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“What do you mean, Ralphie lost the package?”

“He...he thinks maybe he dropped it off at the wrong address. He's not really sure. You know what he's like.”

I frowned. I'd been working here for almost twenty years, and never encountered a more incompetent courier.

“Do you have any idea how important that parcel was, Ryan?”

“Yes, I know. We were short staffed that day. No one else was available.” The young dispatcher looked like he'd rather be having a root canal than talking to me.

I took a deep breath. Black Cat Adult Toys was one of our biggest accounts. It was the second time in as many months that we'd botched one of their deliveries. The last time had been the result of a traffic accident. It hadn't been our driver's fault, but it had still taken me a lot of work—and a promise of a week's worth of free deliveries—to persuade Black Cat's bitchy young boss, Brittany Gunner, not to dump us for another courier company.

“It's not my fault that imbecile works here, you know,” Ryan whined.

“I know, Ryan. I know.”

Ralphie was the general manager's son. I had more than once tried to tactfully convince Mr Bates to switch Ralphie to other duties. We would have been better off paying him to sit in a back office and play video games all day than to have him on the road. Bates wouldn't hear of it.

“I could lose my job cause of this, Ryan. So could you.”

“I know, Dana. I'm sorry.”

“I'll speak to the client. Maybe I can smooth things over.”

“If anyone can do it, you can! Good luck!”

I wished I felt as confident as I was trying to sound.

“Dana, you need to get that account back.”

Mr Bates didn't waste any time on niceties like “Hello” or “How are you?”

“As you are undoubtedly aware, Black Cat is our third biggest customer, and accounts for 12% of our net revenue.”

I nodded demurely. Bates had been hired when the company had changed hands a year ago. He was pushing sixty. His enormous belly bulged over his trousers and even with the AC going full blast his body odor was winning the battle against his antiperspirant. Overbearing, pompous, and venal, he was despised by almost everyone who worked for him, including me. Some of the staff called him Master Bates behind his back.

“I'm giving you three days to get that account back. If you fail, I'll be terminating your employment with this firm. Do you understand?”

“I—I'll find a way to fix this, Mr Bates.”

“Good. Be sure that you do. Now if you'll excuse me, I have other matters that require my attention.”

How the fuck am I going to convince Brittany Gunner to give us another chance? She nearly had smoke coming out her ears the last time we lost a parcel.

Failure was not an option. I'd landed this job straight out of college, and had never worked anywhere else. If I was fired, I wouldn't have a good job reference. And I'd be disqualified from unemployment insurance. The economy was moribund, and AI was eliminating more and more marketing jobs. Making matters worse, the companies that were still hiring wanted younger applicants. My savings would keep me afloat for a few months at best. I'd lose my condo and be forced to move in with my mother.

I have to do this. I have to convince Brittany to give us one more chance. No matter what it takes.

I took a deep breath, pulled out my phone, and brought up Brittany Gunner's number.

Black Cat's flagship retail store and corporate head office were located in a brick building that had once been a garment factory in what was now the trendy arts and fashion district in the lower west end. A century ago, the neighborhood had been home to factories, workshops, and warehouses, but now it was filled with hipster cafes, trendy art galleries, and small tech startups.

Black Cat had been our customer for many years, and the relationship had always run smoothly. As luck would have it, the venture capital company run by Brittany's father had taken over Black Cat and parachuted newly-graduated Brittany into the top position a week before we missed our first delivery. Brittany had given me a very hard time about it, perhaps wanting to prove how tough she was. Dissuading her from taking her business elsewhere had not been easy. I hadn't actually met Brittany in person;  our prior interactions had all been via email and phone.

I'd never been inside a sex shop before, but was curious to see what it would be like. For years I'd been telling myself that I'd pop in one day, without telling anyone who I was, and quietly look around. But I'd been so busy that I'd never gotten around to it.

My appointment was for 11:00 am. I arrived twenty minutes early. It was mid July, and my blouse was already clinging to me by the time I got from my car to the front entrance.

