panties.

“I… I feel it too,” I whispered. “Every time you look at me like I’m not just another fluffer. Like I’m Chloe. It scares me how much I need that.”

He kissed me then. Not the hungry, sloppy way the other guys kissed when they were horny and on the clock. This was slow, deep, like he was learning the shape of my mouth. His tongue slid against mine and I moaned into him, hands fisting his tank top.

We undressed each other like we had all night. He peeled my tank top up and off, eyes darkening when my tits spilled free, puffy pink nipples already hard. He groaned low and cupped them, thumbs brushing the sensitive tips until I whimpered.

“Perfect,” he murmured, leaning down to suck one into his hot mouth. His tongue swirled, teeth grazed just enough to make me arch. I tangled my fingers in his thick hair and held him there while he worshipped the other.

When he finally pulled my yoga pants down my legs, he paused, staring at the wet spot darkening my pale pink panties. “Jesus, baby. You’re dripping for me already.”

I bit my lip, embarrassed and turned on at the same time. “I can’t help it. Not around you.”

He hooked his fingers in the waistband and dragged them off. Cool air hit my shaved pussy and I shivered. He spread my thighs wide, eyes locked on my slick folds. “Look at this pretty little cunt. Swollen and shiny. All mine tonight.”

He did not rush. He kissed the inside of my knee, then higher, soft open-mouthed kisses up my thigh until I was trembling. When his mouth finally reached my centre he licked one long, slow stripe from my entrance to my clit. I cried out, hips jerking.

“Shh. Let me taste you.”

His tongue was magic. Flat and broad, he licked me like I was the sweetest thing he had ever had. He circled my clit, sucked it gently between his lips, then dipped lower to push inside me. I could hear how wet I was, obscene little slurping sounds every time he thrust his tongue deep.

“Oh god, Kai…” My hands scrabbled at the sheets.

He slid two thick fingers into me, curling them against that spot that made stars burst behind my eyes. His mouth sealed around my clit and he sucked in perfect rhythm while his fingers pumped. Pressure built fast and terrifying.

“I’m gonna, I’m gonna…”

“Come for me, baby. Let me feel it.”

I shattered. My thighs clamped around his head and I squirted, hot and sudden, soaking his chin and the sheets beneath me. I had never done that before, not like this, and the shame of it only made the orgasm stronger. I kept coming, little aftershocks pulsing around his fingers while he licked me through every wave.

When I finally went limp he crawled up my body, kissing a wet trail across my stomach, between my breasts, until his mouth found mine again. I tasted myself on his tongue and moaned.

“My turn,” I whispered, reaching for the waistband of his sweats.

His cock sprang out, thick and heavy, nine and a half inches of veiny perfection already leaking pre-cum. The head was flushed dark, the shaft curved just enough to make my pussy clench in memory. I had sucked him before on set, but this felt different. This was not a job.

I wrapped both hands around him and stroked, twisting gently at the head the way I knew he liked. A thick rope of saliva dripped from my mouth onto the tip and I used it to slick him up. When I leaned down and took him between my lips he groaned my name like a prayer.

I worked him deep, throat relaxing the way Riley had taught me. My nose pressed against his trimmed pubic hair and I held there, swallowing around the fat head until saliva bubbled from the corners of my mouth and ran down his balls. I pulled off with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting my swollen lips to his cock.

“Baby, stop.” His hand cupped my cheek. “Tonight is not about me using your throat. Tonight I want to make love to you.”

He flipped us so I was on my back again. He settled between my thighs, cock nudging my entrance. The thick head parted my lips and he pushed in, slow, so slow I felt every inch stretch me open.

I gasped, nails digging into his shoulders. “You’re so big… I can feel you everywhere.”

He bottomed out and stilled, forehead pressed to mine. “Look at me, Chloe.”

I did. Those warm brown eyes were soft and fierce at the same time.

“You’re mine now, baby,” he said, voice low and steady. “Not the studio’s. Not the other guys’. Mine.”

Then he started to move. Long, deep strokes that dragged against every sensitive spot inside me. The wet sound of his thick cock sliding in and out filled the trailer. My juices coated him, shiny and stringy every time he pulled back.

I wrapped my legs around his waist and met every thrust. “Harder. Please. I need to feel you.”

He gave it to me. The pace stayed deliberate but the power behind each thrust made my tits bounce and my breath hitch. Sweat slicked our skin. His balls slapped rhythmically against my ass, heavy and full.

“You feel so fucking good,” he growled against my neck. “So tight and hot and wet. Like you were made for my cock.”

I was close again, the coil winding tighter with every drag of his veiny shaft. “I’m falling for you too, Kai. So much. I never want anyone else inside me like this.”

His hips stuttered. “Say it again.”

“I’m yours. Only yours.”

He kissed me hard and changed the angle so the head of his cock hammered my g-spot on every stroke. I came with a broken cry, pussy clamping down around him in rhythmic pulses. He kept fucking me through it, drawing it out until I was shaking.

When my orgasm finally ebbed he pulled out and flipped me onto my stomach. I pushed my ass up instinctively, back arched. He gripped my hips and slid back inside in one smooth thrust. The new angle made him feel even bigger.

“Fuck, look at this ass,” he groaned, one big hand spreading my cheek so he could watch his cock disappear inside me. “So juicy. So perfect.”

He fucked me harder now, the wet slap of skin on skin loud in the quiet trailer. My face was pressed into the pillow, drool leaking from the corner of my mouth. Every thrust pushed a little whimper out of me.

“Touch yourself, baby. Come on my cock again.”

I reached between my legs and rubbed frantic circles on my swollen clit. The pressure built lightning fast.

“I’m gonna come inside you,” he warned, voice strained. “Fill this pretty pussy up. Mark you as mine.”

“Yes, please, fill me, Kai, I want it.”

He slammed deep one last time and groaned long and low. I felt the first hot pulse, thick and powerful, painting my walls. Rope after rope flooded me, so much that it leaked out around his cock and dripped down my thighs. The feeling of him coming inside me, claiming me completely, sent me over the edge again. My pussy milked every drop while I sobbed his name into the pillow.

We stayed locked together, panting, his chest pressed to my back. Slowly he eased out. I felt the warm rush of his cum trickle from my stretched hole and moaned at how filthy and perfect it felt.

He rolled me gently onto my side and pulled me into his arms. Big hands stroked my back, my hair, my cheek. He kissed my forehead, my eyelids, the tip of my nose.

“You okay, baby?”

I nodded against his chest, listening to his heartbeat slow. “Better than okay. I feel… safe. Wanted. Like I don’t have to be ashamed any more.”

“You never have to be ashamed with me.” His fingers traced lazy circles on my hip. “We’ll figure the rest out. The studio, the other scenes, all of it. But right here, right now, you’re mine and I’m yours.”

I pressed a kiss to the centre of his chest. “I like the sound of that.”

Exhaustion finally caught up with me. My eyes grew heavy, body limp and satisfied in a way no fluffer shift had ever left me. I fell asleep wrapped in Kai’s strong arms, his cum still warm inside me, the scent of us all around us.

For the first time since I walked into Velvet Dreams Productions, I did not feel like a desperate broke girl selling pieces of herself.

I felt like I was exactly where I belonged.

And tomorrow, when the cameras rolled again, I would still do my job. But tonight had changed everything.

Kai was mine.

And I was never letting him go.
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Iwiped the thick strings of saliva from my chin with the back of my hand. My chest was still heaving from the effort. Zane had just finished his last take. I had spent the better part of twenty minutes on my knees in the fluffer lounge. My plump lips were stretched wide around his curved eight and a half inches. My throat still felt the ghost of that bulge. The way it had pulsed against my tonsils as I gagged and drooled. God, I was getting good at this. Too good.

My pussy ached between my thighs. It was soaked through the tiny thong I wore under my short skirt. Every time I serviced one of the guys now, it left me dripping and desperate. I used to feel so ashamed. I would whisper to myself that nice girls from art history did not do this. But now the shame had twisted into something hotter. I craved the taste. The power of keeping them rock hard for the cameras.

“You did amazing, Chloe,” Riley said with a wink as she passed by. Her pierced tongue flashed. She was off to her own talent, busty and confident as ever.

I smiled weakly. My freckled cheeks were flushed. My long chestnut hair was messy from Zane’s fingers gripping it. “Thanks. I cannot believe how normal this feels now.”

But it was not entirely normal. My mind still raced with those dirty thoughts. I loved the way their balls slapped against my chin. The heavy thwack thwack sound. The way cum would bubble from my nose if they went too deep. I swallowed every drop like a good little fluffer. And I was proud of it.

That is when I heard the whispers from the corner of the lounge. Lexi’s voice was sharp and venomous. The rival fluffer with her fake blonde hair and jealous eyes was talking to one of the production assistants.

“…thinks she is hot shit now. Sucking off all the top guys like she is the studio whore. Mark my words, she will be on camera soon enough, spreading those fat ass cheeks for anyone.”

My stomach dropped. Rumours. She had been spreading them for days. That I was only here to steal the spotlight. That I was fucking the talent off camera to get ahead. It was not true. Well, except for Kai. But that was different. Kai was special.

I stood up. My curvy little body trembled with a mix of anger and that persistent horniness. My tits strained against my tight top. My puffy pink nipples were still hard from the adrenaline. Why did her words make my clit throb even more?

Before I could confront her, Marcus’s voice boomed over the intercom. “Chloe Vale, my office. Now.”

I walked down the hall on shaky legs. My fat juicy bubble butt swayed in my short skirt. The LA heat made sweat trickle between my cleavage. My mind raced. What did he want? Was it about the rumours? Or something worse?

Marcus Hale sat behind his big desk. His shirt was unbuttoned at the top showing a hairy chest. He smiled that oily smile as I entered. His eyes immediately dropped to my cleavage.

“Chloe, baby, sit down. You have been killing it out there. Riley tells me you are a natural. Swallowing loads like a pro. Keeping the boys ready for hours.”

My face burned. I crossed my legs. I felt my wet pussy lips slide together. “Thank you, sir. I try my best.”

He leaned forward. “That is the thing. Your best is way too good for just fluffing. You are too good to stay behind the scenes. Look at you. Petite, curvy, those perky tits I bet the camera would love. That fat juicy bubble butt. And those plump lips made for cock. The viewers would go crazy for a sweet innocent face like yours getting ruined with cum.”

I shifted in my seat. A fresh gush of wetness soaked my thong. His words were degrading, but they made my clit pulse. No. I could not think like that.

“I have a proposition for you,” he continued. He slid a contract across the desk. “We want you on camera. Starting with some solo teases. Then boy girl scenes. Big pay bump. Five figures per scene. You will clear that forty two thousand debt in no time. What do you say, sweetheart? Ready to be a star?”

My hands shook as I picked up the paper. The numbers were tempting. But the thought of lights on me. Everyone watching me gag and get fucked. “I… I do not know. I am not sure I am ready for that. I like being a fluffer. It is… safer.”

Marcus chuckled. “Safe? Honey, you have already had half the roster down your throat. Lexi mentioned you have been very friendly with Kai too. Rumours are flying that you are ready. Do not waste your potential.”

Lexi. That bitch. She must have fed him this. I stood up. Anger flared. “I am not doing this for fame. And the rumours are lies.”

He held up his hands. “No pressure. But think about it. The studio is counting on fresh talent. If you say no… well, we might have to look at cutting back on fluffers. Business is business.”

It felt like a threat. My eyes stung with tears as I left the office. The door slammed behind me.

I almost quit right there. I grabbed my bag in the lounge. I ignored Lexi’s smug look. “This is too much,” I whispered to myself. “I should just go home. Find a normal job. Even if it means ramen for years.”

Tears blurred my vision as I pushed through the back door into the parking lot. The Valley sun beat down on me. My shoulders shook. I was twenty one years old with no other prospects and a mountain of debt. But this? Letting the whole world watch me turn into the slut I already felt like inside?

“Chloe?”

Kai’s deep voice stopped me cold. The gentle giant stood by his trailer. His broad Latino frame filled the doorway. Those kind brown eyes softened when he saw my face. “Baby, what is wrong?”

I tried to wipe my tears. My voice cracked. “Marcus wants me on camera. Lexi is telling everyone I am trying to steal the spotlight. I cannot do it, Kai. I am not a porn star. I am just… me.”

He crossed the lot in three strides. His big hands cupped my cheeks so gently. “You do not have to do anything you do not want. Ever. But if you ever decide to try the camera… do it with me. I will take care of you. I will make sure it is only good for you. Because I care about you, Chloe. More than just this place.”

His words melted something inside me. The shame that had been choking me eased. I leaned into his chest. His heartbeat was steady under my ear. “Really? You would do that? Just for me?”

“Only for you.” He kissed the top of my head. Then he tilted my chin up and kissed my mouth. Soft at first. Then deeper. Hungrier.

Before I knew it we were inside his trailer. The door locked with a click. The cool air hit my skin as he peeled my top off. My tits spilled free.

“Look at these perfect tits,” he murmured. His voice was thick with want. “All mine.” He bent and sucked one into his mouth. His tongue swirled around the sensitive bud. I moaned and arched into him. My fingers tangled in his dark hair.

He dropped to his knees. His big hands slid my skirt and thong down my legs. “And this juicy little pussy. So wet already. For me?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Only for you, Kai.”

He spread my thighs and buried his face between them. His tongue licked a long, slow stripe from my entrance to my clit. I cried out. My hands gripped the edge of the counter. He sucked my swollen clit between his lips. He flicked it fast and hard. Two thick fingers slid inside me. They curled against that spot that made my vision spark.

“Oh god… Kai…” My hips bucked against his mouth. Thick saliva mixed with my juices dripped down his chin. He did not care. He ate me like he was starving. The wet slurping sounds filled the trailer. My thighs trembled.

“Come for me, good girl,” he growled against my pussy.

I shattered. My orgasm crashed through me. Hot squirt gushed over his tongue and chin. My knees buckled. He caught me and carried me to the bed.

I pushed him down. My turn. I wanted to taste him. To show him how much I needed this. His 9.5 inch cock sprang free as I tugged his shorts down. Thick, veiny, the head already glistening with precum. My mouth watered.

I wrapped my plump lips around the head. I swirled my tongue over the slit. He groaned. I sank lower. Inch by inch until my throat bulged visibly around him. I held it there. My nose pressed to his trimmed pubes. Thick ropes of saliva poured from the corners of my mouth and dripped onto his heavy balls.

“Fuck, Chloe. That throat… so tight.” His hand stroked my wavy hair. Not pushing. Just guiding.

I bobbed. My head moved faster. Wet gluck gluck sounds echoed. My mascara started to run in black tears down my cheeks. I loved it. I loved how full I felt. How used. But safe. Because it was him.

I pulled off with a gasp. Long strings of throat slime connected my lips to his cock. “Use my mouth, Kai. Please.”

He sat up. He gripped my head with both hands. He fucked my face in slow, deep strokes. His balls slapped my chin with every thrust. Thwack. Thwack. Saliva bubbled from my nose. I gagged and moaned around him. My pussy clenched emptily. I was dripping onto the sheets.

“Such a good little fluffer slut,” he praised. “My perfect girl. Taking every inch like you were made for it.”

The mix of degradation and sweetness sent me over again. I came just from sucking him. My thighs squeezed together. Fresh squirt leaked down my legs.

He pulled out. His cock glistened with my spit. “I need to be inside you.”

I climbed on top. I sank down onto his thick length. My tight walls stretched around him. The fullness made me whimper. I rode him slow at first. My fat ass bounced. Wet squelching sounds filled the room every time I bottomed out.

Kai’s hands gripped my hips. His thumbs brushed my clit. “Ride me, baby. Show me how much you love this cock.”

I went faster. My tits bounced. My long hair stuck to my sweaty back. I leaned down and kissed him. Our tongues tangled. I whispered against his lips. “I am your slut, Kai. Only yours.”

He flipped us. He pinned me to the mattress. He drove into me hard and deep. The bed creaked. His balls slapped my ass. I wrapped my legs around his waist. My nails raked his back.

“Fill me,” I begged. “Please. I want your cum.”

He groaned. His thrusts became erratic. He buried himself to the hilt and exploded. Thick ropes of hot cum flooded my pussy. Pulse after pulse. I came with him. My walls milked every drop.

We stayed locked together. Panting. He kissed my forehead. My cheeks. My swollen lips. “You are incredible, Chloe. I am falling so hard for you.”

Tears of a different kind filled my eyes. Happy ones. “I am falling too. And I think… I want to do the scene. But only with you. No one else touches me on camera.”

He smiled against my skin. “Then that is exactly what we will do.”

I found Marcus in the hallway after I cleaned up from my time with Kai. My legs were still wobbly. My plump lips a bit swollen. But I stood tall. “Marcus, I will do the scene. But only if it is with Kai. No one else. He is the only one I trust for my first time on camera.”

Marcus’s eyes lit up like he had won the lottery. His sleazy grin spread wide. “Kai and Chloe. The gentle giant and the innocent fluffer. The fans will eat that up. Romantic with a side of raw fuck. Done. We shoot tomorrow. Do not back out now sweetheart. You are too good for behind the scenes.”

I nodded. My heart hammered in my chest. Lexi shot me a dirty look from across the room but I did not care. The rumours did not matter any more. Kai had made me see I could do this my way.

That night I barely slept. The next morning I stood outside the main set door. The bright lights already hummed inside. My reflection in the glass showed the girl I had become. Long wavy chestnut hair cascading over my shoulders. Big hazel eyes wide with a mix of fear and thrill. Freckles standing out on my flushed cheeks. My chest rose and fell quickly under my robe

“I cannot believe I am really doing this,” I whispered to myself. My pussy throbbed at the thought. Tomorrow those cameras would capture everything. Kai’s thick veiny 9.5 inch cock sliding between my plump cock sucking lips. Down my throat until it bulged for the world to see. His balls slapping my chin while I gagged and drooled thick saliva ropes all over him. The messy facial he would give me. Cum bubbling from my nose as I swallowed every drop like the good little slut I was becoming. And the romance of it all. Him calling me his good girl while he claimed me in front of everyone.

The shame that used to burn so hot inside me had changed. It was still there, but now it fuelled the fire between my legs. I was not just their fluffer any more. With Kai I could be more. Proud. Wanted. Loved even. My fingers brushed my thigh. I felt the wetness already starting to drip.

This was the biggest decision of my life. Going from broke art grad with shaking hands on my first day to standing here ready to get railed on camera by the man I was falling for. Did I have what it took to fully embrace being the studio whore? For him, yes. I took a deep breath. My cock sucking lips curved into a small smile.

Tomorrow everything changes.
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My hands would not stop shaking as Riley finished applying the last coat of mascara in the makeup trailer. “You look fucking hot, newbie,” she said with that sassy grin, her pierced tongue clicking against her teeth. “Kai is going to destroy that pretty pussy on camera and you are going to love every second.”

I stared at myself in the mirror. The girl looking back was me but not me. Long wavy chestnut hair cascaded over my shoulders, my big hazel eyes lined dark and smoky, freckles still visible under the foundation for that innocent look the director wanted. My tits were pushed up in a tiny lace bra, my butt barely covered by a thong that disappeared between my cheeks. “Riley, there are going to be like ten people watching. What if I mess up? What if I freak out?” My voice was a whisper, that familiar shame heating my cheeks even as my pussy started to throb at the thought.

She laughed and gave my ass a playful smack. “That’s the point, Chloe. They want the nervous girl turning into a total slut. You’ve been practising all week with the guys. This is your moment. Embrace it. By the end you will be begging for the camera to capture every drop of cum.”

A knock on the door. Kai stepped in, looking incredible in just a robe, his 9.5 inch thick veiny cock probably already half hard underneath. His dark eyes softened when he saw me. “Hey beautiful. You ready for this? Remember, we can stop anytime. But if we do this, I am going to make you feel so good they will have to edit out how many times you cum.”

He pulled me close, his strong arms around my tiny waist, and kissed me deeply. His tongue tasted like mint and promise. My nerves melted a bit into that slow burn heat between us. This was not just any scene. This was with Kai, the man who had been gentle with me from the start, the one who made me feel safe even as he stretched my throat. “I want this,” I whispered against his lips. “I want them to see me with you.”

Marcus poked his head in. “Set is ready in five. Chloe, you start as the fluffer but we transition straight into the full scene. Give us everything.”

My heart pounded as we walked to the main set. The bedroom set was lit up bright, multiple cameras positioned around the king size bed with silk sheets. Lights hot on my skin already. Sound guy, lighting crew, two camera operators, Marcus, and a few others. About ten people total. All eyes were on my petite, curvy body as I stepped onto the set in my heels.

Kai dropped his robe, his massive cock springing free, thick and veiny, the head already glistening. My mouth watered despite the butterflies. “Action!” Marcus yelled.

I dropped to my knees in front of him first, like we planned, my role as fluffer leading into the scene. “Let’s get you ready for me,” I said, my voice shaky at first but gaining strength as I looked up into his eyes then straight at the nearest camera.

I licked my plump lips and took his cock into my mouth. The thick head stretched my lips wide, that familiar salty taste flooding my tongue. I sucked gently at first, swirling my tongue around the ridge, feeling him throb and swell bigger. My hands cupped his heavy balls, massaging them softly while I bobbed my head, taking more and more until the tip hit the back of my throat. I gagged a little, eyes watering, but I pushed forward. My throat opened for him. I felt the bulge form right there on my neck, visible for every camera. Thick ropes of saliva spilled from the corners of my mouth, dripping down my chin onto my perky tits, soaking the lace bra until my puffy pink nipples showed through clear as day.

“Look at the camera, baby,” Kai said, his voice low and full of praise. “Show them what a good little fluffer you are.”

I pulled off just enough to gasp, strings of spit connecting my lips to his cock. “Yes, sir,” I moaned, then dove back down. Balls deep this time. My nose pressed against his trimmed pubic hair, chin resting on his heavy sack. The wet gluck gluck sounds filled the studio as he started to thrust gently into my face. My mascara ran in black tears down my cheeks. My throat convulsed around him, milking every inch. I looked straight into the lens and moaned around his cock, the vibration making him groan.

Ten people were watching me choke on this massive dick. My pussy was dripping down my thighs, soaking the tiny thong. I should not love this. I was a good girl, an art history grad. But my clit was pulsing and my shame was turning into something hotter, something proud.

Kai gripped my hair, fucking my throat a little harder now. “That’s my good girl. Take every inch for the camera. You are so fucking pretty with your throat full.” His balls slapped my chin with each push, wet and heavy. More saliva poured out, thick and stringy, coating my tits until they shone under the lights.

I reached down and rubbed my clit through the thong, moaning louder. The crew murmured approval. One camera zoomed in on the throat bulge. Another on my messy face. I loved it. I pulled off again, gasping, “Fuck my throat harder, Kai. Use your little fluffer whore.” The words came out so natural now, my voice husky and dripping with need.

He did. He held my head and thrust deep, holding it there while my throat spasmed. Cum was not even in me yet but I felt close to cumming just from this. Thick spit bubbled from my nose a little when he pulled back. I coughed, laughed, then sucked him right back in, hollowing my cheeks, worshipping every vein.

After long minutes of sloppy face fucking, Kai pulled me up. “Bed, baby. Time to show them how wet you get for me.”

He laid me on the silk sheets, the fabric cool against my overheated skin. The cameras circled us. He peeled the soaked bra off, sucking one puffy nipple into his mouth while pinching the other. I arched, moaning loud. “Oh god, yes.” His fingers slid the thong aside and plunged two thick digits into my dripping pussy. The wet squelch was obscene, loud enough for the mics to catch. He curled them, hitting my spot while his thumb rubbed my clit.

I came fast, my first on camera orgasm ripping through me. My thighs shook, pussy gushing around his fingers. “Kai! I’m cumming!” I screamed, eyes locked on the camera. The crew clapped softly. My face burned with that last bit of shame, but my body sang with pride.

Kai licked his fingers clean, then buried his face between my legs. His tongue was magic, lapping my swollen lips, sucking my clit, diving inside me. He moaned into my pussy like he could not get enough. “Taste so good, my sweet slut.” I grabbed his hair, grinding against his face while the cameras captured every lick, every tremble of my juicy bubble butt.

I came again, squirting a little across his chin. “Yes, drink me!” The shame was gone now. There was only heat. Only need.

Kai climbed up, lining his thick cock at my entrance. “You ready for me to fuck you on camera, Chloe?”

I nodded, spreading my legs wide. “Fuck me, Kai. Make me your whore.”

He pushed in slow, inch by inch, stretching my tight pussy until he bottomed out. The fullness was insane. I felt every vein, every pulse. We locked eyes, the romance still there under all the filth. “I love you,” he whispered so only I could hear, then louder for the mics, “Gonna fuck this pretty pussy so good.”

He started thrusting, deep and steady. My tits bounced with every stroke. The sound of skin slapping skin mixed with my wet moans. “Harder,” I begged. He gave it, pounding me in missionary while choking me lightly, just enough to make my eyes roll. I came again, walls clamping around him, screaming his name.

He flipped me to doggy. My fat ass rippled as he slammed in from behind. Balls slapped my clit with every thrust. He spanked me hard, leaving red handprints. “Look at that ass take my cock. Tell the camera what you are.”

“I’m your studio whore!” I cried, pushing back to meet him. “Fuck me like you own me!” The cameras caught the perfect angle, his thick shaft disappearing into my creamy pussy, my juices coating his balls.

He pulled my hair, arching my back, fucking me faster. I came again, squirting onto the sheets. My mind was gone, only pleasure. Only Kai.

I climbed on top for cowgirl. I sank down on his cock, grinding my clit against him. My tits bounced wildly as I rode him hard, hands on his chest. I looked right at the cameras and smiled like the slut I had become. “Watch me ride this big dick. This is what I was made for.” Kai gripped my hips, thrusting up to meet me. “Good girl. Use that pussy to milk me.”

I switched to reverse cowgirl, giving the cameras my ass. It clapped loud as I bounced, cheeks jiggling. He reached around to rub my clit. Another orgasm hit me, my whole body shaking.

We moved to standing. He lifted me like I weighed nothing, impaling me on his cock while my legs wrapped around him. The crew moved cameras close. He bounced me up and down, gravity helping him hit deep. Spit dripped from my mouth onto my tits as I moaned incoherently.

Finally he laid me on my back again, prone bone style, his weight pressing me into the mattress. His cock hammered my pussy from behind at this angle, hitting my g spot perfectly. “Cum for me one more time, baby. Cum on camera while I fill you.”

I exploded. Harder than ever. My vision whited out. “Kai! Fuck, I’m cumming so hard!” My pussy spasmed around him, milking every inch. He roared and thrust deep, flooding me with hot thick cum. Rope after rope pumped into me until it leaked out around his cock.

He pulled out slowly, the cream-pie dripping from my wrecked pussy. But he was not done. He stroked the last spurts onto my face and open mouth. Thick white cum painted my tongue, my cheeks, my lashes. I scooped it with my fingers and swallowed every drop, looking straight into the camera. Thick saliva ropes mixed with his load as I licked my lips clean.

With ten people watching, Kai buried his cock balls deep in my throat one last time and I looked straight into the camera and moaned like the slut I had become. “I’m your fluffer… and your whore.”

The director yelled cut. The crew erupted in cheers and applause. My body buzzed, covered in sweat and cum and spit, pussy still twitching. Kai pulled me into his arms right there on the bed, kissing me soft despite the mess. “You were perfect, my love. So proud of you.”

I buried my face in his chest, heart full. The shame was gone completely. I loved being watched. I loved the filth. I loved being their little cum slut on camera. But most of all I loved him. “I want more of this,” I whispered. “But only with you. Let’s quit this place after today and start our own thing. Just us. Ethical. Real.”

He smiled against my hair. “Anything for you, baby. This is just the beginning.”

I closed my eyes, floating in afterglow, already dreaming of our future. The best fluffer in the valley had finally found her home, right here in his arms, on camera and off.


EPILOGUE


Iwoke up with Kai’s thick cock still half-hard against my ass, his big hand cupping my left tit like it belonged there forever. Sunlight poured through the blinds of our new bedroom and I smiled so wide my cheeks hurt. Six months ago I was a broke art-history grad shaking in Marcus’s office, whispering “I can’t believe I’m doing this” while Riley taught me how to deep-throat. Now I was Chloe Vale, proudest little cum slut in the Valley, engaged (almost) to the only man who ever saw the real me behind the mascara tears and throat slime.

I wiggled back against him and he stirred, kissing my neck. “Morning, my good girl.”

“Morning, future husband,” I whispered, and my pussy gave a happy little throb just saying it.

We showered together, slow and sweet, then drove to Velvet Dreams one last time. Marcus was in his office, feet on the desk, when we walked in holding hands.

“Kids! My star fluffer and her gentle giant. What’s up?”

Kai squeezed my fingers. “We’re done, Marcus. Quitting. Effective immediately.”

Marcus laughed until he realised we weren’t joking. He offered double pay, a new contract, even top billing for me on camera. I just shook my head, chest full of proud heat.

“No thanks. We’re starting our own thing. Ethical. Just us. Real love, real filth, real consent. Fans who want to watch a couple who actually adore each other.”

He called us crazy. Riley burst in right then, platinum hair bouncing, pierced tongue flashing as she grinned.

“My baby slut’s flying the nest!” She yanked me into a hug that smashed my face between her huge tits. “I’m so fucking proud of you, Chloe. You went from gagging on your first inch to swallowing Jax’s monster like a pro. Now go be the queen of your own castle.”

Lexi hovered in the doorway, arms crossed, but even she muttered “good luck” like it physically hurt. Jax gave me a respectful nod from the set. Zane fist-bumped Kai. Raven blew me a kiss with black lips. I waved goodbye to the glory-hole trailer, the fluffer lounge, the whole crazy world that had broken me open and put me back together better.

Kai and I climbed into his truck and drove away without looking back. My hand stayed on his thigh the whole ride to our new house in the quiet hills north of the Valley. A cute three-bedroom with a big backyard and, most important, a dedicated studio room we’d spent the last two weeks soundproofing and wiring.

I unlocked the front door and we stepped inside. The living room still had boxes, but the studio was finished. Soft LED panels on dimmers, three 4K cameras on tripods, a king-size bed with black silk sheets, floor-to-ceiling mirrors, and a padded bench for every angle we could dream up. A small fridge stocked with water and lube. My throat got tight with happy tears.

“No more schedules,” I said, turning in a slow circle. “No more Lexi sabotage or Marcus pushing me past my limits. Just you and me, Kai. Our channel. ‘Chloe and Kai’s Raw Love’ or something. We film when we want, post what we want, and every penny stays with us. Real couple porn. Fans will see how much I love being your personal whore.”

He pulled me against his chest. “Perfect name, baby. Raw Love. Because that’s what this is.”

We spent the afternoon unpacking, laughing, stealing kisses. By sunset the bed was made, lights tested, and the first camera battery charged. I was in nothing but one of Kai’s big t-shirts when he took my hand and led me into the studio.

“Chloe,” he said, voice low and serious. He clicked on the soft ring light so the room glowed warm gold. Then he dropped to one knee right there on the black rug.

My hands flew to my mouth.

He pulled a small velvet box from his pocket. Inside sat a simple white-gold band with a sparkling round diamond. Not huge, but perfect. Us.

“From the second you walked onto my set all nervous and freckled, I knew you were different. You looked at me like I was a person, not just a cock. You let me see every shy, scared, dripping-wet part of you, and you trusted me with it. I want to spend every day protecting that trust, worshipping that body, and loving that huge heart. Marry me, Chloe Vale. Be my wife, my co-star, my forever good girl.”

Tears spilled down my cheeks. I was laughing and crying at the same time. “Yes. God, yes, Kai. A thousand times yes.”

He slid the ring onto my finger. It fit perfectly. I dropped to my knees too and kissed him so hard our teeth clicked. His hands roamed under the t-shirt, squeezing my ass, and I moaned into his mouth.

“Should we… celebrate on camera?” I whispered, already soaked. “First video of the new channel. Engagement special.”

His smile turned filthy and tender all at once. “Lights, camera, and my future wife’s throat. Let’s do it.”

We flipped every switch. Three red record lights blinked on. I pulled the t-shirt over my head and stood there naked, 32D tits out, puffy pink nipples hard, long chestnut hair wavy down my back. Kai stripped slow, revealing every tattooed inch and that gorgeous 9.5-inch thick veiny cock already leaking for me.

I sank to my knees on the soft rug. “Film this, baby. Film your little cum slut fiancee worshipping her man.”

He groaned and threaded his fingers through my hair. I opened wide, tongue out, and took the fat head between my plump lips. Thick spit immediately flooded my mouth. I bobbed slow at first, letting the camera see my cheeks hollow, then pushed deeper. The bulge appeared in my throat, stretching the skin visibly. I held it there, eyes watering, until saliva ropes poured from the corners of my lips and dripped in long shiny strands onto my tits.

“Fuck, look at that throat,” Kai praised, voice rough. “My perfect little whore. Taking every inch like you were born for it.”

I hummed around him and the vibration made his balls tighten. I popped off just long enough to gasp, “I was. I’m your cum-addicted wife now,” then dove back down until my nose pressed his abs and my chin slapped his heavy sack. Wet, filthy gluck-gluck-gluck sounds filled the studio. Mascara ran in black streaks down my freckled cheeks. I cupped his balls, massaged them, then licked down to suck one into my mouth while stroking the slick shaft with both hands.

Kai’s grip tightened. “That’s my good girl. Such a nasty little fiancee. Gonna fill that pretty face and watch you swallow every drop for our fans.”

I moaned louder. My pussy was dripping down my thighs. I reached between my legs and rubbed my swollen clit while I deep-throated him again, faster, sloppier. Thick throat slime coated his entire length, strings connecting my lips to his cock every time I pulled back. Balls slapped my chin rhythmically. I gagged happily, eyes locked on the nearest camera lens so the viewers would see exactly how much I loved it.

He pulled me off suddenly, strings of spit connecting us like filthy jewellery. “Bed. Now.”

I crawled onto the silk sheets on all fours, ass up, back arched. Kai mounted me from behind, slapped my juicy bubble butt hard enough to leave a handprint, then slammed home in one thrust. I screamed in pure bliss. He fucked me deep and steady, hips slapping my ass, cock kissing my cervix every stroke.

“Tell the camera how much you love it, baby.”

“I love it,” I panted, voice hoarse. “Love being your little studio whore. Love your big cock ruining my tight pussy. I’m gonna cum so hard for you.”

He reached around and rubbed my clit. I exploded, squirting all over his balls and the sheets, body shaking. He didn’t stop. He flipped me onto my back, hooked my knees over his shoulders, and pounded harder. My tits bounced wildly. Mascara tears flew. I came again, walls pulsing around him.

“Gonna give you the first load of our new life,” he growled.

“On my face,” I begged. “Mark your future wife.”

He pulled out, stroked twice, and erupted. Thick ropes of hot cum painted my forehead, my cheeks, my open mouth. Some shot straight into my throat. The rest dripped down my chin in heavy globs. I scooped it with my fingers, licked them clean, then sucked the head again to milk the last drops. Cum bubbled from my nose as I swallowed noisily, showing the camera my empty mouth.

But Kai wasn’t done. He flipped me onto my stomach, lifted my hips, and slid back into my soaked pussy. Round two. I pushed back to meet every thrust, moaning like a bitch in heat. He reached forward, grabbed my hair, and used it like reins while he railed me. My third orgasm hit so hard my vision whited out.

When he finally pulled out again I spun around on my knees instantly. “One more, baby. Down my throat this time.”

I took him to the root in one greedy swallow. He face-fucked me with long, powerful strokes while I looked up at him with pure love and lust. Saliva poured down my chin onto my cum-covered tits. My throat bulged obscenely on every thrust. Balls slapped my chin wetly. I rubbed my clit frantically and came again just from the pure degradation and praise mixing in my ears.

“Such a good little cum-dump for your man. My beautiful, filthy, perfect wife.”

I felt him swell. He buried himself deep and unloaded straight into my stomach. I swallowed every pulse, humming happily, until he finally softened and slipped free. A final thick rope of spit and cum connected my bottom lip to his cock head before it broke and splattered my tits.

We collapsed together on the bed, cameras still rolling. Kai pulled me into his arms, wiped the mess from my face with gentle thumbs, and kissed me slow and deep, tasting himself on my tongue.

“Cut,” he murmured against my lips, reaching for the remotes. The red lights blinked off.

I snuggled closer, ring sparkling on my finger, body buzzing. “Our first video. Raw, real, and so fucking filthy. I can’t wait for the world to see how happy I am being yours.”

He stroked my hair. “Wedding next month. Then weekly drops. You and me against the world, baby. My proud little slut forever.”

I smiled, heart so full it hurt. “Forever. And I’m never going back to being shy again. I was made for this cock, this life, this love.”

We lay there watching the raw footage on the monitor, laughing at the nastiest parts, rewinding the proposal, already planning thumbnails and titles. Outside, the Valley lights twinkled. Inside, our new home studio glowed warm and ready for every dirty, loving scene still to come.
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WELCOME TO THE WELLNESS PROGRAM


Sarah Thompson stood at the front of the packed conference room on the 12th floor. The Monday morning all-hands meeting buzzed with the usual energy of over sixty employees settling into rows of chairs. They sipped stale coffee from paper cups that carried a faint bitter scent through the air. Her sharp blazer hugged her fit, curvy figure in all the right places while keeping everything professional. The knee-length skirt skimmed over her full hips and rounded ass. At forty-two, she served as the confident, no-nonsense regional operations manager everyone counted on to keep things running smoothly.

The large projector screen at the front of the room flickered to life with a short video from the new parent company. Sarah watched it alongside her team. The polished voice-over spoke about commitment to employee wellness and retention after the recent acquisition. Smooth graphics showed happy workers and productivity charts climbing upward. She felt a small, warm spark deep in her belly. This new program sounded promising. It might be the perfect way to shake off the stress of the takeover and bring some real joy back into the daily grind.

When the video ended, the room lights brightened again. Sarah stepped up to the podium with her usual confident stride. Her heels clicked softly on the tiled floor. She adjusted her blazer once more, smoothing it over her breasts, and smiled out at the group. All eyes turned to her. She loved this part of her job. Holding the room and delivering news that actually mattered.

“Good morning, everyone,” she said, her voice clear and steady. “I hope you enjoyed that video from our new parent company. It really sets the tone for the exciting changes we have coming. As you all know, the acquisition has brought some adjustments. To boost morale and improve retention across the board, we are now rolling out a brand-new, mandatory Wellness Program. We designed this initiative to help every single one of you manage stress more effectively, recharge your energy levels, and perform at your absolute peak.”

She paused, letting the words sink in. A few people leaned forward in their seats, already curious. Sarah continued with a bright smile. “The Wellness Program is all about providing you with the tools you need to release that built-up quarterly pressure from our demanding workloads. Every employee is required to schedule one confidential sixty-minute session each month in our private wellness suites on floor nine. These sessions focus on deep tissue stress relief and full-service energy recharge. Think of them as personalised performance enhancement delivered by our expert coordinators in a completely comfortable and private setting.”

Sarah gestured smoothly to the three young people standing beside her on the stage. They stood there smiling brightly with an eager and welcoming vibe that lit up the entire room. “To help bring this program to life, I want to introduce our dedicated wellness coordinators. These talented professionals will handle all your sessions and make sure you get exactly the tailored support you deserve.”

She turned first to the early-twenties blonde on her left. “This is Lila. Lila brings such a sweet and playful approach to her work. With her perky C-cup tits pressing beautifully against that tight white blouse and her tiny waist cinched perfectly in the pencil skirt, she looks ready to deliver the kind of hands-on relief that leaves you feeling completely refreshed.” Lila waved cheerfully, her smile wide and genuine. Sarah felt a subtle tingle between her own legs as she noted how the fabric of Lila’s blouse clung to those firm young breasts. The outline of her nipples showed just enough to promise an unforgettable experience.

Next, Sarah motioned to the brunette beside Lila. “And this is Zoe. Zoe specialises in those deeper, more intense techniques that really target problem areas. Her thick, juicy ass fills out that hugging skirt so nicely, and the red lace camisole peeking from under her black blazer adds just the right touch of hidden allure. The way her curves move when she walks already suggests how skilled she is at full-service wellness.” Zoe gave a little nod and a wink, her eyes sparkling with mischief. Sarah imagined those hidden tattoos and that lush ass bouncing during a session. Her own nipples tightened under her bra at the thought. This program was going to be incredible for everyone.