The ground floor showroom was bigger than I expected. I was amazed by the variety of merchandise on display. Vibrators of every sort, including wands, rabbits, and clit suckers. Dildos and strap-ons that ranged in size from mini to monster. Fleshlights, butt plugs and anal beads. Lubricants, massage oils, incenses, and candles. Clothing that ranged from lacy teddys and barely-there thongs to racy nurse, French maid, and policewoman costumes. Naughty greeting cards, games and novelties. BDSM gear that included whips, handcuffs, armbinders, gags, blindfolds, and gimp masks, along with furniture like spanking benches, X-shaped crosses with wrist and ankle restraints, and chairs with holes in the seats that I realized with a shock were intended to hold someone's head in place while someone sat in them. Even life-sized sex dolls and sex robots, some of them whole bodies, others just a disembodied head or pelvis.

There were only two other people in the store, not counting the staff. An awkward young man who was checking out the sex robots and a short, bespectacled granny who was unabashedly inspecting the vibrators. The young guy furtively pawed the breast of a blonde android who was taller than he was. Neither he nor the little old lady paid me any attention. I nonetheless I felt self-conscious as I wandered the aisles. It took effort not to gawk at some of the items.

“Can I help you, Miss?” A female clerk asked. She was a short, curvy girl with spiky aubergine hair, multiple tattoos, and a black T-shirt with a goth band I'd never heard of.

“Um, yes. I have an appointment for 11:00 am with Brittany Gunner.”

The purple-haired salesgirl gave me an odd look. “Come this way, Miss.”

She brought me to a counter where another clerk, a tall, slender woman with obsidian skin and thick shoulder-length braids, was looking something up on a computer terminal. She gave me a fleeting once-over as her coworker escorted me behind the counter. I wasn't certain, but I thought I saw a sneer flicker across her lips before she returned her attention to her monitor. I ignored her. Her coworker led me through a door and down a corridor to an elevator.

“This will take you right to Miss Gunner's suite on the third floor. I'll let Stacy, her executive assistant, know you're here.”

“Thank you.”

I tried to calm myself as the metal car lurched upward. I was usually pretty chill, but butterflies were dancing in my stomach. If I didn't persuade Brittany to give us another try, my career was toast.

The elevator doors parted, revealing a spacious waiting room with floor to ceiling windows, a black leather couch with matching armchairs, a white marble floor, and a huge cherrywood desk behind which sat a young woman who had to be Stacey. Stacey looked more like a wannabe porn starlet or a low-rent dominatrix than an executive assistant. Her bleach blonde hair was cut in a jawline bob, and her clingy scarlet dress showed off a pair of boobs that I was pretty sure had had some surgical embellishment. She didn't look up from her computer as I stepped into the room. I walked up to her, doing my best to project friendly confidence.

“Hi. I have an appointment with Brittany for 11:00 am.”

Stacey looked at me as if I was a gob of bubblegum she'd just stepped in.

“You can sit over there. I'll let her know you've arrived.” She nodded toward the seats, then turned her attention back to her screen.

I seated myself on the couch. Brittany kept me waiting for more than an hour. A little before noon a delivery man brought lunches from a nearby cafe for Brittany and Stacey. Stacey accepted hers and then waved him through the door behind her. She ate at her desk. She didn't offer me so much as a glass of water. I regretted not bringing a lunch of my own. I fidgeted with my phone, checking our company's Web page and social media sites and my email. I had trouble concentrating, and did not get much accomplished.

“Brittany will see you now,” Stacey informed me at last.

“Thank you.”

I took a deep breath and stepped into Brittany's office.

“So tell me, why should I continue using your service when you keep fucking up like this?” Brittany was not one to mince words.

“I'm so sorry about the lost parcel. The courier who did that won't be permitted to do any more deliveries for you.”

“Won't be permitted to do any more deliveries for me? Are you telling me that clown is still on your payroll?”

I looked at the floor. Brittany hadn't invited me to sit, so I was standing in front of her desk like a schoolgirl in the principal's office. She was a daunting woman. Only twenty one years old and fresh out of school with a business administration degree from an accelerated program at a prestigious university, and already running the newest company her father had taken over.

“You haven't even fired that moron and you have the nerve to come here and ask me to my face to continue doing business with you?”

“He—he's the boss's son.” My voice was barely a whisper. My eyes remained on the floor.

Brittany laughed.

“Girl, that's no excuse. If I was that incompetent, my father wouldn't even have given me a job making coffee.”