Finally, she indicated the lean young man at the end. “Last but certainly not least is Kai. Kai brings that energetic surfer build and big smile to every interaction. His fitted dress shirt shows off his toned body perfectly, and those slacks hint at the impressive equipment he uses to provide truly deep and satisfying stress relief.” Kai grinned broadly and offered a small wave. Sarah let her gaze drift downward for just a second. The clear bulge at the front of his slacks made her mouth water slightly. She pictured that huge cock stretching and filling during a recharge session. A fresh wave of warmth spread through her core. She kept her professional smile firmly in place.

“These three coordinators are here to make the Wellness Program the best perk this company has ever offered she added. Every session is one hundred percent confidential and customised to your individual needs. Whether you need quick tension release or a longer full-service recharge, they have you covered. The suites on floor nine feature comfortable couches, private desks, and everything required for complete relaxation.”

Sarah pulled out her phone and tapped the screen. She connected it to the projector so that the image appeared behind her. “Let me show you how simple it is to get started. Download the Wellness App from your company portal. After installing it, you will see an easy calendar view that shows available slots and coordinator options. Just select your preferred time and the coordinator who matches your needs. Executive priority lets managers like me book first, but everyone gets equal access after that. Sessions are locked in, and you will receive a reminder thirty minutes before. It could not be easier.”

She demonstrated with a few taps on her phone. The app interface glowed on the screen, showing colourful slots for the week ahead. Already Sarah could see heads nodding and phones coming out of pockets. The room began to fill with excited whispers. She spotted several men shifting in their seats with knowing grins. A few women bit their lower lips and exchanged quick glances. One employee in the back row leaned over to his neighbour and murmured something that made them both chuckle softly. The energy in the conference room shifted from routine meeting mode to something electric and playful. Everyone clearly understood what these wellness sessions really meant. Deep tissue stress relief with a side of pure pleasure. Full-service energy recharge behind a locked door. The best kind of corporate benefit.

Sarah kept her tone light and professional as she wrapped up. “Questions so far?” A hand went up near the middle. An accountant asked about scheduling conflicts. She answered smoothly. “The app handles that automatically, and we have flexible slots throughout the day, including lunch hours.” Another employee wondered about the session’s content. Sarah smiled wider. “Each session is tailored, but you can expect thorough hands-on work that addresses every area of tension. Our coordinators are trained to deliver complete satisfaction.”

A ripple of soft laughter moved through the room. More knowing grins appeared. Sarah felt her own pulse quicken with shared excitement. This was working perfectly. No one looked worried or hesitant. They looked thrilled. She could already picture the entire office buzzing with positive energy after their first session.

“That covers the highlights for today,” she concluded. “The Wellness Program launches immediately, so please book your first session by the end of this week. Remember it is mandatory, but I have a feeling you will all be looking forward to your monthly recharge. Thank you everyone. Have a productive day and enjoy this new perk!”

The meeting wrapped with applause and the sound of chairs scraping back. Employees were chatting animatedly as they filed out. Sarah stepped down from the podium, feeling a rush of satisfaction. The coordinators waved goodbye to the group and headed toward the elevators with bright smiles. She watched Lila’s perky tits bounce lightly under her blouse and Zoe’s thick juicy ass sway in that hugging skirt. Kai followed with that noticeable bulge shifting as he walked. Sarah lingered a moment longer, letting the thrill build inside her.

Back at her desk in the corner office, she pulled out her phone again. The Wellness App opened instantly. Using her executive priority access, she scrolled through the afternoon slots. Her eyes landed on a perfect opening at two o’clock. Lila and Kai were both available. Sarah selected the MFF combination for a full sixty minutes. The description popped up confirming deep tissue stress relief with dual coordinator support for maximum energy recharge. She hovered her thumb over the confirm button for just a second, savouring the anticipation.

A secret smile spread across her face. Her fit, curvy body felt alive under the sharp blazer and knee-length skirt. A pleasant warmth had settled between her thighs. She imagined walking into the private suite on floor nine later that day. The locked door. The dim lighting. Lila and Kai waiting with their sweet smiles and eager hands. She pictured Lila’s perky tits pressing against her while Kai’s gigantic cock provided that ultimate full-service touch. It sounded like the perfect way to balance her workload and release every bit of tension.

She tapped confirm. The app flashed a green success message and added the appointment to her calendar with a private reminder. Sarah leaned back in her chair and let out a soft, happy sigh. This Wellness Program truly was the best perk ever. She could hardly wait for two o’clock. Her first session promised to leave her completely relaxed, smiling, and already planning the next one for next month. The rest of the day stretched ahead, bright and full of promise.
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SARAH’S WELLNESS SESSION (MFF)


Sarah Thompson stepped off the elevator onto the ninth floor right after lunch. Her heart pounded in her chest. She felt nervous but excited, a warm flutter low in her belly that made her press her thighs together under her tight pencil skirt. As regional manager she always kept her cool in meetings and deadlines, yet here she was, heels clicking down the hallway toward wellness suite 9B, knowing exactly what waited behind that locked door. Everyone in the office knew. The mandatory wellness program was one hundred percent sex wrapped in corporate language, and Sarah could not wait to dive in.

She stopped at the door of suite 9B, smoothed her blouse over her full breasts, and knocked once. The door opened right away. Dim warm lighting spilled out, soft and inviting. Inside she saw the large leather couch, the polished executive desk, and the full-length mirror on the far wall. The air smelled clean with a hint of vanilla.

Lila and Kai stood there smiling sweetly. Lila wore her usual tight pencil skirt and fitted blouse that showed off her perky C-cup tits. Her blonde hair fell in soft waves. Kai looked lean and strong in his fitted shirt, his surfer build obvious even fully dressed. Both of them glowed with calm confidence.

“Welcome, Sarah,” Lila said in her sweet voice. “We are so thrilled you booked your first session with us.”

Kai closed the door behind her and turned the lock with a soft click. “As a regional manager you carry so much executive level quarterly pressure. We are here to help with full performance optimisation and complete stress relief.”

Sarah stepped deeper into the room. The thin walls let every sound from the hallway drift in clearly. She heard footsteps passing right outside and two voices chatting about a meeting. The risk sent a fresh spark straight to her pussy.

They guided her to the couch. Lila sat on her left. Kai sat on her right. Their bodies felt warm beside her.

“Let us start with a quick wellness assessment,” Lila said, her hand resting lightly on Sarah’s shoulder. “How has the workload felt lately?”

“Pretty heavy,” Sarah answered, trying to stay professional even as her nipples tightened under her blouse.

Kai’s fingers traced her other shoulder. “We can see the tension right here. Your body is so beautiful, Sarah. Strong and ready for deep tissue release.”

Lila’s hand slid down to Sarah’s thigh, just under the hem of her skirt. “These legs carry so much every day. Let us handle that heavy workload for you. It’s what we’re here for.”

The scripted words melted away into something filthier. Sarah’s breath caught when Lila’s fingers crept higher.

“Your tits look incredible in that blouse,” Kai murmured, cupping one gently through the fabric. “We are going to release all that built up quarterly pressure until you feel completely balanced.”

Lila leaned in closer, her sweet smile turning wicked. “And this pretty pussy is going to get every bit of attention it needs. Full service, Sarah. No limits.”

Sarah’s professional mask slipped away. Heat flooded her cheeks and her panties grew damp. “Yes,” she whispered. “I need it.”

They undressed her slowly on the couch. Lila unbuttoned Sarah’s blouse one button at a time, kissing each inch of skin as it appeared. Kai unzipped her skirt and eased it down her hips, his palms stroking her thighs the whole way. Sarah lifted her ass to help. Soon her blouse and skirt lay on the floor. Lila reached behind her and unhooked her bra. Sarah’s full breasts spilled free, nipples already stiff and aching.

“Beautiful,” Lila breathed, leaning down to swirl her tongue around one nipple.

Kai hooked his fingers in Sarah’s panties and pulled them down her legs. Cool air hit her shaved pussy. She was soaked. He spread her thighs wide on the leather couch.

Lila dropped to her knees between Sarah’s legs. Her blonde head dipped low. The first touch of her tongue was slow and hot, a long, flat stroke from the bottom of Sarah’s slit to her swollen clit. Sarah gasped. Pleasure rolled through her core.

“Oh god,” Sarah moaned.

Lila licked again, slower this time, parting Sarah’s wet folds with the tip of her tongue. She circled the clit gently, then sucked it between her lips and hummed. The vibration made Sarah’s hips jerk.

Kai stood up in front of Sarah. He unbuckled his belt and pushed his pants down. His enormous cock sprang free, thick and long, veins pulsing along the shaft. The head glistened with pre-cum. Sarah stared, mouth watering.

“Open up for me,” Kai said softly. “Let us give you that deep oral relief.”

Sarah parted her lips. Kai fed the head into her mouth. She tasted the salty pre-cum and moaned around him. He pushed deeper, filling her mouth, then her throat. Sarah relaxed and took him all the way, her nose brushing his trimmed pubic hair. Kai held her hair lightly and began slow thrusts, light face fucking that made her eyes water with pleasure.

Lila kept eating her pussy with those long slow tongue strokes. She licked every inch, dipped her tongue inside Sarah’s hole, then sucked the clit again. Sarah’s juices coated Lila’s chin. The wet sounds filled the room.

Sarah heard footsteps right outside the thin wall again. Someone laughed in the hallway. The thought that they might hear her moans only made her wetter.

She sucked Kai harder, hollowing her cheeks, swirling her tongue around the thick shaft every time he pulled back. His cock throbbed in her throat. Lila slid two fingers into Sarah’s pussy and curled them against her g spot while her tongue flicked the clit fast.

Sarah’s first orgasm hit hard. Her whole body tightened. Her pussy clenched around Lila’s fingers. Hot pleasure exploded from her core and spread out in waves. She cried out around Kai’s cock, the sound muffled and wet. Her thighs shook. Fresh wetness gushed onto Lila’s tongue.

Lila licked her through every pulse, gentle now, cleaning her up. Kai pulled his cock free, shiny with saliva, and smiled down at her.

“That was just the beginning of your workload balancing,” he said.

Sarah panted, glowing. “More. Please.”

They moved her into position on the couch. Kai sat back against the cushions, his cock standing straight up. Sarah straddled him in reverse cowgirl. She lowered herself slowly. The thick head pressed against her entrance, then stretched her open. Inch by inch she sank down until her ass rested on his thighs and his cock filled her completely.

“Oh fuck, you feel so big,” Sarah groaned. The fullness made her eyes roll back.

She started riding, slow at first, lifting and dropping. Each bounce sent his cock deep. Her pussy lips gripped him tightly. Wet sounds filled the air every time she slammed down.

Lila knelt in front of them. She sucked Sarah’s bouncing tits, pulling one nipple deep into her mouth, then the other. Her fingers found Sarah’s clit and rubbed tight circles.

Sarah glanced at the full-length mirror. She saw herself, flushed and naked, riding Kai’s huge cock reverse cowgirl while Lila’s blonde head worked her chest. The sight made her pussy clench harder.

“Ride that cock, Sarah,” Lila encouraged between licks. “Let it balance every bit of your workload.”

Kai gripped her hips and thrust up to meet her. The pace quickened. Sarah’s ass slapped against his thighs. Pleasure built up inside her again.

They moved to the desk without pulling out. Sarah bent over the cool surface, tits pressed flat. Kai stood behind her and slid back inside in one smooth thrust. He started pounding her from behind, deep and steady. His balls slapped her clit with every stroke.

Lila hopped onto the desk in front of Sarah, spread her legs, and pulled her skirt up. No panties. Her smooth pussy glistened. “Eat me while he fucks you,” she said sweetly.

Sarah buried her face between Lila’s thighs. She licked the same way Lila had licked her, long slow strokes, then focused on the clit. Lila tasted sweet and musky. Sarah sucked and flicked, moaning into the wet folds every time Kai drove into her.

The desk creaked. Kai’s thrusts grew harder. He reached around and rubbed Sarah’s clit. “This is premium full-service stress relief,” he growled. “Take every inch.”

Sarah heard voices again in the hallway, clear through the thin walls. Someone walked right past the door. The risk sent her over the edge a second time. Her pussy spasmed around Kai’s cock. She cried out into Lila’s pussy, licking faster as she came.

Lila moaned and came too, grinding against Sarah’s tongue. Her juices coated Sarah’s chin.

Kai kept pounding through it all. “Ready for the big release?” he asked.

“Yes,” Sarah gasped. “Fill me.”

Lila slid down and knelt beside them. She reached under and licked Sarah’s clit while Kai fucked her. The double sensation was too much. Sarah felt another orgasm building fast.

Kai thrust deep one last time and groaned. His cock pulsed hard inside her. Thick ropes of hot cum flooded her pussy, spurt after spurt. The warmth spread everywhere. Some leaked out around his shaft and ran down her thighs.

Lila licked faster on Sarah’s clit. The pressure broke. Sarah squirted hard, a hot gush that soaked Lila’s face and the floor. Her body shook with the biggest orgasm yet. Waves crashed through her again and again.

Kai stayed buried deep until the last pulse. Then he pulled out slowly. Cum poured from Sarah’s stretched pussy in thick white streams.

The three of them dropped to the couch together, laughing softly, breathless and happy. They used their tongues to clean every drop. Sarah licked Kai’s cock clean, tasting herself and his cum mixed together. Lila lapped the cream-pie straight from Sarah’s pussy, sucking gently. Kai kissed Sarah’s thighs and licked the overflowing mess. They shared messy kisses, passing the taste between them, playful and joyful.

Sarah felt completely relaxed. Her body glowed. Her legs felt shaky when she finally stood up and dressed. She smiled at both of them.

“That was the best wellness session ever,” she said. “I feel so balanced and optimised.”

Lila beamed. “We cannot wait until next month.”

Sarah pulled out her phone before she even reached the elevator. She opened the wellness app and booked her next session right there in the hallway. Her finger tapped confirm with a happy sigh. She could not wait to come back.

She stepped into the elevator still smiling, pussy still tingling with leftover warmth, already counting the days until her next full service relief.
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MARK’S WELLNESS SESSION (MF)


Mark Reilly stepped out of the elevator onto the ninth floor at exactly four thirty in the afternoon. His shoulders ached from hunching over his monitor all day. Claim after claim had been denied, and his inbox still overflowed with angry emails. The knot between his shoulder blades felt permanent. Yet beneath the exhaustion, a spark of nervous excitement hummed in his chest. Everyone in the office knew what happened behind the locked doors up here. The Wellness Program was the worst-kept secret in the building, and Mark had finally booked his first session.

He walked down the quiet hallway toward Suite 9B. The carpet muffled his steps, but he could still hear faint footsteps from the adjacent room. Someone else was already inside another suite. The thin walls let every muffled laugh and soft moan drift through. His cock twitched inside his slacks at the thought.

The door to 9B opened before he could knock. Lila stood there in a crisp white blouse stretched tight across her perky C-cup breasts and a black pencil skirt that hugged her tiny waist and flared just enough over her hips. Her blonde hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders, and her smile lit up the dim hallway like sunshine.

“Mark Reilly. Right on time,” she said. She stepped aside and waved him in. “Come on in and let us get you balanced.”

The suite smelled faintly of vanilla and clean linen. Soft golden light glowed from recessed fixtures. A wide leather couch took up most of one wall, and a sturdy oak desk sat opposite it with a large mirror mounted above. Lila closed the door and turned the lock with a quiet click. The sound sent a fresh jolt straight to his groin.

She handed him a chilled bottle of water from the small fridge beside the desk. “First things first. Hydration is key to stress management.” She tilted her head and studied him with those bright blue eyes. “You look like you have been carrying the entire claims department on your back today.”

Mark took a long drink. “Yeah. Brutal day. Deadlines stacking up. I swear the system rejects every other file just to watch me sweat.”

Lila nodded sympathetically as she leaned against the edge of the desk. “That is exactly why the Wellness Program exists. We specialise in releasing quarterly pressure and balancing your workload.” Her voice stayed sweet, but her gaze dropped deliberately to the growing bulge in his trousers. “Deep tissue stress relief. Full service. No limits.”

She pushed off the desk and stepped closer until only inches separated them. Her perfume wrapped around him, warm and sweet. Mark felt his pulse throb in his throat. “So tell me, Mark. Where do you feel the most tension right now?”

He swallowed hard. “Everywhere. But mostly right here.” He gestured vaguely at his lap.

Lila laughed softly. “Perfect. Then we will start with some targeted oral therapy to loosen things up.” She reached up and began unbuttoning her blouse, one slow button at a time. The fabric parted to reveal a lacy pink bra that barely contained her perky tits. Her nipples already poked hard against the delicate material.

Mark stared, unable to look away. Lila shrugged the blouse off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. She unclasped her bra next and let her breasts bounce free. They were round and firm with pale pink nipples that begged to be sucked. She cupped them lightly and gave them a gentle squeeze.

“See anything you like?” she asked with that same sweet smile.

“Fuck yes,” he breathed.

Lila sank gracefully to her knees on the soft carpet. Her fingers worked his belt open, then slid his zipper down. She tugged his slacks and boxers down in one smooth motion. His cock sprang out already rock hard and leaking at the tip. Lila licked her lips.

“Look at this beautiful tension,” she murmured. “Time to release it properly.”

She wrapped her soft hand around the base and gave him a slow stroke from root to head. Mark groaned at the contact. Her tongue flicked out and swirled around the swollen head, gathering the bead of pre-cum. Then she opened wide and took him into her warm, wet mouth.

The sensation hit him like a wave. Her lips stretched tight around his shaft as she slid down inch by inch. She did not stop until her nose pressed against his pubic bone and his cock-head nudged the back of her throat. Lila held him there, eyes locked on his the whole time. Her throat muscles fluttered around him in rhythmic little swallows.

Mark threaded his fingers into her blonde hair. She moaned encouragement around his cock and the vibration shot straight through his balls. He tightened his grip and began to thrust, gently at first. Lila relaxed her jaw and let him push deeper. Saliva dripped from the corners of her mouth and ran down her chin in shiny strings.

“That is it,” she gasped when he pulled back for a breath. “Use my mouth to work out that stress. Face fuck your wellness coordinator like you mean it.”

The dirty corporate talk pushed him over the edge. Mark gripped her hair with both hands and drove his cock back into her throat. He fucked her face in long, steady strokes. Wet slurping sounds filled the suite. Lila gagged softly each time he bottomed out, but she never pulled away. Instead, she looked up at him with watering eyes full of pure, eager delight. Her hands cupped his balls and massaged them gently while he used her mouth.

Through the thin wall he heard the faint rhythmic thump of another session next door. Someone was getting fucked hard, and the sound only made him thrust faster. Lila moaned louder around his cock, encouraging him. Her tongue swirled every time he withdrew. Spit coated his shaft and dripped onto her bare tits, making them glisten.

Mark felt his balls tighten. Lila sensed it too. She pulled off just long enough to gasp. “Cum down my throat, Mark. Release all that built-up pressure right into your coordinator.”

He slammed back in and held her head flush against his groin. His cock pulsed hard as the first thick rope of cum shot straight down her throat. Lila swallowed greedily around him, milking every spurt. She kept sucking gently even after he finished drawing out the last drops until he finally eased out of her mouth with a wet pop.

Lila licked her lips and smiled up at him. “Quarterly pressure officially released.” She stood up and shimmied out of her pencil skirt. As promised, she wore nothing underneath. Her pussy was smooth and already glistening with arousal. A thin string of wetness trailed down her inner thigh.

She took his hand and led him to the leather couch. “Now let us move on to some full-body workload balancing. The reverse cowgirl position is excellent for deep penetration and ass engagement.”

Mark sat back on the couch, his cock already hardening again at the sight of her. Lila straddled him facing away and reached between her legs to guide his slick shaft to her entrance. She sank down slowly. The tight heat of her pussy enveloped him inch by glorious inch. She was soaking wet, and the glide was effortless.

“Oh yes,” she sighed once he was buried to the hilt. “That is the perfect depth for stress relief.”

She rode him in slow, rolling circles. Her juicy ass bounced against his lap with every downward stroke. Mark reached around and cupped her tits from behind, pinching her nipples lightly. Lila moaned and picked up speed. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed through the suite.

He brought one hand down and smacked her ass cheek. The sharp crack made her clench around him. “Harder,” she panted. “Use me properly, Mark.”

He spanked her again and again, alternating cheeks until her skin glowed pink. Lila rode him faster, her pussy making filthy wet sounds around his cock. Through the wall they heard a woman cry out in orgasm. The sound pushed Lila over the edge too. She slammed down one last time and came hard, her inner walls rippling and squeezing him in rhythmic pulses.

Mark could not hold back. He gripped her hips and thrust up to meet her. His cock swelled and erupted deep inside her. Thick ropes of cum flooded her pussy until it overflowed and ran down his balls in warm, sticky trails.

Lila stayed seated on him for a long moment, catching her breath. Then she lifted off with a wet pop. A thick glob of his cum dripped from her stretched hole onto the couch leather. She turned around and pushed him gently onto his back.

“My turn for some oral recovery work,” she grinned. “But this time you are the one providing the deep-tissue treatment.”

She climbed up and straddled his face. Her cum-filled pussy hovered inches above his mouth. Mark grabbed her ass and pulled her down. He licked a broad stripe from her clit to her entrance, tasting the salty mix of their combined juices. Lila shuddered and ground against his tongue.

“That is it. Eat your cream-pie out of me,” she moaned. “Clean up the mess you made!”

Mark dived in with enthusiasm. He sucked her clit between his lips and flicked it rapidly with his tongue. Two fingers slid into her cum-soaked channel and curled against her g spot. Lila rode his face shamelessly, smearing their mess across his cheeks and chin. Her moans grew louder and higher.

Through the thin walls more footsteps passed in the hallway. Someone laughed just outside the door. The risk sent a fresh thrill through him. He licked harder and pumped his fingers faster. Lila tensed above him.

“I’m going to cum Mark,” she gasped. “Do not stop.”

He sucked her clit hard and pressed firmly on that spongy spot inside her. Lila cried out and came violently. A hot gush of clear fluid sprayed across his face and into his open mouth. He drank down every drop while she shook and moaned above him.

When the tremors finally eased, Lila slid down his body and kissed him deeply, tasting herself on his tongue. She reached between them and found his cock rock hard again.

“One more round,” she whispered against his lips. “Doggy style over the couch arm. Maximum depth for final pressure release.”

Mark stood and bent her over the padded arm of the couch. Her ass presented perfectly, her pussy still dripping with cum and squirt. He lined up and thrust in with one smooth stroke. The new angle let him bottom out completely. Lila pushed back to meet him.

“Yes. Pound me,” she demanded. “Fuck me like you own this wellness suite.”

He gripped her hips and slammed into her hard and fast. The couch creaked beneath them. Skin slapped loudly. Lila reached back and spread her ass cheeks wider for him. Mark watched his thick cock disappear into her creamy hole over and over. Fresh cum pushed out around his shaft with every thrust.

He leaned forward and wrapped her hair around his fist, pulling her head back gently. Lila moaned in delight. The mirror across the room showed everything. Her tits swinging, her face flushed with pleasure, his own determined expression as he railed her.

Mark felt his second orgasm building fast. Lila was close, too. Her pussy pulsed and clenched around him. “Cum inside me again,” she begged. “Fill your coordinator with another load.”

He drove deep and held himself there as he exploded. Pulse after pulse of hot cum jetted into her already overflowing pussy. Lila came with him, her walls milking him dry while she cried out in pure bliss.

They stayed locked together for a long minute, breathing hard. Finally, Mark eased out. A river of cum poured from Lila and splattered onto the floor. She turned and kissed him softly.

“Session complete,” she said with a satisfied smile. “How do you feel now, Mark?”

“Lighter than I have in years,” he admitted. “Every muscle relaxed. That was incredible.”

Lila helped him dress and walked him to the door, still completely naked and glowing. She handed him a small card. “Same time next month. I will block the slot personally.”

Mark stepped into the hallway with a huge, relaxed smile on his face. His steps felt springy. The knot in his shoulders had vanished. He pressed the elevator button, already mentally checking his calendar.

This was better than any bonus he had ever received.
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EMILY’S WELLNESS SESSION (FF)


Emily Patel checked her watch for the third time as she waited outside Wellness Suite 9C. At twenty-six years old, she had built a reputation as the most meticulous policy underwriter in the regional office. Spreadsheets stayed perfect. Deadlines never slipped. Breaks never happened. Yet here she stood on the ninth floor with her pulse racing and her palms a little damp because the rumours about the new Wellness Program refused to stay quiet. Every month, every employee booked one private sixty-minute session, and everyone knew exactly what full-service wellness really meant. The thought made her thighs press together under her slim grey skirt.

The door opened and Zoe stepped into view with a bright smile that lit up the softly lit hallway. The brunette wellness coordinator wore a fitted navy blazer over what looked like red lace peeking at the neckline and a pencil skirt that hugged her thick, juicy ass in the most distracting way. A small tattoo of delicate vines disappeared beneath her cuff.

“Emily Patel, right on time,” Zoe said warmly. “Come on in. I’ve been looking forward to balancing your workload today.”

Emily stepped inside and the door clicked shut behind them. Zoe turned the lock with a soft, decisive click. The suite felt intimate with softer golden lighting that made everything glow. A wide oak desk sat against one wall with a comfortable chair beside it. A thick yoga mat covered most of the floor space. The walls looked solid enough, but Emily could already hear faint footsteps passing in the corridor outside and a low murmur of voices from the next suite over. The thin walls added a delicious little thrill she had not expected.

Zoe gestured toward the centre of the room. “Let’s start with the standard wellness intake. How has your work-life flow been feeling lately, Emily? Any areas of built-up tension we should target first?”

Emily swallowed and managed a small laugh. “Honestly, it feels like my entire calendar is one giant knot. I never stop. Reports deadlines reviews. My shoulders are concrete.”

Zoe’s eyes sparkled as she stepped closer. “That’s exactly why I am here. Deep tissue stress relief is our speciality. We believe in releasing quarterly pressure in the most thorough way possible.” Her gaze drifted down Emily’s body in open appreciation. “And you have such a gorgeous frame. Those long legs and that tiny waist. I bet you hold everything right here.” She reached out and brushed her fingertips lightly along Emily’s collarbone. The touch sent a spark straight between Emily’s thighs.

Emily’s breath caught. The corporate script had already started sliding into something much filthier, and she loved it. “I… I booked this out of curiosity,” she admitted, her voice softer now. “The rumours sounded too good to be true.”

Zoe smiled wider and closed the remaining distance until their bodies nearly touched. “They are all true, sweetheart. Full-service wellness, one hundred percent. Let me help you clear that perfect mind of yours.”

Before Emily could overthink it, Zoe cupped her face with both hands and kissed her. The kiss started soft, just a gentle press of warm lips. Then Zoe’s tongue traced the seam of Emily’s mouth, and Emily opened for her with a quiet moan. The taste of Zoe was sweet like cherry lip gloss and something warmer underneath. Their tongues slid together, slowly exploring. Emily felt her nipples tighten against the lace of her bra.

Zoe’s hands moved down, unzipping Emily’s blouse with practised ease. Cool air kissed her skin as the fabric parted. Zoe broke the kiss just long enough to look down. “Look at these beautiful breasts,” she murmured. “Small and perky, just begging for attention.” She pushed the blouse off Emily’s shoulders and let it drop to the floor. Then she reached behind and unclasped the bra, letting it fall away too.

Emily’s small brown nipples stood to attention. Zoe leaned in and took one into her mouth, sucking gently at first, then harder. The wet heat of Zoe’s tongue circling and flicking made Emily’s knees weak. Zoe’s hand slid down Emily’s skirt, hiked it up, and slipped inside her panties. Two fingers found her already slick folds and stroked along her slit.

“Oh god,” Emily whispered. The dual sensations of Zoe’s mouth on her nipple and those fingers teasing her clit sent waves of heat rolling through her core. Zoe sucked harder, pulling the sensitive bud between her lips while her fingers dipped lower and pushed inside Emily’s tight pussy.

“You are so wet already,” Zoe said around her nipple, her voice muffled and delighted. “This tight little pussy is clenching around my fingers so perfectly. Let me balance your inner workload, sweetheart. Let me take all that stress right out of you.”

Emily’s hips rocked forward, chasing the pleasure. Zoe’s fingers curled inside her, stroking that perfect spot with every thrust. The wet sounds of her fingers pumping in and out filled the quiet suite. Emily could hear her own breathing growing ragged, and she wondered if the people walking past in the hallway could hear it too. The thought only made her wetter.

Zoe switched to the other nipple, sucking and licking while her thumb found Emily’s swollen clit and rubbed firm circles. The pressure built up quickly inside her. Emily’s thighs trembled. Her hands clutched Zoe’s shoulders.

“I’m going to cum,” Emily gasped.

“Cum for me then,” Zoe encouraged her fingers moving faster deeper. “Give me that first beautiful release. Clear that busy mind.”

The orgasm crashed through Emily hard. Her pussy clenched tight around Zoe’s fingers in rhythmic pulses. Hot pleasure flooded her body from her nipples straight down to her toes. She cried out loud enough that she was sure the next suite heard, but she did not care. Her juices coated Zoe’s hand as she rode the waves until her legs nearly gave out.

Zoe pulled her fingers free and brought them to her own mouth, licking them clean with a cheerful hum. “Delicious. You taste so sweet, Emily. Now it is your turn to get bold. I can see it in your eyes. You want to taste me too.”

Emily’s heart raced with new confidence. The stress that always sat heavy on her shoulders felt lighter already. She pushed Zoe back until the brunette’s thick ass met the edge of the wide desk. “I do,” Emily said, her voice husky. “I want to know what it feels like.”

She dropped to her knees right there on the soft carpet and pushed Zoe’s skirt up those juicy thighs. Red lace panties hugged Zoe’s mound. Emily hooked her fingers in the waistband and tugged them down, letting them pool around Zoe’s heels. Zoe’s pussy came into view, smooth and glistening with arousal. A small tattoo of a tiny heart sat just above her clit. The scent of her was warm, musky, and intoxicating.

Emily leaned in and dragged her tongue slowly up Zoe’s slit from entrance to clit. The taste exploded on her tongue, tangy and sweet. Zoe moaned and threaded her fingers through Emily’s long, dark hair.

“Yes, just like that,” Zoe encouraged. “Eat my pussy like you mean it. Show me how much you needed this session.”

Emily licked again, slower this time, savouring every fold. She circled Zoe’s clit with the flat of her tongue, then sucked the swollen bud between her lips. Zoe’s hips bucked. Emily slid two fingers inside Zoe’s soaking channel and pumped them steadily while her tongue worked faster. The wet sounds of her mouth on Zoe’s pussy mixed with Zoe’s breathy moans. Emily could feel Zoe’s thick ass clenching under her free hand where she gripped one firm cheek.

“Fuck Emily, your tongue is magic,” Zoe panted. “Deeper with those fingers. Yes, right there. You are going to make me cum all over your pretty face.”

Emily curled her fingers and sucked harder. Zoe’s thighs shook. Her moans grew louder, echoing off the thin walls. Emily did not slow down. She devoured Zoe with hungry licks and thrusts until Zoe’s whole body tensed.

“I’m cumming!” Zoe cried out. Her pussy spasmed around Emily’s fingers, flooding her mouth with fresh slick. Emily kept licking through every pulse, drinking down every drop until Zoe sagged back against the desk, breathing hard and smiling like she had just won the lottery.

Emily stood up, her own thighs slick and her lips shiny. They kissed again, sharing the taste of Zoe’s orgasm. It felt filthy and perfect.

Zoe reached into the desk drawer and pulled out a thick strap-on dildo in a deep purple harness. The realistic cock bobbed in its strap, heavy and veined. “Time for the main course,” she said with a wicked grin. “Let me fuck all that remaining tension right out of you. Missionary first so I can watch that beautiful face while I fill you up.”

Emily nodded eagerly and climbed onto the wide desk, lying back on the cool wood. Zoe stepped into the harness, tightening it around her thick hips. The purple cock stood proud. She climbed between Emily’s spread legs and rubbed the thick head up and down Emily’s dripping slit, coating it in her juices.

“Ready for deep tissue relief?” Zoe asked.

“So ready,” Emily breathed.

Zoe pushed forward slowly. The thick head stretched Emily open inch by inch until the entire length filled her completely. The fullness was incredible. Emily’s walls gripped the girth, hugging every ridge. Zoe started thrusting steadily and deeply, rolling her hips so the base of the strap-on ground against Emily’s clit with every stroke.

“You take this cock so well,” Zoe praised. “Look at your tight pussy swallowing every inch. This is exactly how we clear your mind. Full service all the way.”

Emily moaned loudly, wrapping her legs around Zoe’s waist. The desk creaked under them. Each thrust sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her core. Zoe leaned down and captured one of Emily’s nipples again, sucking in time with her thrusts. The dual sensations made Emily’s head spin. She could hear faint voices in the hallway again, and the thought that someone might be listening only pushed her higher.

Zoe picked up speed, fucking her harder. The wet slap of their bodies filled the suite. Emily’s second orgasm built fast and powerfully. Her pussy clenched around the thick shaft.

“Cum on my cock, sweetheart,” Zoe urged. “Let it all out.”

Emily came with a sharp cry, her back arching off the desk. Her pussy gushed around the dildo, soaking the harness and the desk beneath her. Pleasure rolled through her in endless waves.

Zoe did not stop. She pulled Emily over so her feet touched the floor and her upper body rested on the desk. Then she slid back inside from behind, gripping Emily’s hips. The new angle hit even deeper. Zoe reached around and rubbed Emily’s swollen clit in tight circles while she pounded into her.

“Take it just like this,” Zoe growled playfully. “Let me release every bit of end-of-year pressure.”

Emily pushed back, meeting every thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin grew louder. Her third orgasm hit her like a freight train. She squirted hard this time, clear fluid spraying around the thrusting cock and dripping down her thighs. Her moans turned into breathless cries of pure bliss.

Zoe finally slowed and pulled out. “Yoga mat time. I want us both to come together.”

They moved to the thick mat on the floor. Zoe lay on her back and Emily climbed over her in a sixty-nine position. The scent of their arousal hung heavy in the air. Emily lowered her dripping pussy onto Zoe’s waiting mouth while she dived back between Zoe’s thighs.

Their tongues worked in perfect sync. Zoe licked and sucked Emily’s clit while Emily did the same to Zoe. They ground against each other’s faces, chasing pleasure together. Emily’s nose pressed against Zoe’s clit as her tongue fucked deep inside her. Zoe’s tongue flicked rapidly over Emily’s sensitive bud. The sounds were obscene wet slurps and moans muffled by pussy.

Emily felt another orgasm rising fast. She ground down harder, riding Zoe’s face. Zoe bucked up into Emily’s mouth. They came at the same time, both squirting hard. Emily’s juices flooded Zoe’s mouth while Zoe’s release coated Emily’s tongue and chin. They kept licking through the aftershocks, bodies shaking and slick with sweat and cum.

Finally, they rolled apart, breathing hard and laughing softly. Zoe pulled Emily into her arms for one last, slow kiss. Then they moved into a scissoring position, legs intertwined, pussies pressed tight together. They started slowly, grinding their slick folds against each other. Clits rubbed directly, sending sparks through both of them. The wet, slippery sounds of their combined juices filled the room as they moved faster.

“This feels so good,” Emily gasped. “Your pussy is so hot and wet against mine.”

Zoe smiled through her moans. “Best way to clear your mind completely. Cum with me again, Emily. Let’s finish strong.”

Their grinding grew frantic. Bodies slick with sweat and girl cum slid together perfectly. Emily came first this time, her pussy pulsing against Zoe’s. The feeling triggered Zoe’s orgasm right after. They kept rocking through multiple smaller peaks until both collapsed in a boneless heap of satisfied limbs.

They lay there catching their breath for a few minutes. Zoe stroked Emily’s hair gently. “How does that mind feel now?”

“Completely empty in the best way,” Emily said with a happy sigh. “I have never felt this relaxed.”

Zoe helped her up, and they dressed slowly, exchanging soft kisses between items of clothing. When Emily was ready, Zoe unlocked the door.

“Same time next month?” Zoe asked with that bright smile.

“Absolutely,” Emily replied. She stepped out into the hallway, floating on clouds, every muscle loose and warm. Her steps felt lighter as she headed back to the elevator. The stress that had weighed on her for months was gone. She pulled out her phone right there and booked her next appointment for exactly thirty days later.

She could not wait.
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JAMAL’S WELLNESS SESSION (MM)


Jamal Wright stepped off the elevator on the ninth floor with his heart beating faster than usual after a long shift in IT support. At thirty-one years old, he kept his personal life quiet, even though everyone knew he was openly bi. The endless tickets and server reboots left him pent up in more ways than one. His cock had been half hard all day just thinking about this mandatory wellness session. The company made it sound so professional, but everyone knew what happened behind those locked doors on floor nine. He walked down the softly lit hallway toward suite 9A, feeling a mix of nerves and raw excitement stirring in his gut.

He knocked lightly on the door. It opened almost immediately, and there stood Kai, the wellness coordinator, with his fitted shirt already half unbuttoned. The lean surfer build showed off smooth tanned skin and defined abs. Kai flashed a big, bright smile that made his blue eyes sparkle under the dim lights of the suite.

“Hey Jamal. Right on time for your monthly tune-up. Come on in and let us get that system running smooth again.”

Jamal stepped inside, and Kai closed the door behind him with a soft click before locking it. The sound sent a thrill through him. The suite felt intimate, with its dim lighting casting warm shadows. A modern recliner chair sat in the centre, angled perfectly toward a full-length mirror on one wall. Thin walls meant he could already hear faint footsteps in the hallway outside. Anyone passing by might catch sounds if things got loud. That thought made his cock twitch in his pants.

Kai turned to face him, still smiling sweetly as he leaned against the desk. “So, according to your profile, we are focusing on clearing that mental cache today. All those support tickets build up a lot of pressure in your hard drive, right? We will balance your workload with some deep tissue stress relief. Full-service wellness to make sure you leave optimised and ready for anything.”

Jamal chuckled, but his voice came out a little husky. “Yeah, it has been a rough couple of weeks. I am definitely carrying some extra load.”

Kai stepped closer, his hands already reaching for Jamal’s tie. “Perfect. Let us start by releasing that quarterly pressure. I can see you are already booting up.” His fingers brushed over the growing bulge in Jamal’s trousers, and Jamal sucked in a sharp breath at the touch.

Before he could overthink it, Kai pulled him in for a kiss. Their mouths met, hot and eager. Jamal tasted mint on Kai’s tongue as it slipped past his lips to explore deeply. Hands moved everywhere. Jamal slid his palms under the half-open shirt, feeling the warm, firm muscles of Kai’s chest and the way his nipples hardened under his thumbs. Kai groaned into the kiss and pressed his body closer so Jamal could feel the thick outline of his enormous cock against his thigh.

They broke apart, breathing hard. Kai nipped at Jamal’s lower lip. “Time to optimise that hard drive of yours. On your knees for me, Jamal. Let us run a full diagnostic with that talented mouth.”

Jamal dropped to his knees right there on the soft carpet, his fingers working open Kai’s belt and zipper with shaky excitement. He tugged the pants down and Kai’s huge cock sprang free. It was thick and long with a slight upward curve, veins pulsing along the shaft, and the head already glistening with pre-cum. The heavy balls hung below, full and tight. The musky scent filled his senses and made his own cock throb painfully.

“Fuck, you are big,” Jamal murmured before leaning in.

He started slow, with a long lick from the base up to the tip, savouring the salty tang of pre-cum. His tongue swirled around the head, collecting every drop. Kai let out a low moan and threaded his fingers through Jamal’s short hair. “That is it. Keep all my data nice and wet”

Jamal opened wide and took the head into his mouth, sucking gently at first. His lips stretched around the girth as he bobbed his head, taking more each time. Spit dripped down the shaft, making everything slick and messy. He pulled off to catch his breath and dived lower to worship the balls. He sucked one into his mouth, rolling it with his tongue while his hand stroked the wet cock above.

Kai’s hips bucked slightly. “God yes. Worship those full drives. You are doing such a good job clearing space.”

Jamal switched to the other ball, lapping and sucking until both were shiny with his spit. Then he took the cock back into his throat, relaxing to take it as deep as he could. He gagged softly but pushed through, loving the way it filled his mouth and pressed against the back of his throat. Wet slurping sounds filled the room, and he wondered if anyone in the hall could hear. The risk only made him suck harder.

Kai praised him between groans. “Such an enthusiastic technician. Keep going and we will move to the next phase of your reset.”

After several long minutes of sloppy deep sucking, Kai gently pulled Jamal up and kissed him again, tasting himself on Jamal’s tongue. “Bend over the recliner for me. Time for some thorough system scanning.”