My hackles rose at being called “girl” by this haughty young woman two decades my junior. I swallowed my annoyance. I couldn't afford to alienate her any further.

“I—I know, Brittany. I'd fire that nitwit in a heartbeat if I could. But it's not my call.”

I raised my gaze, looked Brittany in the eye, and gave her my best smile, trying to use our shared antipathy toward Ralphie to bond. Brittany did not look impressed.

“If—if you give us another chance, we'll give you free deliveries for the next month.” Bates would freak out, but I was desperate.

Brittany sneered.

“What good are free deliveries if you keep losing my stuff?”

It was a valid point, and I didn't have a good answer. I sensed that any attempt at bullshitting this woman would only make things worse.

Brittany looked me up and down. She rose to her feet, circled to the front of her desk, and leaned against it. I'm fairly tall for a woman, but the top of my head barely reached her chin. She had model-perfect features, long silky black hair, striking aquamarine eyes, and the kind of slim but curvy body that guys go crazy for. She wore a black suit jacket over an ivory blouse, a short black skirt, and three inch stilettos. The topmost buttons of her blouse were open, displaying a generous amount of cleavage. I've never lacked for male attention, but I didn't hold a candle to her. It galled me that she'd had her job handed to her as soon as she'd finished school, while I'd had to work my ass off for more than a decade to get into management. She smirked, seeming to read my mind.

“Look, I really need to keep this account. I'll be fired if I lose it. Please give my company another chance.”

Brittany was silent for a long moment.

“Just how far are you willing to go to...satisfy me, Dana?”

I looked Brittany uncertainly. She was making me nervous.

“I have a proposal for you. A very unconventional one. If you agree, I'll give your company another try.”

“I'll do whatever it takes. Anything.”

Brittany smirked. “I'm not so sure about that.”

I felt like I was stepping into a trap.

“What...what do I need to do to make things right?”

Brittany grinned. “You're an attractive woman, Dana. For someone your age.”

My brows furrowed at the backhanded compliment. The young CEO laughed.

“How would you like to be my sex slave for the afternoon?”

“Uh...what?”

“If you serve as my personal sex slave for the next few hours, I'll forget about this screw-up and give your company another go.”

I was stunned.

“I...er...are you serious?”

“Completely.”

“But I'm not a lesbian!”

Brittany smiled. “I know. That makes it more fun.”

I swallowed. I nearly turned around and walked out. But I didn't.

I had never made love with another woman. I'd never even kissed another girl. I grew up in a conservative family that frowned on “alternative lifestyles”. And I liked men. I'd married my boyfriend after we both finished college, and had been with him until three years ago when I'd found out he'd been cheating on me. Since then I'd been focused entirely on my career.

A part of me had always been curious about what it would be like to be intimate with another woman. In the dead of night I'd invented fantasies in which a taller, stronger woman would use me as her plaything. Sometimes more than one woman. I'd never told anyone about these fantasies. Could Brittany sense these hidden desires lurking inside me?

“I won't make you do anything too crazy. And if you find it's too much for you, you can back out and leave at any time. I'm not going to force you do anything against your will.”

Brittany's smile widened into a wicked grin.

“But it would be awfully fun to get you on your knees and turn you into my fucktoy.”

I blushed. I was tempted to tell her to get lost. That I was nobody's “fucktoy”. But I couldn't do it. A warm, tingling excitement buzzed between my thighs.

Oh my God, she's making me horny!

Brittany laughed. She stepped forward and stroked my cheek. I stared up into her eyes, my heart pounding. I hated that I was getting aroused by this arrogant bitch.

“What do you say, girl?”

“I...umm...”

Part of me still wanted to walk away. It would be hell trying find another job. But I'd still have my pride. Another part of me very much wanted to say yes. To give myself to this strong, confident woman. To let her use me like the dominant women of my fantasies.

“I...uh...”

My blush deepened. I'm normally composed and decisive. This wasn't like me at all.

Brittany gazed into my eyes. She seemed to already know what my answer was going to be.

“Yes,” I finally whispered. “Yes, I'll do it.”

“Beg.”

“What?”

“Convince me to allow you to serve me.”

I felt like Alice stepping into the rabbit hole.

“Brittany, would you...would you please allow me to serve you?”