Jamal’s pants came off quickly, and he leaned over the arm of the modern recliner, presenting his ass. The position left him exposed and eager. Kai knelt behind him, spreading his cheeks wide. The first touch of Kai’s hot tongue against his hole made Jamal jump. “Oh shit!”

Kai rimmed him thoroughly. His tongue circled the tight ring of muscle, teasing and pressing until it softened. Then he pushed inside, lapping deep with wet, obscene sounds. Jamal gripped the recliner, feeling every flick and thrust of that skilled tongue sending sparks up his spine. His cock hung heavy and leaking onto the floor below. The mirror caught part of the scene, and seeing Kai’s face buried between his cheeks made it even hotter.

“Ready for the deep tissue now?” Kai asked, standing up and grabbing a bottle of lube from the desk. He slicked his cock generously, then pressed the head against Jamal’s spit-wet hole.

“Slow at first,” Jamal gasped, pushing back needily.

Kai eased in inch by thick inch. The stretch burned deliciously at first, then turned into pure fullness as he bottomed out. Jamal felt every vein, every pulse inside him pressing right against his prostate. “Fuck, that is deep. You are resetting everything.”

Kai started slowly with deep thrusts. Pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in to the hilt. The recliner creaked softly with each movement. Skin slapped against skin in a steady rhythm. Jamal pushed back, meeting every thrust, loving how Kai’s hips snapped forward to bury that cock balls deep.

“Feel that full system penetration?” Kai growled, leaning over Jamal’s back to bite his shoulder lightly. “I am optimising your entire stack right now”

The pace built gradually. Jamal’s moans grew louder with each perfect hit to his prostate. Pre-cum dripped steadily from his own cock. He could hear footsteps in the hall again, and the thought that someone might be listening sent a fresh wave of arousal through him.

After a good long fuck, Kai pulled out and guided Jamal to straddle him on the recliner, facing the mirror. Jamal lowered himself onto the slick cock reverse style, watching in the full-length mirror as it disappeared inside his ass again. The visual was incredible. His own cock stood hard and red, bouncing with every movement. Kai’s hands gripped his hips, helping him ride.

“Look at yourself taking it all,” Kai whispered, one hand wrapping around Jamal’s cock to stroke in time with the bounces. “Watch how well your body optimises this update”

Jamal rode him harder, eyes locked on the mirror. The sight of Kai’s thick shaft stretching him open and sliding in and out pushed him close to the edge. Kai’s fist pumped his cock faster, slick with lube and pre-cum.

“I’m gonna cum!” Jamal groaned, his muscles tensing.

“Do it. Release that pressure all over your chest.”

Jamal cried out as his orgasm hit. Thick ropes of cum shot across his own chest and stomach in pulsing waves. His ass clenched around Kai’s cock, milking it. Kai kept thrusting up through it, then suddenly pulled out. He stroked himself fast and erupted with a groan. Hot cum splashed across Jamal’s abs, mixing with his own load.

They panted together for a moment. Kai grabbed some wipes from the side table and cleaned them both playfully. “Round two for a complete reboot? Face to face this time…”

They shifted positions, Jamal settling into Kai’s lap on the recliner facing him now. Their mouths met in deep kisses as Jamal reached down to guide Kai’s still hard cock back into his cum-slick hole. The second entry felt even better. Smoother and more intense.

Kai thrust up, with his hard hands on Jamal’s ass, spreading him wider. “Time for the full system reset inside you. Take every bit of this update.”

Their bodies moved together in a heated rhythm. Jamal rode and ground down meeting each upward thrust. They kissed messily, tongues tangling, moans shared between them. Jamal’s cock hardened again between their pressed stomachs, getting friction with every movement.

The intensity built fast this time. Kai pounded up into him, hitting that spot relentlessly. “You feel so good. Your ass is taking my entire bandwidth!”

Jamal’s second orgasm crashed over him without warning. He shot more cum between them, his hole spasming around the cock. Kai followed right after, burying deep and unloading inside him with hot pulses. Jamal felt every spurt filling him with man-slime.

They stayed locked together, kissing softly as they came down. Jamal’s body felt loose and satisfied; every muscle relaxed in the best way. His mind was clear like a fresh boot up.

Kai smiled up at him. “How is that mental cache now?”

“Completely cleared,” Jamal laughed, standing up slowly and feeling the pleasant ache and the trickle of cum down his thigh. He dressed with a huge grin on his face. “That was the best wellness session ever. I am booking next month right now.”

He pulled out his phone and scheduled the next appointment through the company app while Kai watched with that big smile. As Jamal left the suite, he walked with a spring in his step, sore but so happy. The thin walls had nothing on how loud he would get next time.
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RACHEL’S WELLNESS SESSION (FF)


Rachel Kim stepped out of the elevator on the ninth floor. Her heart thumped hard against her ribs. The morning had been brutal. Dozens of cold calls with gatekeepers hanging up and prospects sounding bored. Her shoulders ached. Her neck felt stiff. But the wellness program promised relief. Everyone in the office whispered about it. No one complained. Everyone smiled after their sessions.

She smoothed her navy blouse and pencil skirt. The fabric clung to her slim hips. At twenty-four, she still felt like the new kid on the sales floor. Bubbly on the outside. A bundle of nerves on the inside. Suite 9B waited at the end of the quiet hallway. Sunlight leaked through the blinds inside. She could see the warm glow under the door. Her pussy already tingled with anticipation. She had heard the rumours. This was not a massage. This was full-service wellness. And she needed it before her afternoon meetings.

Rachel knocked twice. The door opened almost immediately. Lila stood there in a crisp white blouse and a tight black pencil skirt that hugged her tiny waist. Her perky C-cup tits pressed against the fabric. The top two buttons were undone just enough to show smooth cleavage. Blonde hair fell in soft waves around her sweet, smiling face.

“Rachel. Right on time.” Lila’s voice was bright and professional. “Come in and let’s get you recharged.”

Rachel slipped inside. Lila closed the door and turned the lock with a soft click. The sound sent a fresh spark between Rachel’s legs. Thin walls. Footsteps echoed faintly in the hallway outside. Anyone walking by could hear everything. The thought made her clit throb harder.

Lila gestured to the plush couch bathed in striped sunlight from the blinds. “First, we will run through the quick wellness intake. How is your workload feeling today?”

“Overwhelming.” Rachel laughed nervously as she sat. “Cold calls all morning. My shoulders feel knotted. I need something quick before my two o’clock.”

Lila’s smile widened sweetly. “Perfect. We specialise in releasing quarterly pressure. Deep tissue stress relief to balance everything out. By the end of the hour, you will close those sales calls with so much extra energy.” She stepped closer. Her fingers brushed Rachel’s shoulder. “May I start with the upper body assessment?”

Rachel nodded. Her nipples tightened under her bra. Lila’s hands settled on her shoulders. Warm. Strong. The thumbs dug in slow circles right where the tension lived. Rachel sighed. The touch felt professional for three whole seconds. Then Lila’s fingers slid lower. They traced the line of her spine through the blouse.

“Blouse off for better access.” Lila said it as if it were the most normal request in the world. “Standard protocol for full-body wellness.”

Rachel’s fingers shook only a little as she unbuttoned. She shrugged the navy fabric down her arms. Lila took it and folded it neatly on the desk. The sunlight kissed Rachel’s skin. Her lacy white bra barely contained her full breasts. Lila’s eyes sparkled with approval.

“Beautiful posture.” Lila murmured. Her palms returned to bare shoulders. This time, skin on skin. Heat bloomed everywhere she touched. “Skirt too. We need full range of motion.”

Rachel stood. The zipper whispered down. The pencil skirt pooled around her heels. She stepped out. Now she wore only the bra, matching white panties, and her black heels. Lila’s gaze travelled over her body. Slow. Appreciative. No shame. Just hunger wrapped in that sweet smile.

Lila guided her back to the couch. “Lie back. Let me handle the heavy lifting.”

Rachel stretched out on the soft cushions. Sunlight painted warm stripes across her stomach. Lila climbed onto the couch between her spread thighs. The blonde wellness coordinator looked so put-together in her tight skirt. Yet her fingers hooked into Rachel’s panties and tugged them down in one smooth motion.

“Already so wet,” Lila observed happily. “Your body knows exactly what it needs.”

Two fingers traced Rachel’s slick folds. Up and down. Teasing the entrance. Rachel’s hips lifted on their own. Lila circled her clit with the pad of her thumb. Slow, firm, perfect pressure. Rachel moaned. The sound bounced off the thin walls. Footsteps passed in the hallway again. Closer this time. The risk made her pussy clench.

Lila slid one finger inside. Then two. She curled them against that spongy spot that made Rachel’s toes curl. “There we go. Releasing all that built-up tension.”

The thrusts started steadily. In and out. Wet sounds filled the room. Rachel’s juices coated Lila’s fingers. The blonde added her tongue. Flat. Broad. Licking from the entrance to the clit in long strokes. Rachel’s hands flew to Lila’s hair. She held on as the pleasure built fast.

“Oh god. Lila,” Rachel gasped. “That feels so fucking good.”

Lila hummed against her clit. The vibration shot straight through Rachel’s core. Fingers pumped faster. Tongue flicked quicker. Rachel’s thighs trembled. Her back arched. The orgasm crashed over her without warning. Sharp. Bright. Her pussy squeezed hard around Lila’s fingers. Hot slickness gushed out. She cried out loud enough that anyone in the hallway definitely heard.

Lila kept licking gently through the aftershocks. Then she sat up. Her lips glistened. She licked them clean with a happy little moan. “First release complete. Your energy levels are already improving.”

Rachel’s chest heaved. She felt loose and glowing. But she wanted more. She wanted to give back. “My turn. Please.”

Lila stood and peeled off her own blouse. Perky C-cup tits bounced free. Pink nipples already hard. She shimmied out of the tight pencil skirt. No panties underneath. Just smooth-shaved pussy lips, already puffy and shiny. Rachel’s mouth watered.

Lila straddled Rachel’s face on the couch. “Full service means mutual wellness.”

Rachel grabbed Lila’s tiny waist and pulled her down. The first taste exploded on her tongue. Sweet. Musky. Addictive. She licked broad stripes up the wet slit. Lila moaned sweetly above her. Rachel found the clit and sucked gently. Lila’s hips rolled. Her juices smeared across Rachel’s cheeks and chin.

“Yes. Just like that,” Lila praised. “Eat my pussy like you are closing the biggest deal of your life.”

Rachel licked faster. She pushed her tongue inside the tight heat. Fucked her with it. Lila’s thighs tightened around her head. The blonde ground down harder. Rachel’s nose rubbed her clit with every motion. Wet slurping sounds mixed with Lila’s breathy moans.

“Fuck. Right there.” Lila’s voice stayed sweet even as she got close. “You are going to make me cum all over your pretty face.”

Rachel doubled her efforts. Sucking. Licking. Two fingers joined her tongue. She curled them inside Lila’s soaking channel. The blonde stiffened. Her pussy fluttered. A fresh gush of wetness flooded Rachel’s mouth. Lila came with a happy cry. Her hips bucked. She rode Rachel’s face through every pulse.

When the tremors faded, Lila slid off. She kissed Rachel deeply. Tasting herself on the younger woman’s tongue. “Delicious. Now for the main event. Strap on deep tissue relief.”

Lila crossed to the desk drawer. She pulled out a thick, realistic dildo attached to black harness straps. Eight inches. Veined. The sight made Rachel’s freshly orgasmed pussy clench again. Lila stepped into the harness. She tightened the straps around her hips. The dildo jutted out proudly from her tiny waist.

“Back on the couch. Missionary first.” Lila instructed cheerfully. “We will open you up nice and slow.”

Rachel lay back. Legs spread wide. Lila climbed between them. The blunt head of the dildo nudged her entrance. Rachel was so wet it slipped in easily. Inch by thick inch. She felt every ridge. Every vein. Her walls stretched around the girth. Lila bottomed out. Their hips pressed together. The base of the harness rubbed Rachel’s clit perfectly.

“Feel that?” Lila rocked slowly. “All that stress melting away.”

The thrusts built. Steady. Deep. Rachel’s tits bounced with each stroke. Lila leaned down and sucked one hard nipple into her mouth. Teeth grazed. Tongue swirled. Rachel moaned louder. The couch creaked. Sunlight striped their joined bodies.

Lila picked up speed. “Gonna fuck you until you cum again. Then we will switch positions for maximum relief.”

Rachel’s second orgasm built fast. The dildo hit that perfect spot every time. The harness slapped wetly against her clit. Lila’s perky tits swayed above her. Rachel reached up and pinched Lila’s nipples. The blonde gasped happily and thrust harder.

“Cum for me.” Lila whispered in her ear. “Release everything.”

Rachel shattered. Her pussy clamped down on the thick dildo. Fresh wetness squirted around the shaft. She cried out. Legs shaking. Lila kept fucking her through it. Drawing it out until Rachel was a whimpering mess of pleasure.

Lila pulled out slowly. The dildo glistened with Rachel’s cum. “Now doggy. Hair pulling included for an extra energy boost.”

Rachel flipped onto her hands and knees. Ass up. Face down on the couch cushions. Lila lined up behind her. One hand gripped Rachel’s dark hair. The other guided the dildo back inside. This angle felt even deeper. Rachel moaned into the cushion.

Lila started pounding. Hard. Fast. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room. Rachel’s tits swung. Her pussy made filthy wet noises around the thrusting cock. Lila yanked her hair just enough to arch her back.

“Take it all.” Lila panted sweetly. “This is how we balance your workload.”

Rachel pushed back to meet every thrust. The pleasure coiled tight again. Lila reached around and rubbed her clit in tight circles. The dual sensation sent Rachel flying. Her third orgasm ripped through her. She squirted hard. Clear fluid sprayed down her thighs and soaked the couch. Her moans echoed off the thin walls.

Lila slowed but did not stop. She eased out of the harness and set it aside. “One more big finish. On your back again.”

Rachel collapsed onto her back. Legs splayed. Lila dived between them. Tongue and two fingers immediately. She licked and sucked Rachel’s swollen clit while her fingers curled deep inside. The pressure built impossibly fast.

“Squirt for me one more time.” Lila encouraged between licks. “Let it all out. Close those sales calls with extra energy.”

Rachel’s whole body tensed. The orgasm exploded outward. She screamed. Hot clear fluid gushed from her pussy in powerful jets. Lila kept her mouth open. Drinking it down. Fingers pumping through every spasm. Rachel’s vision whitened out. Her thighs clamped around Lila’s head. The pleasure rolled on and on.

When the last tremors faded, Lila crawled up and kissed her softly. Both women were flushed, sweaty and wearing huge smiles.

They cleaned up together. Warm wipes from the desk drawer. Giggles as they helped each other dress. Rachel’s legs still felt like jelly. But her mind was crystal clear. All the morning stress is gone. She felt ready to crush every afternoon meeting.

Lila buttoned the last button on Rachel’s blouse. “How do you feel?”

“Amazing.” Rachel laughed. “Best wellness session ever. I am booking next month right now.”

She pulled out her phone. Fingers flew across the screen. She selected the same slot with Lila for thirty days from today. Confirmed. The calendar reminder popped up. Rachel grinned at it.

Lila walked her to the door. One last sweet kiss. “See you next month. Keep closing those deals.”

Rachel stepped into the hallway. Sunlight from the windows felt brighter. Her smile would not quit. Footsteps approached from the other direction. Some coworker heading to their own session, probably. Rachel did not care who heard what. This was the best perk ever. She could not wait to do it all again.
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TYLER’S WELLNESS SESSION (MFF)


Tyler Brooks felt his heart pound harder with every step down the ninth-floor hallway. At twenty-nine years old, he was a solid account manager who kept his head down and hit his targets. Yet for years his private fantasies had revolved around one thing. Two women at once. The thrill of watching them kiss and touch each other while they took care of him always made his cock ache when he stroked himself late at night. Today the wellness program was about to make that dream a reality. He reached the door to the larger wellness suite, 9D. Thin walls carried faint sounds from the other rooms. A woman moaning. The steady slap of skin on skin. Footsteps clicking past in the corridor. The risk of being overheard sent a fresh pulse straight to his groin. He adjusted his slacks and knocked softly.

The door opened right away. Zoe and Mia stood there beaming with bright, welcoming smiles. Both wore matching tiny black skirts that hugged their hips and rode high enough to show the bottom curve of their asses. Zoe, the early twenties brunette, filled hers out perfectly with her thick, juicy ass. Hints of hidden tattoos peeked from beneath the hem of her blouse and along one thigh. A red lace bra showed through the sheer fabric. Mia had an innocent doll face with big doe eyes and long, straight black hair. Her tiny skirt barely covered anything and made her smooth legs look endless.

“Tyler, welcome to your wellness session,” Zoe said in a sweet, professional tone.

Mia stepped closer, her innocent eyes sparkling. “We are Zoe and Mia, and we are going to deliver full-service team wellness today. We will double-team your workload and release every bit of that quarterly pressure.”

They guided him inside and locked the door with a firm click. The larger suite, 9D, felt intimate under the dim, warm lighting. A big sectional couch stretched across one wall with plenty of room for all three of them. A desk sat to the side, and a tall mirror reflected the soft glow. Tyler sat down on the couch, his cock already half hard in his pants.

Zoe sat on one side of him and Mia on the other. Their tiny skirts rode up, showing smooth skin. “In this session we focus on complete stress relief,” Zoe explained, her hand resting lightly on his thigh. “We start with a full assessment and then move into hands-on deep tissue techniques. Both of us will cover every pressure point.”

Mia leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear. “Which means we are going to drain that heavy workload right out of your balls with our mouths and our tight little pussies. No holding back. Full-service team building.”

Tyler swallowed hard, his excitement surging. “That sounds exactly like what I need.”

The girls did not waste time. They stood and pulled him up between them. Four hands worked together to undress him. Zoe unbuttoned his shirt slowly, kissing each inch of exposed chest. Mia dropped to her knees and unbuckled his belt, then unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, already rock hard and throbbing. Both girls cooed at the sight.

“Look at this impressive workload,” Mia said with her innocent smile. “We are going to give it special double attention.”

Zoe shrugged off her blouse, revealing full C-cup breasts in red lace. She wiggled out of her skirt and red lace thong. Her thick, juicy ass jiggled as she turned, showing the tattoos on her lower back and thighs. Mia peeled off her top and skirt, too. Her petite body was smooth and perky with small firm tits and a completely shaved pussy that already glistened. The girls kissed each other softly right in front of him, their tongues flicking together. Tyler watched, mesmerised. The sight of them enjoying each other made his cock twitch even harder. This was better than any fantasy.

They pushed him gently back onto the sectional couch. Zoe and Mia dropped to their knees between his spread legs. Their matching tiny skirts were long gone, so he had a perfect view of bare ass and pussy as they leaned in. Zoe wrapped her soft, warm hand around the base of his throbbing cock and licked slowly from his balls all the way to the swollen head. The wet heat of her tongue sent sparks up his spine. Mia joined on the other side, planting soft wet kisses along the shaft. They met at the tip. Their tongues swirled around the head, then their lips pressed together in a deep kiss with his cock trapped right between their soft mouths.

Tyler groaned at the visual and the overwhelming sensations. Their tongues tangled over his sensitive skin. Saliva dripped down his length and onto their chins. They pulled back with strings of spit connecting them to his cock. Mia took the head into her warm mouth, sucking gently at first, then deeper. Her innocent face looked so filthy with his dick stretching her lips. Zoe licked the underside and sucked one ball into her mouth, humming softly. The dual sensations made his hips buck. They switched. Zoe deep-throated him with a wet gag while Mia sucked his balls and licked lower.

“Mmm, we are double-teaming your workload so good today,” Mia murmured, looking up at him. “Feel how wet our mouths are for you.”

Zoe moaned around his cock, the vibrations travelling straight to his balls. They kissed again over the head, their lips sliding along his shaft together. Tyler felt every swirl of tongue, every soft suck, every drop of spit. The sloppy, wet sounds filled the room. He heard footsteps pass right outside the thin wall and wondered if whoever it was could hear the loud slurping. The thought made him throb harder in their mouths.

“We are releasing all that pent-up quarterly pressure right here,” Zoe said before taking him deep again, her throat squeezing.

They edged him perfectly. Every time his balls tightened, they slowed down, kissing each other more and stroking him slowly. Tyler planted his hands in their hair. He loved watching them make out with his cock between them. Their obvious joy in each other and in pleasing him sent waves of pleasure through his whole body.