“It's Miss Brittany to you. And you're going to have to do better than that, girl.”

“Please, Miss Brittany. Please let me...let me be your...your fucktoy!”

“Better. Are you sure you want this, Dana?”

I gulped.

“Yes.”

She slapped me. Not hard enough to really hurt, but hard enough to sting.

“That's for taking so long when I told you to beg.”

I glared at her. She stared back, daring me to say something. I lowered my gaze.

“Strip.”

I slowly undid my blouse. My fingers trembled as I opened the buttons. Brittany watched me like a hungry coyote watching a rabbit. I removed my top and laid it over the back of a chair. I felt like I was in a dream, and that someone else was controlling my actions. I was scared. But also excited. My cheeks reddened.

“That's it,” Brittany encouraged. “Keep going.”

I unclasped my bra and laid it over my blouse. I've always been slim, and can still get away without wearing a bra if I want. My hardened nipples betrayed my arousal. Brittany smiled, causing my blush to deepen.

I slipped off my low-rise pumps and placed them by the chair. My heart was hammering. I slid my stockings off one by one and put them with my other clothes. I hesitated, then unzipped and removed my skirt. I was left standing before Brittany in nothing but a pair of white cotton panties. My eyes were on the floor, unable to meet hers.

“What are you waiting for, girl? Get those panties off.”

I slid my panties down and stepped out of them. I wasn't dating, and my bush had not been trimmed for a long time. I burned with embarrassment. Brittany didn't seem to care.

“Good girl, Dana.” She stepped forward and ran her fingers through my hair. Her full breasts brushed my naked skin.

“As my slave, you'll of course be required to wear a collar and leash.”

“Uh...what?”

Brittany circled back behind her desk and pulled a black leather collar from a drawer. A long silver chain with a black loop handle dangled from it. It looked like something you'd put on a dog. She fastened it around my neck.

“That's better.” She ruffled my hair. I felt utterly degraded. Yet the need Brittany had awakened was still smouldering inside me.

“I'm going to handcuff your arms behind your back.” She looked down at me with a wicked smile. “I can't have my slave trying to play with herself while she's serving me.”

My eyes widened as she pulled out a pair of padded leather handcuffs from the same drawer she'd gotten the collar from. She drew my arms behind my back and fastened them around my wrists. My heart was pounding faster than ever. I was now completely at Brittany's mercy. I realized belatedly that no one even knew where I was.

Brittany called Stacey on the intercom. “Clear my schedule for the afternoon.” She hung up and pulled a small plastic device with a needle from her drawer.

“Stick your finger out.”

I reluctantly obeyed.

Brittany jabbed my finger. I winced. She stuck the needle into a slot in the top of the gadget and waited. A green light flashed.

“Good. You don't have any diseases. Didn't think you did, but I had to make sure.”

I'd heard of the new STI instant test kits, but never seen one. They were apparently quite expensive. I was relieved by Brittany's caution. It had been years since I'd been intimate with anyone, and I hadn't even thought to worry about the risk of getting a sexually transmitted disease.

Brittany squeezed my right breast, her fingers toying with my straining nipple. Pleasure radiated through me at her touch. I barely suppressed a moan.

My auburn hair was tied in a low bun at the back of my neck. She undid it, letting my hair fall free.

“That's better.”

Brittany removed her jacket but left her blouse on. She unzipped her miniskirt. I watched as if hypnotized as she slowly slid it down to her ankles and stepped out of it. Her lacy black thong followed. Her dark bush was trimmed into a tidy triangle above her cleft.

“Get on your knees, slut.”

I frowned at the slur. I could count the number of people I'd been intimate with on my fingers. But I kept my mouth shut and got on my knees. I really needed to keep this job.

She stepped over to the chair where I had put my clothes and scooped up my blouse, skirt, stockings and underwear. She tossed them on the floor in front of me.

“You're going to be spending quite a bit of time on your knees this afternoon. You can use your clothes for padding. I don't want my fucktoy to be uncomfortable.” She smirked.

I didn't appreciate having my clothing treated like rags, but held my tongue. My stuff would be a wrinkly mess went I left, but I would be going straight home from here. It's no big deal, I told myself.

She picked up the handle of my leash, then leaned against the edge of her desk and parted her thighs.