After long minutes of the best double blowjob of his life, they pulled off with wet pops. Tyler lay back on the big sectional couch, breathing hard. His cock glistened with their saliva.

“Now it is time for some mutual oral wellness,” Mia said, climbing up first. She swung one leg over his face and lowered her petite, smooth pussy right onto his mouth. Her innocent face looked down at him as she settled. “Eat my tight little stress reliever, Tyler. Make me cum all over your face.”

Tyler dived in eagerly. Her pussy tasted sweet and tangy. He licked broad strokes up her slit then circled her small clit with his tongue. Mia ground down, riding his face, her juices coating his lips and chin. He pushed his tongue inside her tight hole, fucking her with it. She moaned loudly, her small body shaking. The thin walls made every sound carry. He did not care. He sucked her clit gently, then harder, feeling her thighs tremble around his head.

Zoe meanwhile knelt between his legs and took his cock back into her mouth, sucking slow and deep. The combination was incredible. He ate Mia while Zoe sucked him. Mia rode harder, grinding her clit on his tongue. Her moans grew louder. “Oh yes, eat my corporate cunt. Give me that deep-tissue relief.” She came hard, her pussy clenching and squirting a little warm fluid onto his face. Tyler lapped it all up, loving the taste.

They switched smoothly. Zoe swung her thick, juicy ass over his face and settled down. Her pussy was wetter and muskier. Tyler grabbed her plump ass cheeks, spreading them and burying his tongue deep. He licked every fold, sucking her swollen clit while she rocked on his mouth. Mia took over sucking his cock, taking him all the way down her throat with filthy gagging sounds. Zoe came fast, her thick thighs squeezing his head as she flooded his mouth with her juices. Tyler swallowed greedily, his face soaked.

The girls were not done. They kissed each other above him, tongues going deep while they took turns riding his face and sucking his cock. Tyler brought each of them to two more orgasms with his mouth. Their bodies shook and their loud cries echoed in the suite. Footsteps passed again outside, but the risk only made everything hotter.

“Now we move to full penetration team building,” Mia said, climbing off his face, her legs shaky. She lay back on the sectional, spreading her petite legs wide. Tyler moved between them, his cock aching. Zoe straddled his head, facing Mia, and lowered her juicy pussy back onto his mouth. He started eating her again as he lined up his cock with Mia’s tight entrance.

He pushed forward slowly. Mia’s pussy gripped him like a hot wet fist inch by inch. The sensation was perfect. Tight velvety walls squeezing every ridge of his cock. He sank all the way in until his balls rested against her ass. Zoe ground on his face, smothering him with her thick ass while he thrust into Mia. The position was pure bliss. He fucked Mia deep and steady, his hips slapping against hers. Each thrust made wet, squelching sounds. Mia moaned loudly, wrapping her legs around him. “Fuck me harder, Tyler. Pound that workload right into my tight hole.”

Zoe rode his tongue faster, her juices dripping down his chin. He licked and sucked her clit in time with his thrusts. The girls leaned forward and kissed each other above him, their moans mixing. Tyler felt every detail. The heat of Mia’s pussy rippling around his cock. Zoe on his face. The slap of skin and the scent of sex filling the air.

Mia came first, her pussy clamping down hard and squirting around his cock. The warm rush brought him close, but he held back. They switched positions. Tyler pulled out and bent Zoe over the edge of the sectional couch. Her thick, juicy ass presented perfectly. He gripped her hips and slid back inside her from behind in one smooth thrust. Her pussy felt even tighter in this angle. He pounded her deep, the slap of his hips against her ass cheeks loud and rhythmic. Mia slid underneath on her back, positioning her head right where they joined. She licked Tyler’s balls and the base of his shaft every time he pulled out, then flicked her tongue over Zoe’s clit.

“Yes, double-team us like this,” Zoe gasped, pushing back onto him. “Full-service team building at its best. Take my ass while Mia cleans up the mess.”

Tyler fucked Zoe harder, watching Mia lick them both. The sight of the petite, innocent-faced girl tonguing where his cock stretched Zoe’s pussy sent him into overdrive. He reached down and rubbed Mia’s clit making her moan into their joined bodies. Zoe came again, her walls pulsing around him and her thick ass shaking with each thrust.

They moved fluidly into more combinations. Tyler lay back again. Mia straddled his cock in reverse cowgirl and sank down, riding him with bouncy strokes. Zoe sat on his face again, facing the other way so she could kiss Mia and play with her tits. He thrust up into Mia while eating Zoe, feeling both women tremble toward another orgasm. Then he flipped Mia onto all fours and fucked her doggy style while she buried her face in Zoe’s pussy. Spit-roasting her between his cock and Zoe’s wet folds. Mia came hard, her screams muffled against Zoe. Tyler felt her pussy milk him, but he held off, wanting the finale to be perfect.

The girls sensed it. They positioned Mia on her back again, legs pulled up high. Tyler climbed between them and slid back into her missionary position. Zoe straddled Mia’s face so Mia could eat her while Tyler fucked. He drove deep and fast now, chasing his release. Every thrust bottomed out in Mia’s tight heat. Her pussy fluttered around him. Zoe ground down on Mia’s tongue, moaning. The chain of pleasure was electric.

Tyler felt his balls draw up tight. “I am going to fill you up. Release every drop of that workload deep inside.”

“Do it,” Mia gasped from under Zoe. “Give me that big creampie wellness. Flood my pussy.”

He thrust hard one last time and exploded. His cock pulsed powerfully, shooting thick, hot ropes of cum straight into Mia’s depths. He felt every spurt. Her walls squeezed, milking him dry. Cum overflowed around his shaft as he kept pumping slowly through the waves of pleasure. Mia moaned loudly, her own orgasm crashing around him.

When he finally pulled out his cock, shiny with their mixed juices, Zoe moved fast. She pushed Mia’s legs back and buried her face between them. Her tongue dived into Mia’s creampie-filled pussy, lapping and sucking the cum out. Tyler watched mesmerised as Zoe ate the load he had just pumped inside. Mia writhed and came again from Zoe’s mouth. Zoe came up with cum on her lips and kissed Mia deeply, sharing the creamy mess. Then she turned to Tyler and kissed him too, letting him taste the salty mix.

The three of them collapsed together on the big sectional couch in a sweaty, satisfied pile. Their bodies pressed close. Soft kisses and gentle touches followed. Tyler felt completely relaxed. Every muscle loose and glowing.

“How does that workload feel now?” Zoe asked, tracing a finger down his chest with a sweet smile .

“Incredible,” Tyler said, his voice hoarse but happy. “That was the best wellness session ever. I feel balanced and drained in the best way.”

Mia giggled, cuddling closer. “We aim for full satisfaction. Make sure you book next month right away. We will be looking forward to double-teaming you again.”

Tyler dressed slowly, still in a daze of bliss. His cock tingled with aftershocks and his face smelled like both of them. He smiled ear to ear as he stepped out of the suite. The hallway sounds seemed distant now. He pulled out his phone immediately and opened the wellness booking app. Next month could not come soon enough. He selected his slot with Zoe and Mia before he even reached the elevator. This really was the best perk ever.
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SOPHIA’S WELLNESS SESSION (FF)


Sophia Lopez stepped out of the elevator onto the ninth floor with her usual confident stride. At thirty-three years old, the senior claims examiner was used to calling the shots in every aspect of her life. Today, however, her pulse quickened with a mix of nerves and excitement as she approached Wellness Suite 9C. She had heard the rumours about these mandatory sessions. Everyone knew what really happened behind those locked doors. And as a lesbian with a strong dominant streak, she had planned to take control the moment she walked in. Little did she know how quickly Zoe would flip the script.

She knocked lightly on the door. It swung open almost immediately, and there stood Zoe. The early-twenties brunette wore a crisp blazer over what looked like red lace and a tight pencil skirt that hugged her thick, juicy ass. A sweet smile lit up her face as she gestured Sophia inside.

“Welcome Sophia. Right on time for your monthly wellness session,” Zoe said in a warm, playful tone. She closed the door behind them with a soft click that echoed in the dimly lit room. The lock turned, and the sound sent a fresh thrill down Sophia’s spine. Thin walls meant every footstep in the hallway outside would be audible. She could already hear someone walking past.

Zoe continued smoothly. “As your wellness coordinator, I am here to help you release all that built-up quarterly pressure from claims processing. We will focus on surrendering control today for optimal performance metrics and full-body alignment. Sound good?”

Sophia felt her dominant instincts kick in immediately. She stepped closer to Zoe, her eyes roaming over the younger woman’s curves. “Actually, Zoe, I think I will be directing this session. Why don’t you start by stripping for me nice and slow while I watch from the desk? I like to see my coordinators earn their keep.”

Zoe’s smile widened, but there was a mischievous glint in her eyes. She reached out and traced a finger lightly down Sophia’s arm. “Oh, I love that supervisory energy from you, but here in the wellness suite I’m in charge of your personal care. Let me take care of everything. Trust the program and surrender just a little. You will feel so much better for it.”

Before Sophia could protest, Zoe closed the distance and pulled her into a slow, deep kiss. Their lips met softly at first, then parted as tongues slipped together, hot and wet. Sophia moaned into the kiss, her hands instinctively gripping Zoe’s waist. The brunette tasted like sweet mint and pure temptation. Zoe’s hands slid up Sophia’s blouse, unbuttoning it one by one with deliberate patience.

The heavy making out intensified. Zoe backed Sophia gently against the desk, their bodies pressing close. Sophia tried to take the lead by sliding her hands under Zoe’s blazer to squeeze that thick, juicy ass, but Zoe caught her wrists and pinned them lightly to the desk edge. “Slow down, beautiful,” Zoe whispered against her lips. “This is about you letting go. Watch me strip first. Then I will take such good care of you.”

Zoe stepped back and shrugged off her blazer, revealing a red lace bra that barely contained her full breasts. Hidden tattoos peeked out along her ribs, a delicate vine design curling toward her hip. She turned slowly and bent at the waist to slide her skirt down over her thick, juicy ass. The red lace thong disappeared between those round cheeks. Sophia’s mouth watered at the sight. Her own pussy throbbed with sudden heat as Zoe kicked the skirt aside and faced her again, completely confident and shameless.

“Your turn,” Zoe whispered. She moved in again and finished unbuttoning Sophia’s blouse. The fabric parted to reveal Sophia’s black lace bra. Zoe kissed down her neck, across her collarbone, and between her breasts while her fingers worked the clasp open. Sophia’s nipples hardened instantly as cool air hit them. Zoe’s mouth closed over one stiff peak, sucking gently then harder. Sophia gasped and arched her back, her dominant plans already crumbling under the onslaught of pleasure.

Zoe peeled Sophia’s blouse and bra away, then knelt to slide her pencil skirt and panties down her legs. Sophia stood there naked and breathing hard, her body on full display. Zoe rose and pressed their bodies together again for another heavy make-out session. Skin on skin now, tongues dancing wetly, hands roaming freely over breasts and asses. Sophia could feel Zoe’s hard nipples against her own and the heat radiating from between the coordinator’s thighs. The thin walls carried the faint sound of footsteps again, reminding her anyone could hear if they got too loud. The risk only made her wetter.

Zoe broke the kiss and reached for the silk scarf around Sophia’s neck. “Perfect for this,” she murmured with a sweet smile. She gently turned Sophia around and tied her wrists lightly together behind her back using the soft fabric. The knot was loose enough that Sophia could slip free if she wanted, but tight enough to feel deliciously helpless. Sophia’s heart raced. She had never let anyone tie her up before, but the surrender felt intoxicating.

“Now sit on the desk for me,” Zoe instructed, guiding Sophia to perch on the edge. Sophia’s bound wrists rested against the small of her back. Zoe spread her legs wide, exposing her shaved pussy, already glistening with arousal. The mirror on the opposite wall reflected the scene back at them. Sophia watched herself spread open and vulnerable while Zoe dropped to her knees between her thighs.

The oral started slow and teasing. Zoe kissed up one inner thigh, then the other, her breath hot against Sophia’s skin. She licked a long, flat stripe up Sophia’s slit, collecting the sweet juices that had already begun to drip. Sophia shuddered, her bound hands flexing uselessly. “Oh god” she breathed.

Zoe hummed in approval. “Mmm, you taste so good. This is exactly the kind of tension release you need. All that dominant energy stored up in your pretty pussy. Let me work it out for peak performance.” She dived back in with more purpose now. Her tongue circled Sophia’s swollen clit with light flicks, then pressed firmer. She sucked the sensitive bud between her lips and flicked rapidly. Sophia’s hips bucked involuntarily. Wet slurping sounds filled the room, mixing with her growing moans.

Zoe took her time. She licked every fold, traced the entrance of Sophia’s hole with the tip of her tongue, then pushed inside, fucking her slowly with it. Sophia felt the warm, wet muscle curling inside her, stroking her walls. Juices coated Zoe’s chin and dripped onto the desk. The coordinator added two fingers, sliding them deep and curling them against Sophia’s g-spot while her mouth returned to the clit, sucking steadily.

The pleasure built in waves. Sophia’s thighs trembled around Zoe’s head. She could hear more footsteps outside and even a muffled moan from the suite next door. The thin walls made everything feel so exposed, yet so safe. “Zoe, please,” she gasped, her dominant streak finally shattering. “Deeper. I need to cum. Release my quarterly pressure right now.”

Zoe looked up with sparkling eyes, her lips shiny with Sophia’s wetness. “Not yet beautiful. Surrender fully first. Feel every second of this deep tissue relief.” She sped up her fingers, thrusting faster and harder while her tongue lashed the clit mercilessly. Sophia’s moans grew louder, echoing off the walls. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around the invading digits. The pressure coiled tighter and tighter until she could not hold back.

Sophia came hard, her whole body shaking as waves of ecstasy crashed through her. Hot squirt gushed from her pussy, soaking Zoe’s face and the desk surface. Stars danced behind her eyelids. She cried out, “Yes, oh fuck yes,” her bound wrists straining against the scarf.

Zoe kept licking and fingering her through the orgasm, drawing it out until Sophia trembled with aftershocks. Only then did she pull back and stand, wiping her mouth with a grin. “Good girl. That was just the warm-up. Now for the main service.”

Zoe opened a drawer in the desk and pulled out a thick, realistic strap-on dildo, complete with a harness. It was about seven inches long and nicely veined with a slight curve. She stepped into the harness and tightened it around her hips, the dildo jutting out proudly from her body. Sophia stared at it, her spent pussy already twitching with fresh need.

Zoe helped Sophia off the desk and bent her over it instead. Sophia’s bound wrists rested on the cool surface her ass presented perfectly. Zoe rubbed the head of the strap-on along her slick folds, teasing the entrance. “Ready for full-service wellness penetration? This will balance your workload beautifully.”

She pushed in slowly, inch by inch, stretching Sophia open. The fullness was incredible. Sophia moaned loudly as the dildo filled her completely, bottoming out against her cervix. Zoe gripped her hips and started thrusting in long, deep strokes. The wet, squelching sounds were obscene, skin slapping against skin. Sophia pushed back to meet each thrust, loving how Zoe stayed completely in control.

They moved through positions with seamless flow. Zoe flipped Sophia onto her back, her legs spread wide and hooked over her shoulders. The new angle let the strap-on hit even deeper, grinding against her clit with every thrust. Zoe leaned down to kiss her messily, their tongues tangling as she pounded harder. Sophia’s breasts bounced with each impact, her nipples aching to be touched.

“Take it all for me,” Zoe whispered hotly. “Surrendering control like this is going to skyrocket your productivity metrics.”

Next, they moved to the yoga mat on the floor. Zoe laid Sophia on her back again, but this time climbed on top in missionary. She drove the strap on in with powerful rolls of her hips, her thick, juicy ass flexing visibly in the mirror. Sophia watched the reflection of Zoe’s ass bouncing as she got fucked. The sight pushed her closer to another orgasm.

Zoe pulled out briefly and positioned Sophia on all fours, doggy style, on the mat. She re entered from behind, one hand lightly pulling Sophia’s hair while the other slapped her ass cheek playfully. The thrusts came faster now, the dildo slamming home with wet smacks. Sophia’s pussy gripped it tightly, juices running down her thighs.

Finally Zoe sat on the mat and had Sophia straddle her, facing forward. Even in this position, Zoe controlled the pace, gripping Sophia’s hips and bouncing her up and down on the strap-on. Sophia rode hard, her bound wrists making her feel deliciously helpless. The curve of the dildo hit her g spot perfectly on every downstroke.

The orgasms rolled through her one after another. Sophia came again, clenching around the thick toy, her vision blurring with pleasure. Then a third time, even stronger, her cries were loud enough that she wondered if the entire floor could hear. The biggest one hit when Zoe reached between them to rub her clit while thrusting up hard. Sophia saw actual stars exploding behind her eyes, her body convulsing as she squirted once more, soaking the harness and mat.

Zoe slowed gradually, then eased the strap-on out. She untied the scarf gently and pulled Sophia into her arms on the mat for tender aftercare. They lay tangled together, Zoe stroking her hair and kissing her forehead softly. “You did so well letting go,” Zoe murmured. “Look how relaxed you are now. That is the power of full-service wellness.”

The cuddling felt heavenly. Sophia nuzzled into Zoe’s neck, inhaling her scent. Their hands wandered lazily at first, but soon the touches grew heated again. Zoe rolled them so they faced each other, legs intertwined. Their pussies pressed together, hot and slick. The gentle scissoring started slow with soft grinding motions. Wet folds slid against wet folds, clits rubbing in perfect rhythm.

Sophia gasped at the intimate contact. Zoe’s thick juicy ass flexed as she rocked her hips. Their juices mixed, creating deliciously slippery friction. They kissed deeply, tongues moving in time with their bodies. The pace built gradually from tender to urgent. Sophia felt another orgasm rising fast.

“Cum with me,” Zoe encouraged, her voice breathy. “One more for perfect closure on your session.”

They ground harder, clits catching and sparking pleasure with every slide. Sophia came first, her pussy pulsing against Zoe’s, sending fresh wetness everywhere. The sensation triggered Zoe, who moaned loudly and shuddered through her own climax. They kept moving through it, drawing out two more smaller orgasms each until both women lay boneless and giggling in a sticky, satisfied heap.

After several minutes of soft kisses and whispered praises, Zoe helped Sophia to her feet. They dressed slowly, sharing smiles and light touches. Sophia felt completely drained in the best possible way; every muscle loose and her mind blissfully muted.

“That was incredible,” Sophia said as she smoothed her skirt. A huge, relaxed smile spread across her face. “I have never let go like that before. I am already addicted. I need to book next month’s session right away,”

Zoe laughed warmly and walked her to the door. “See you in thirty days then. Keep up the great work out there.”

Sophia stepped out into the hallway still smiling. She could hear more muffled sounds from the other suites, but instead of embarrassment, she felt only joyful anticipation. Her body hummed with satisfaction as she headed back to the elevator. This wellness program really was the best perk ever. She could not wait to surrender again.
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ALEX’S WELLNESS SESSION (MM)


Alex Chen stepped off the elevator onto the ninth floor with his pulse already racing. At twenty-seven, the shy data analyst had spent most of his office life buried in spreadsheets and quiet fantasies. He rarely got what he wanted in bed, especially the chance to top, and the idea of walking into a locked wellness suite for a full hour of exactly that made his cock twitch inside his slim fit chinos before he even reached suite 9A.

He paused outside the frosted glass door. Footsteps echoed faintly from the hallway, someone hurrying past on their way to another session. The thin walls here were no secret. Alex swallowed, adjusted his laptop bag, and knocked twice.

The door opened immediately.

Dante filled the frame, all six foot three of him, broad shoulders stretching the fabric of a charcoal fitted shirt, the top two buttons undone to show smooth tanned skin. His smile was easy and knowing, dark eyes sparkling with playful confidence.

“Alex Chen. Right on time. Come on in, let’s get that quarterly pressure released.”

Alex stepped inside. The wellness suite smelled faintly of clean linen and warm sandalwood. Dim recessed lighting cast a soft glow over the wide leather recliner angled toward a full-length mirror on the far wall. A low desk sat to one side, and the door clicked shut behind him with a soft but definite lock.

Dante gestured toward the recliner. “First things first, let’s run through the quick wellness intake. How has your workload felt lately? Any heavy lifting that’s left you carrying extra tension?”

Alex laughed nervously, setting his bag down. “Uh, yeah. Constant deadlines. I’m always the one crunching the numbers while everyone else delegates. Leaves me… wound up.”

Dante’s grin widened as he stepped closer. The man moved as if he owned every inch of the room. “Perfect. That’s exactly why we’re here. Full-service wellness, Alex. Deep system penetration, complete load balancing, and a thorough prostate massage to make sure every last drop of stress gets drained. Sound like the session you need?”

Alex’s breath caught. The corporate words hit differently when delivered in that smooth baritone, especially with Dante’s gaze dropping open to the growing bulge in Alex’s pants.

“Yeah,” Alex managed. “That sounds… exactly right.”

“Good boy.” Dante closed the distance in one fluid step, one large hand sliding to the small of Alex’s back. “Then let’s start with some baseline connection.”

Their mouths met slowly and deeply. Dante tasted of mint and confidence. Alex melted into it instantly, hands rising to grip those hard biceps. Dante’s tongue swept in, teasing, claiming, and Alex kissed back harder than he usually dared. The kiss turned filthy fast, wet and open-mouthed, little moans escaping both of them while Dante’s free hand palmed Alex’s ass and squeezed.

When they broke apart, Alex was already breathing hard. Dante’s fingers worked open the buttons on Alex’s shirt. “Look at you. Been hiding all this under those button-downs. Let me handle the heavy lifting today.”

Shirt discarded, pants shoved down, Alex stood in just his boxer briefs. Dante stripped slower, peeling off his fitted shirt to reveal a carved chest and ridged abs, then dropping his slacks. His cock sprang free, thick and long, already half hard and curving upward. Alex stared, mouth watering.

“Recliner,” Dante said, voice low. “On your back first. Mutual oral to loosen you up.”

Alex lay back on the soft leather. Dante climbed over him in a smooth sixty-nine, knees planted beside Alex’s head. That heavy cock dangled inches from Alex’s lips, musky and perfect. Alex reached up, wrapped both hands around the thick shaft, and guided the head into his mouth.

The taste exploded across his tongue, salty skin and clean heat. He sucked greedily, taking more with each bob of his head while Dante groaned around Alex’s own cock. Dante’s mouth was pure velvet, tongue swirling under the head, then sliding down until his nose pressed against Alex’s trimmed pubes. No gag, no hesitation, just deep, wet suction that made Alex’s toes curl.

They worked each other in perfect rhythm. Alex’s hands gripped Dante’s firm ass, pulling him deeper so he could swallow around that fat cock. Saliva spilled down his chin. Dante hummed approval, the vibration shooting straight to Alex’s balls. The recliner creaked softly beneath them. Somewhere beyond the thin wall, a muffled moan drifted through; another session was already in full swing. The sound only made Alex suck harder.

Dante pulled off with a wet pop. “Time to flip the script. Are you ready to top me hard, Alex? I want to feel every inch of that workload stretching me open.”

Alex nodded so fast his head spun. They repositioned. Dante knelt on the recliner, elbows braced on the backrest, ass presented high. The mirror reflected everything: Dante’s powerful back, the tight clench of his hole, and Alex’s flushed face behind him.

Alex slicked his cock with the bottle of warming lube Dante handed back, then pressed the head against that waiting ring. He pushed in slowly, savouring the tight heat that swallowed him inch by inch. Dante moaned loudly and shamelessly.

“Fuck yes. Deep system penetration, just like that. Give it to me.”

Alex bottomed out, hips flush against Dante’s muscled ass. The grip was incredible, silky and hot, and pulsing around his cock. He started thrusting, building speed, watching in the mirror as his shaft disappeared again and again. The visual was obscene and perfect. Dante’s hole stretched around him, shiny with lube, gripping with every withdrawal.

“Harder,” Dante growled. “Let me handle the heavy lifting, remember? Pound me like you own this session.”

Alex gripped Dante’s hips and slammed in. Skin slapped skin. The recliner rocked. Alex’s balls swung heavy against Dante’s taint with every thrust. Pleasure coiled tight in his gut, every nerve singing. He reached around, stroked Dante’s leaking cock in time with his hips, smearing pre-cum over the thick shaft.

They fucked like that for long minutes, Alex losing himself in the tight heat, the mirror showing every filthy detail. Dante pushed back to meet him, ass rippling with each impact.

Then Dante twisted, voice husky. “My turn to ride that stress away.”

Alex pulled out reluctantly. Dante turned, pushed Alex down onto the recliner, and straddled him in reverse cowgirl so they could both watch in the mirror. He sank down in one smooth glide, taking every inch until his ass rested against Alex’s pelvis. The new angle hit deeper. Alex groaned loudly.

Dante rode him as if he were built for it, rolling his hips, clenching on every upstroke. The mirror reflected Dante’s thick cock bouncing, pre cum flying with each bounce. Alex’s hands roamed that muscular back, then gripped Dante’s waist, helping him slam down harder.

“Gonna fill you up,” Alex panted, the words spilling out bolder than he ever usually managed. “Gonna release every drop of quarterly pressure right inside you.”

“Do it,” Dante gasped. “Cream my system full.”

Alex’s orgasm hit like a freight train. He thrust up hard, burying himself to the hilt as his cock pulsed and pumped thick ropes of cum deep into Dante’s ass. Dante milked him with rhythmic squeezes, drawing out every spurt until Alex was spent and trembling.

Dante lifted off slowly. A thick trickle of Alex’s load leaked from his hole and down his thigh. He turned, dropped to his knees between Alex’s spread legs, and sucked the softening cock into his mouth. The wet heat cleaned every trace of cum and lube, tongue swirling lovingly around the sensitive head. Alex shuddered through the aftershocks, fingers threaded through Dante’s hair.

“Round two,” Dante said when he finally pulled off, lips shiny. “Now I get to balance your workload from the inside.”

He flipped Alex onto his stomach, then guided him up onto all fours, facing the mirror. Alex’s heart hammered with fresh excitement. He rarely bottomed, but right now he wanted nothing more.

Dante slicked up again, pressed in slow. The stretch burned sweetly. Alex moaned as that thick cock filled him completely, the head nudging right against his prostate on the first full stroke.

“Fuck, right there.”

Dante set a steady rhythm, long deep drags that dragged over Alex’s prostate every single time. The pleasure built differently, heavier, coiling low in his belly. Dante’s balls slapped against him. One firm hand reached around to stroke Alex’s cock, the other gripping his shoulder for leverage.

“Feel that deep tissue relief?” Dante murmured against his ear. “Every thrust unlocks another layer of tension. Gonna milk that prostate until you’re empty again.”

Alex could only whimper. The mirror showed everything: his own flushed face, mouth open, Dante’s powerful body driving into him. The wet sounds of lube and skin filled the suite. Another muffled cry echoed from the next room over, thin walls doing nothing to hide it.

Dante sped up, angling perfectly. Alex’s cock leaked steadily into Dante’s fist. The pressure inside built impossibly, prostate swelling under the constant assault until it felt like he would burst.

“I’m close,” Alex gasped. “Don’t stop, please.”

“Cum for me. Hands-free if you can. Let me drain every drop.”

Three more perfect thrusts and Alex shattered. His cock jerked untouched, shooting long white ropes onto the leather beneath him while his ass clenched rhythmically around Dante’s shaft. The orgasm rolled through him in waves, prostate pulsing, vision whiting out at the edges. He cried out loud enough that anyone in the hallway would have heard him.

Dante groaned deep, buried himself to the hilt, and unloaded. Hot cum flooded Alex’s insides, pulse after pulse painting his walls. The sensation pushed Alex into a second, smaller peak, a gentle aftershock that left him shaking.

They stayed locked together for a long minute, breathing hard. Dante kissed the back of Alex’s neck softly, then eased out. A warm trickle of cum followed, sliding down Alex’s thigh.

“Full service complete,” Dante said with a satisfied chuckle. He grabbed a warm cloth from the side table and cleaned them both with gentle care.

Alex collapsed onto the recliner, boneless and glowing. His body felt lighter than it had in months. Confidence surged through him, warm and bright. He had topped hard, had been topped even harder, and every second had been pure bliss.

Dante helped him dress, stealing one last deep kiss at the door. “Same time next month?”

Alex grinned, “Already booked. Can’t wait to release next month’s pressure.”

He stepped out into the hallway still smiling, legs a little shaky, ass deliciously full of Dante’s load. Footsteps passed again, another satisfied employee heading back to their desk. Alex floated toward the elevator, already counting the days until his next wellness session.
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PRIYA’S WELLNESS SESSION (MF)


Priya Sharma’s heels clicked softly down the carpeted hallway of the ninth floor as the late afternoon sun filtered through the half-closed blinds of the wellness suites. Her pulse thrummed in her ears, a mix of nerves and that delicious spark of adventure she had always chased in her twenty-five years. Straight, adventurous, and until today completely new to anything resembling an office hookup, she had booked the session on a total whim after catching the buzz in the marketing department break room. Everyone whispered about the wellness program, but no one admitted out loud what really happened behind those doors. Priya was ready to find out.

She stopped in front of suite 9B, smoothed down her fitted navy pencil skirt that hugged her hips just right, and took a steadying breath. The door was already ajar. She pushed it open.

Inside, warm golden light spilled across a low modern couch, a sleek desk, and a full-length mirror on the far wall. The air smelled faintly of citrus and clean linen. And there he was. Kai. Early twenties, lean surfer build, sun-kissed skin glowing under the fitted white shirt that clung to his chest and shoulders like it had been tailored to tease. His big, easy smile lit up the room the second he saw her.

“Priya Sharma, right on time,” he said, voice smooth and playful as he closed the door behind her with a soft click and turned the lock. “I’m Kai, your dedicated wellness coordinator for the next sixty minutes. Welcome to your personalised fresh energy recharge session. We’re going to take all that marketing hustle and turn it into pure, balanced bliss.”

Priya’s cheeks warmed. She had read the booking confirmation, but hearing it in his flirty tone made her stomach flutter. “Hi Kai. I, um, booked kind of last minute. First time doing this.”

His grin widened, green eyes sparkling. “That’s the best kind of booking. Means you’re open to maximum results. Today’s focus is full-spectrum stress relief. We’ll start with some targeted oral engagement to release surface tension, then move into deep penetration strategy to really align your core metrics. Sound good?”

She laughed, the sound shaky with excitement. “Corporate dirty talk already? You’re good.”

Kai stepped closer, close enough that she caught the faint scent of his ocean-fresh cologne. “Only the most effective language for high-performance employees like you. Marketing assistants carry the entire campaign on their shoulders. Let me help you unload.”

Priya’s breath hitched. The script was melting fast. “Okay. I’m all yours.”

He guided her to the couch with a gentle hand on the small of her back. The fabric was soft under her thighs as she sat. Kai knelt in front of her without hesitation, hands sliding up her calves, pushing her skirt higher inch by inch.

“First step in the wellness protocol,” he murmured, lips brushing her knee, “is thorough needs assessment. Tell me, Priya, where do you feel the most pressure right now?”

Her voice came out breathy. “Everywhere. Deadlines, meetings, pretending I’m not thinking about what happens up here.”

Kai’s fingers hooked into the waistband of her black lace panties and tugged them down her legs in one smooth motion. He tucked them into his shirt pocket like a trophy. “Perfect. We’re going to market directly to your pleasure points. Starting right here.”

He spread her thighs wide, exposing her already slick pussy to the warm air. Priya’s heart hammered. No one had ever looked at her with such shameless hunger in a place where footsteps echoed faintly in the hallway outside. Someone walked past the door right then, heels clicking, and the thin walls made it feel dangerously public.

Kai leaned in, breath hot against her folds. His tongue traced a slow, flat line from her entrance up to her clit, tasting her. Priya gasped, hips twitching. He did it again, slower, savouring, then swirled the tip around her swollen nub with expert precision.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered, fingers threading into his sun streaked hair.

He hummed in approval, the vibration sending sparks straight through her core. His mouth sealed over her clit, sucking gently while two fingers circled her entrance, teasing but not pushing in yet. Every lick was deliberate, wet, and loud enough that she worried the next person in the hallway might hear. The thought only made her wetter.

Kai slipped his fingers inside her, curling them upward to stroke that perfect spot while his tongue flicked faster. Priya’s thighs trembled. She could feel the pressure building, hot and liquid, her body responding as if it had been waiting for this exact attention all week.

“Right there,” she moaned, louder than she had meant to. “Don’t stop. Please.”

He didn’t. He devoured her, lips and tongue working in perfect rhythm, fingers thrusting deep and steady. The wet sounds of his mouth filled the room. Priya’s back arched, one hand gripping the couch cushion, the other holding his head in place as her orgasm crested.

“I’m gonna cum,” she gasped, voice cracking. “Kai, I’m cumming so hard.”

Her climax hit like a wave crashing over her. Her pussy clenched around his fingers, thighs clamping around his ears as she squirted against his tongue in hot, pulsing bursts. She cried out, loud and unrestrained, the sound bouncing off the walls. Footsteps paused briefly in the hallway outside, then continued. The risk sent another shiver through her.

Kai licked her through every spasm, gentle now, cleaning her up with long, soothing strokes until she melted back against the cushions, chest heaving.

He lifted his head, lips shiny with her juices, and grinned that big surfer smile. “Phase one complete. Tension levels critically reduced. Ready for the full penetration campaign?”

Priya laughed breathlessly, still floating. “God yes. Get up here.”

Kai stood, unbuttoning his shirt to reveal smooth, toned abs and that lean surfer physique she wanted to climb. He pushed his pants down. His cock sprang free, huge, thick, and already rock hard, the head glistening. Priya’s mouth watered at the sight.

She pushed him back onto the couch and straddled him, skirt bunched around her waist. “My turn to drive the meeting.”

“Love an employee who takes initiative,” he groaned as she gripped his cock, rubbing the thick head along her soaked slit.

She sank down slowly, inch by inch, feeling every ridge stretch her open. The fullness was incredible. Priya moaned long and low as her ass settled against his thighs, his entire length buried inside her tight heat.

“Fuck, you’re huge,” she whispered, rocking experimentally. “Filling me so perfectly.”

Kai’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her. “That’s the goal. Deep tissue realignment. Ride me, Priya. Use me to balance that workload.”

She did. She braced her hands on his chest and rolled her hips, grinding her clit against his base with every downward stroke. Her tits bounced under her blouse, nipples hard against the fabric. Kai reached up, unbuttoned her top, and freed her breasts, palming them, thumbs circling her dark nipples.

The wet slap of skin on skin grew louder. Priya rode him harder, faster, chasing that building pressure again. His cock hit deep every time, kissing her cervix and sending sparks through her belly.

“Marketing your pleasure points so well,” she teased between moans, echoing his earlier line.

Kai laughed, then thrust up to meet her. “Quarterly target exceeded. Cum on my cock again. I want to feel you squeeze me.”

She did. The second orgasm rolled through her slower but deeper, her walls fluttering and pulsing around his thick shaft. She cried out, grinding down hard as her juices coated his balls.

Before she could catch her breath, Kai flipped them. He stood, lifting her with him like she weighed nothing, and pressed her back against the cool wall beside the mirror. Priya wrapped her legs around his waist as he drove into her in one smooth thrust.

“Standing penetration protocol,” he growled, voice rough with need. “Maximum depth achieved.”

He fucked her against the wall with powerful, steady strokes, the angle letting him grind against her g spot on every thrust. Priya’s nails dug into his shoulders. Their reflection in the mirror showed everything: her skirt hiked up, his cock disappearing into her dripping pussy, her face flushed with pleasure.

“Harder,” she begged. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

Kai obliged, pounding into her, the wet sounds obscene. He shifted, turning her around so her hands braced the wall, ass out. Doggy against the wall now, his hips snapping forward, balls slapping her clit.

Priya pushed back to meet every thrust, moaning freely. Another person walked past outside, and she bit her lip to muffle a scream as he hit that perfect spot again.

He pulled out suddenly, spun her to face him, and lifted one of her legs high, entering her in a standing missionary that let them kiss sloppily while he fucked her senseless. Priya’s third orgasm crashed over her without warning, her pussy gushing around him as she trembled in his arms.

“Gonna fill you up,” Kai groaned, pace turning erratic. “Cream this pretty marketing pussy. Ready?”

“Yes, please, cum inside me,” she gasped.

He buried himself to the hilt and came with a deep groan, thick ropes of hot cum flooding her spasming walls. Priya felt every pulse, every spurt, the warmth spreading deep inside her as he kept thrusting through his release, pushing his load even deeper.

They stayed locked together, panting, foreheads pressed. Kai kissed her softly, then lowered her feet to the floor. Cum trickled down her inner thigh.

“Round two incoming,” Priya said with a wicked smile, sinking to her knees before he could protest. His cock was still half hard, slick with their combined mess. She took him into her mouth without hesitation, tasting herself on him, salty and sweet.

Kai hissed in pleasure as she sucked him deep, tongue swirling, hollowing her cheeks. She bobbed her head, taking more with every pass until her nose brushed his trimmed pubic hair. His hands tangled gently in her dark hair, guiding but not forcing.

“Fuck, Priya, your mouth is incredible. Full service recovery protocol activated.”

She hummed around him, feeling him swell back to full hardness on her tongue. When he was rock solid again, she pulled off with a wet pop and stood, turning to bend over the desk this time.

“Take me again,” she said, looking back over her shoulder. “From behind. I want to watch in the mirror.”

Kai stepped up behind her, lined up, and slid home in one long thrust. The new angle made her moan loudly. He fucked her steadily at first, hands on her hips, then reached around to rub her clit in tight circles.

Priya watched their reflection: his lean body driving into hers, her tits swaying, cum from the first round still leaking around his cock. It was filthy and perfect.

“Another creampie campaign?” She teased, voice breaking on a thrust.

“Absolutely. Let’s hit those KPIs together.”

He sped up, pounding her pussy with deep, deliberate strokes. Priya pushed back, meeting him, chasing that final peak. When it hit, it shattered. She came with a loud cry, squirting around his cock again, soaking his balls and the floor beneath them.

Kai followed seconds later, groaning her name as he pumped another thick load deep inside her, mixing with the first. Her pussy overflowed, creamy white cum dripping down her thighs in messy rivulets.

They collapsed onto the couch afterward, tangled and laughing softly. Kai grabbed a warm towel from the side table and cleaned her gently, then himself, all while dropping sweet little kisses on her shoulder.

Priya stretched, body loose and glowing. Every muscle felt deliciously used. The thin walls carried the faint sound of the elevator ding far away, but inside suite 9B everything was warm, satisfied, and wonderfully messy.

She stood, smoothed her skirt, and buttoned her blouse with shaky fingers. Cum still leaked slowly down her leg, a secret reminder under her clothes. She grinned at Kai.

“That was the best sex I’ve ever had,” she said, leaning in to kiss him one last time. “I am definitely booking next month. Same time, same coordinator.”

Kai’s big smile returned, brighter than ever. “I’ll block the slot right now. Can’t wait to run the next campaign with you, Priya.”

She slipped out of suite 9B with a giggle she couldn’t quite contain, legs still wobbly, heart light, and a smile that refused to leave her face all the way back to her desk. The marketing reports waiting for her suddenly looked a lot more manageable. She opened her calendar the second she sat down and added next month’s wellness session in bold. Best. Perk. Ever.
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THE WELLNESS TEAM’S GROUP SESSION


Sarah Thompson stepped off the elevator onto the ninth floor just after seven. The building was silent except for the low hum of the air system and the faint beat of music drifting from the large break room at the end of the hall. Her heels clicked softly on the tile. A pleasant flutter sat low in her belly. Nervous, yes. Excited, absolutely. She had locked her office door an hour ago, freshened her lipstick, and told herself this was simply another wellness alignment meeting. Everyone knew better.

She pushed open the break room door. The space had been transformed. Couches from the wellness suites had been pushed together into one giant L-shaped lounger that dominated the centre. Low lamps cast a warm glow. Snack trays held chocolate strawberries, cheese, and chilled wine. A speaker played smooth R&B at just the right volume. The connecting doors to two wellness suites stood open, revealing the full-length mirrors inside. The six coordinators waited for her, all smiles.

Lila stood first, blonde waves loose over her shoulders, perky C-cup breasts pressing against a white silk blouse that was already half unbuttoned. Her tiny waist looked even smaller in the tight black pencil skirt. “Sarah. Right on time for our special team-building session.”

Zoe leaned against a couch arm, brunette curls wild, thick juicy ass hugged by a short red skirt. A hint of red lace peeked from her open blazer. Hidden tattoos peeked above her collar. Mia perched on the coffee table, petite Asian frame in a tiny plaid skirt that barely covered anything, innocent face beaming pure filth. Kai stretched out on the big couch, his lean surfer build filling a fitted navy shirt, huge cock already half hard against his thigh. Dante stood tall and muscled, a smooth talker grin in place, sleeves rolled up. Noah, boy next door, cute with shaggy brown hair, blushed, but his eyes sparkled with eagerness.

Sarah closed the door behind her and locked it with a satisfying click. “Thank you all for staying late. Human Resources approved this as an official after-hours team-building exercise to measure cross-coordinator synergy and maximise wellness program output.”

Lila stepped closer, sweet smile never fading. “We prepared an agenda. First item. Corporate alignment discussion.”

They all sat. Sarah took the centre of the big couch. For ten minutes they kept the joke alive. Zoe talked about “balancing departmental loads.” Kai suggested “deep tissue integration techniques.” Mia giggled and said, “Full service penetration of key performance indicators.” Everyone laughed, but the air grew thicker with every word.

Then Lila slid her hand onto Sarah’s knee. “But to truly quantify the results, we need practical application. Hands on. Bodies on. Would the regional manager like to lead the demonstration?”

Sarah’s pulse jumped. Heat pooled between her legs. “I would love to see maximum team output in action.”

That was all it took.

Lila leaned in first. Her lips brushed Sarah’s, soft and sweet, then opened. Their tongues met in a slow, wet slide. Sarah tasted strawberry gloss and pure hunger. Zoe moved behind her, small hands cupping Sarah’s breasts through her blouse, thumbs circling nipples that tightened instantly. “Let’s start with some girl on girl stress relief,” Zoe murmured against Sarah’s ear. “Get those executive shoulders nice and loose.”

Clothes began to disappear. Sarah’s blouse came off. Her bra followed. Lila’s mouth closed over one nipple, sucking gently then harder, teeth grazing just enough to make Sarah gasp. Zoe’s thick ass pressed against Sarah’s back as she reached around to unzip Sarah’s skirt. Mia dropped to her knees between Sarah’s spread thighs, innocent face glowing as she tugged Sarah’s panties down and buried her tongue in wet folds.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Sarah moaned. Mia’s tongue was magic. Small, quick flicks over her clit, then long, flat licks that gathered every drop of slick. Sarah’s hips rolled. She looked down and saw Mia’s tiny skirt flipped up, no panties, smooth pussy already glistening.

Kai and Dante watched for a moment, stroking their cocks through their pants. Noah knelt beside Mia, a shy smile turning wicked as he licked along Sarah’s inner thigh. Then the boys joined the girls.

Lila pulled back from Sarah’s breast with a wet pop. “Time for some mixed-group synergy.” She stood and stripped fully. Perky tits bounced free. Tight waist flared to a perfect ass. She straddled Sarah’s lap, facing her, and ground her bare pussy against Sarah’s. Their clits rubbed in hot, slippery circles.

Zoe moved to the couch arm, spread her legs wide, and pulled Mia’s face into her thick, juicy ass. “Eat it, baby. Get that wellness coordinator’s ass nice and prepped.” Mia moaned loudly, tongue working Zoe’s tight hole while her fingers slid into Zoe’s dripping pussy.

Kai stepped up. His enormous cock bobbed in front of Sarah’s face. Thick, veined, already leaking clear fluid at the tip. “Care for a little oral workload balancing, Sarah?”

She opened wide. He slid in slowly. The stretch in her jaw felt perfect. She hollowed her cheeks and took him deeper, tongue swirling the underside. Kai groaned and gently held her hair, guiding her into a steady rhythm. Dante moved behind Lila, lined his thick cock up with her pussy, and pushed in. Lila cried out in pleasure, grinding harder against Sarah while Dante fucked her in long, deep strokes.

The room filled with wet sounds. Slurps. Moans. The slap of skin.

Sarah pulled off Kai’s cock with a gasp. “More. I want everyone.”

They rearranged. Sarah lay back on the big couch. Mia straddled her face, tiny skirt gone, sweet pussy lowering onto Sarah’s eager mouth. Sarah licked and sucked, tasting pure honey. Lila and Zoe knelt on either side, sucking Sarah’s nipples in tandem. Kai and Dante lifted Sarah’s hips. Kai pushed his cock into her pussy in one smooth thrust. The fullness made her see stars. Dante waited until she adjusted, then pressed his cock against her ass. Lube from the table made everything slick. He sank in inch by inch. Double penetration. Sarah’s body sang. Every nerve lit up. Two thick cocks moved in perfect rhythm inside her, stretching her, rubbing together through the thin wall.

“Fuck. Yes. Fill your regional manager completely,” she panted around Mia’s clit.

Mia came first, squirting a hot gush across Sarah’s tongue and chin. Sarah swallowed greedily, licking every drop.

Kai pulled out and offered his cock to Lila. She sucked him clean of Sarah’s juices, eyes sparkling. Dante kept fucking Sarah’s ass in steady strokes. Noah finally joined, shy no more. He knelt and licked Sarah’s clit while Dante pounded her ass. The combined sensation sent Sarah over. Her orgasm crashed through her, pussy clenching hard, ass milking Dante. She squirted around Noah’s tongue, soaking his face.

They kept going.

The energy shifted to full group. Everyone moved together. Sarah watched Kai bend Dante over the couch arm and slide that cock into Dante’s ass. Dante moaned loudly, pushing back. “That’s it. Maximise that prostate output.” Noah fucked Mia on the floor, her legs over his shoulders, tiny body taking every inch. Lila and Zoe devoured each other on the other couch, tongues buried deep, juices running down chins.

Sarah crawled to them, slid two fingers into Zoe’s pussy while Zoe ate Lila. Zoe came hard, squirting across Lila’s tits. Sarah licked it off, tasting both women.

They moved to the mirrors in the connected suite. Sarah stood facing the glass. Kai behind her, cock sliding back into her pussy. Dante in front, feeding her his cock. She watched every detail in the reflection. Her own face flushed and blissful. Tits bouncing with every thrust. Kai’s hands gripping her hips. Dante’s muscles flexed as he fucked her mouth.

Lila strapped on a thick, realistic dildo from the suite drawer. Red harness tight around her tiny waist. She knelt behind Dante and worked the strap-on into his ass while he fucked Sarah’s face. Dante groaned around nothing, eyes rolling back. “Team synergy at its finest.”

Mia and Zoe double teamed Noah. Mia rode his cock in reverse cowgirl so everyone could watch it disappear into her tight pussy. Zoe sat on his face, thick ass smothering him while she made out with Mia. Their tongues danced. Hands everywhere.

Sarah lost count of orgasms. Another one built as Kai sped up, cock swelling inside her. “Gonna release some quarterly pressure right inside you,” he growled playfully.

“Do it. Fill me.”

He came with a deep groan. Hot, thick spurts flooded her pussy. She felt every pulse. When he pulled out, cum dripped down her thighs. Lila dropped to her knees and licked Sarah clean, tongue scooping cum from her folds, then sharing it in a deep kiss with Sarah. They passed the load back and forth, laughing softly between swallows.

Not done. They formed an oral train on the big couch. Sarah on her back, legs spread. Mia between her legs eating the rest of Kai’s creampie. Zoe sitting on Sarah’s face. Lila eating Zoe from behind. The guys knelt in a line sucking each other. Kai deep-throating Dante. Dante sucking Noah. Noah’s moans vibrated through the chain.

Sarah came again on Mia’s tongue. Zoe squirted into her mouth. Sarah swallowed every drop, loving the messy, salty-sweet taste.

They collapsed together in a pile of limbs on the pushed-together couches. Bodies slick with sweat, cum, and squirt. Someone passed around chilled water and chocolate strawberries. Laughter bubbled up easily and brightly.

Lila traced a finger through a streak of cum on Sarah’s breast and licked it off. “I’d say that was peak wellness program performance.”

Zoe grinned, thick ass still twitching from aftershocks. “Maximum team output achieved.”

Mia, innocent face now smeared and glowing, added, “We should schedule monthly calibrations like this.”

Kai pulled Sarah close, his cock soft against her thigh. “You feel completely stress-free yet?”

Sarah laughed, body buzzing, every muscle loose and satisfied. “Completely. This was the best team-building session in corporate history.” She kissed each of them slowly, tasting herself and them on their lips. “I cannot wait to see what the program looks like next quarter.”

They helped her to dress. Gentle hands, soft touches. She left the break room with her hair slightly messy, lipstick gone, and a huge smile. Her steps felt lighter. The elevator ride down hummed with leftover pleasure. By the time she reached the parking garage, she was already mentally opening her calendar.

She would book the very next available group session. After all, a good regional manager always leads by example. And this was the perk that kept on giving.


EPILOGUE: ONE YEAR LATER


Victor Langford stepped out of the black town car and straightened the lapels of his tailored navy suit. At fifty-two, he still carried the sharp-edged confidence that had built his insurance empire, but today his silver-streaked hair caught the morning sun a little softer. The regional office lobby hummed around him like a hive that had discovered honey. Phones rang with laughter instead of tension. Keyboards clicked in rhythm with easy conversation. Every face that turned his way broke into a genuine smile.

“Mr Langford, right on time.” Sarah Thompson met him at the security desk, her pencil skirt hugging hips that looked even more confident than they had a year ago. She extended a hand, grip warm and steady. “The team is buzzing. They cannot wait to show you the numbers.”

Victor followed her through the open plan floor, eyes scanning the changes. The old beige cubicles had been swapped for bright modular pods. Fresh coffee stations dotted every corner. But the real difference was in the people. Mark from claims laughed openly with a cluster of analysts, his shoulders relaxed, tie loosened just enough to look human. Emily from underwriting walked past with a sway in her step and a fresh glow on her cheeks. Jamal and Priya shared a quick fist bump outside the break room, both radiating the kind of post-lunch satisfaction that had nothing to do with sandwiches. The entire office pulsed with a low, joyful thrum that Victor had only ever associated with the best quarterly bonuses. This was something better.

Sarah led him into the same glass-walled conference room where the Wellness Program had first been announced. Today the long table gleamed under new pendant lights. A projector screen already displayed a sleek dashboard titled “One Year of Wellness Impact.” Victor settled into the leather chair at the head, unbuttoning his jacket.

“Hit me with it,” he said, voice carrying that executive calm he had perfected over decades.

Sarah tapped the remote. Bar graphs exploded across the screen in vibrant greens and golds.

“Employee retention sits at ninety-two percent. Voluntary turnover dropped to one point eight percent. Productivity metrics, measured by claims processed per hour, are up forty-seven percent. And here is the one that still makes me pinch myself.” She clicked again. “Sick days reduced by sixty-three percent. Actual sick days. Not just the old Friday flu.”

Victor leaned forward, elbows on the polished wood. The numbers were obscene. In his entire career, he had never seen a single initiative deliver this kind of return. “Explain it to me like I am the sceptical board member I used to be.”

Sarah grinned, the same unashamed sparkle in her eye that he remembered from her first session booking. “Simple, sir. Every single person in this building books one sixty-minute private wellness session per month on floor nine. No exceptions. No judgment. The coordinators, Lila, Zoe, Kai, Mia, and Dante, treat each session like a high-stakes client meeting. Stress leaves the body. Tension gets worked out in the most thorough way possible. People come back focused, happy, and frankly horny for their next KPI.”

Victor felt a low heat stir behind his sternum. He had read the internal reports, of course. He had approved every budget line for the wellness suites, the soundproofing upgrades everyone knew were mostly decorative, the endless supply of premium lube, and fresh linens. But hearing Sarah say it out loud in this bright conference room, with the entire staff visible through the glass walls, made his cock twitch once against the fine wool of his trousers.

“Show me the qualitative feedback,” he said, voice steady.

Sarah opened a folder of printed testimonials. “Mark wrote, quote, ‘Best monthly meeting I have ever had. Lila balanced my workload so well I closed three extra files that afternoon,’ Emily submitted, ‘Zoe’s strap-on deep tissue session left me squirting out every deadline worry.’ Jamal’s is short and sweet. ‘Kai knows exactly how to handle my heavy lifting.’ They are all like that, sir. Enthusiastic. Grateful. Loyal.”

Victor exhaled a slow breath. Outside the glass, an employee he did not recognise walked past wearing a subtle post-orgasm flush and a tiny gold pin on her lapel that read “Wellness Achieved This Month.” The sight sent another pulse straight to his groin.

By eleven-thirty, the entire staff had gathered in the conference room. Chairs filled every inch. A few latecomers leaned against the back wall, sleeves rolled, faces bright. Victor stood at the front, projector remote in hand, silver cufflinks catching the light.

“Good morning, everyone,” he began, deep voice rolling through the room. “One year ago your manager stood in this exact spot and introduced a bold idea. A mandatory Wellness Program designed to treat the whole employee. Body, mind, and yes, every delicious inch of tension in between.”

Soft laughter rippled through the crowd. No one blushed. No one looked away. A few people actually clapped.

“Today I am here to tell you the results are beyond anything we projected. Retention at ninety-two percent. Productivity is up forty-seven percent. Turnover so low it is practically a rounding error.” He clicked through the slides, each new graph drawing fresh cheers. “Sick days down sixty-three percent. Engagement scores through the roof. And every single metric points back to one simple truth. When you take care of your people in every way they need, they take care of the company right back.”

Victor paused, letting the energy build. He caught Sarah’s eye. She gave him a tiny nod, the same knowing smile she had worn the day she first booked with Lila and Kai.

“That is why I am proud to announce that the Wellness Program is rolling out company-wide. Every office. Every division. Every single one of our twelve thousand employees will have access to their own private, locked-door, full-service wellness sessions starting next quarter. We are hiring and training thirty new coordinators. The suites are already being built. And the best part?” He grinned, the first genuine grin he had allowed himself all morning. “The budget includes unlimited lube, mirrors, and whatever toys our coordinators deem necessary for optimal stress relief.”

The room erupted. Applause thundered. Whistles cut through the cheers. Someone in the back yelled, “Best CEO ever!” Victor laughed with them, the sound rich and genuine.

After the meeting, Sarah walked him to the elevator bank. “Floor nine is all yours whenever you want, sir. We kept the executive suite open today. Just in case.”

Victor felt the weight of the long red-eye flight from New York finally settle between his shoulder blades. Twelve hours in the air. Back-to-back investor calls. The low throb of responsibility that never quite left his body. He rolled his neck once.

“I think I will take that offer now,” he said.

Sarah’s smile widened. “Lila and Kai are waiting. They have been looking forward to this all week.”

The elevator doors closed with a soft chime. Victor rode up alone, heart beating faster than it had in years. The ninth-floor hallway smelled faintly of vanilla and clean linen. Soft instrumental music drifted from hidden speakers. The executive wellness suite waited at the end, heavy oak door already ajar.

He stepped inside.

Dim lighting bathed the room in warm gold. The wide couch sat against one wall, plush cushions arranged invitingly. A sturdy desk waited near the full-length mirror. The faint scent of arousal already hung in the air, as if the room itself remembered every moan that had echoed here over the past year.

Lila and Kai turned from the mirror where they had been adjusting each other’s clothing. Lila’s blonde hair fell in soft waves past her shoulders. Her perky C-cup breasts pressed against a crisp white blouse, the top three buttons undone to reveal the lacy edge of a pale pink bra. Her tiny pencil skirt hugged the tight curve of her waist and flared just enough to tease the smooth skin of her thighs. She smiled sweetly, the same shameless sparkle in her blue eyes that had launched the entire program.

Kai stood beside her in a fitted charcoal shirt that clung to his lean surfer build. The fabric stretched across his chest and tapered to a narrow waist. His slacks did nothing to hide the thick outline of his enormous cock, already half hard against his thigh. His big smile flashed white and easy.

“Mr Langford,” Lila purred, stepping forward on glossy heels. “We have been counting the days until your first wellness session.”

Kai closed the door behind Victor with a firm click. The lock engaged with a heavy, satisfying thunk. Thin walls meant every sound in the hallway remained audible: footsteps, distant laughter, the faint rhythmic thump of another session already underway two doors down. The risk sent a fresh jolt straight to Victor’s cock.

“Let us start by releasing that quarterly pressure,” Lila said, voice sweet as she reached for his tie. Her small hands worked the knot loose with practised care. “You have carried the whole company on these broad shoulders. Time for some deep tissue stress relief.”

Kai moved in from the other side, fingers deftly unbuttoning Victor’s suit jacket. “Full service today, sir. Mouths, hands, tight little holes. Whatever balances your executive workload best.”

Victor’s jacket slid off his arms. Lila’s fingers traced the crisp lines of his dress shirt, palms pressing flat against his chest. Heat bloomed wherever she touched. Kai dropped to one knee and unlaced Victor’s oxfords, then rose again to unbuckle the belt with a slow metallic whisper.

Lila’s lips brushed Victor’s ear. “We are going to swallow every drop of tension you have saved up. Then we are going to fill you with so much pleasure you will float back to New York on a cloud of endorphins.”

Victor exhaled a shaky breath as his shirt opened button by button. Cool air kissed his chest. Lila’s perky breasts pressed against his side while her hand slid down to palm the growing bulge in his trousers. Kai’s strong fingers worked Victor’s zipper, freeing the thick length of his cock. It sprang out heavy and already leaking at the tip.

“Oh, sir,” Lila whispered, dropping gracefully to her knees beside Kai. “Look at this gorgeous executive cock. So full. So ready for its monthly review.”

She leaned in first. Her soft pink tongue traced the underside from balls to tip in one long, wet stripe. Victor’s hips jerked. Kai took the other side, lips wrapping around the head while Lila sucked one heavy ball into her warm mouth.

The dual sensation hit Victor like a live wire. Wet heat, gentle suction, the faint vibration of Lila’s happy hum against his skin. His hands found their heads, fingers threading through silky blonde strands and short surfer waves.

Lila pulled back just long enough to look up with those big innocent eyes. “Ready for the full wellness experience, Mr Langford?”

Victor’s answer came out as his very first happy moan. “Fuck yes.”

The locked door kept the world safely outside while two eager mouths began the best corporate meeting of his life.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh… the cum thing.

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

“Good. I’m close.”

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

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

SHLURP. SHLURP. SHLURP.

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

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

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

Jesus Christ.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So you need someone respectable?”

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

“What do you need me to do?”

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

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

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

“Yes sir, I won’t let you down!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you do here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You do?”

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

“What is it?”

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

“I don’t know if I can…”

“Don’t think, just do.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But what if she finds out?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Go to her. Fix it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Happy to help!” I say with a smile.

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

I try not to lose my shit. “Oh?”

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

Oh my god! This is it! I’ve done it!

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

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

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

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

“Girls?”

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

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

“Great, I’ll see you at the event!”

“I won’t let you down!”

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

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

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

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

* * *


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

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

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

“Uh… sure”

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

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

“Have you not been a delivery lead before?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well… yes… of course…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Still think oral is just a starter?”

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

“First time?”

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

“No fun!”

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

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

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

“No problem boss!”

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

* * *


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

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

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

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

“Hi…” She seems really nervous.

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

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

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

“Uhhh…”

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

“No…”

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

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

“No…” she says shyly. Fuck.

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

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

“No…”

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

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

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

“Are you okay if I start touching you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ok…” she says quietly.

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

“See you.”

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

* * *


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

“Like, not even kissing?”

“No, not even kissing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Like for money?”

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

“I’d be up for that.” She smiles.

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

“I will! And pigtails?”

“Exactly. We want them bidding high.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What did you go for in the end?”

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

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

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

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

“No, should we go find them?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No...” she replies.

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

“I love it!” Says Kate.

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

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

“Lame…” says Lucy.

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

They nod.

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

“They wouldn’t…”

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

She frowns. “Fine.”

“Good girl.”

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

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

It begins.

* * *


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

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

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

“Nice to see you again.”

“I love your matching hair girls.”

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

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

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

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

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

* * *


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

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

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

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

A man in the audience raises his hand.

“Two thousand?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Shall we start the bidding?”

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

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

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

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

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

David comes to the front to collect me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I suppose you could.”

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

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

Timer set, I start taking off my own clothes.

“You can leave the skirt on…” Oh…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We lie for a while, cuddling.

“Do we have time for another round?”

I check my phone. A minute left.

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

“I’m not really into that.”

“Maybe another time then?”

“…”

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

* * *


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

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

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

“Would you let her use you again?”

“Maybe…” she smiles.

“How about you Rebecca?”

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

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

“Would you do it again?”

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

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

“And was your first time okay Lucy?”

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

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

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

“Nice.”

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

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

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

* * *


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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