“Come here.” She gave the leash a tug.

I shuffled forward, blushing again.

“Good girl.” She spread her legs wider. “A little closer.”

She drew me nearer, so that my face was just inches from her kitty. I was almost light headed from the heady mixture of anxiety, indignation, and lust warring inside me. I couldn't believe that I was about to lick another woman. And not just any woman, but this arrogant, bitchy girl who had barely finished school. It irked me that I was going to serve her in this such an intimate and submissive manner and that she would be doing nothing to look after me in return. Yet the need simmering between my thighs was growing stronger.

“Start by giving me some little kisses on my thighs. Take your time. We have all afternoon.”

I tentatively brought my lips to Brittany's soft, creamy skin. She wasn't wearing stockings or pantyhose. I'd never been this close to another woman's private parts before. The delicate scent of her arousal reached my nostrils. Her fingers slid through my hair, caressing me almost affectionately. I moved closer to her center, then further back, teasing her.

“That's it, girl. You're doing well.”

My heart welled with pride at the unexpected praise. I didn't want to care what this bitch thought, but obviously some part of me did.

My lips continued to meander over her supple flesh. I shifted to her other thigh. She cooed and tightened her grip on my hair, pulling me closer to her cleft. I could feel the heat emanating from it.

“Worship me with your mouth, slut.”

I looked up at her and scowled. I'm not a slut! I wanted to shout.

Yet here I was, about to pleasure this young whore with my mouth. Indignation gave way to humiliation.

“What are you waiting for, bitch? Do I need to slap you again? Get to work!”

I lowered my eyes and placed a tentative kiss on Brittany's cleft. Then another. She let out a contented murmur. I seethed with indignation. But my arousal kept growing. It was no longer a smouldering glow, but a crackling sizzle. I wanted to do something about it, but even if I'd been able to overcome my embarrassment, I couldn't touch myself because of the handcuffs.

I moved my lips to and fro, caressing her plump outer lips and her soft mound before slowly running my tongue up and down her slit. Her intricate folds felt like the petals of a flower. Her delicious taste filled my mouth. I teased and sucked her straining clit, making her moan.

I steeled myself, then pushed my tongue deep into her folds. She groaned and leaned back. I pushed deeper, eliciting more sounds of pleasure. She squeezed her big boobs, then opened her blouse and began playing with her taut nipples. Her warm, silky nectar dribbled down my chin and trickled over my tongue and into my throat. My own lust was becoming an inferno. I would have jilled off if I could, no longer caring what Brittany would think. But I could do nothing to alleviate my raging need.

Brittany gripped my head and started thrusting. I groaned as she literally fucked my face. My pussy started to drip.

“Oh my God, I'm gonna come!”

Brittany pounded my face hard, making me whimper. Her thighs tightened like a vice around my head, and she let out a sultry moan. Her climax went on and on. Her wetness spilled down my chin and splattered my breasts and thighs.

At last she relaxed. I tried to pull away, but she held me in place.

“We're nowhere near done yet, slut. I'm going to need a lot more of those.”

Holy shit, she really is going to keep me here all afternoon!

Brittany's fingers tightened in my hair.

“Get back to work, you lazy bitch.”

Brittany groaned and let go in my face for the seventh or eighth time. She released my head and let me pull away.

I had been licking, sucking, and tongue-fucking this oversexed cow for at least two hours. My tongue ached. My body was cramped and sore from being in the same position for so long. The lower half of my face was coated with her silky juices. Her heady taste was entrenched in my mouth. I hadn't gotten to eat lunch, and my tummy was quietly rumbling. All of these aches and discomforts, however, were little more than background noise compared to my need to come.

“That wasn't bad, slut. I can't believe you've never eaten another woman before.”

“Um, thanks. Can I put my clothes on now?” I couldn't wait to get home and get my vibrator out. Hell, who am I kidding? I'm going to be jilling off as soon as I get to my car.

Brittany laughed heartily.

“You think we're done already? You agreed to serve me for the afternoon. That was just the warmup.”

Oh my God, I can't take any more of this. I need to fucking come!

Brittany laughed at the distress on my face. She pressed the intercom. “Stacey, would you like to come back here and try out my new slave? She's quite gifted.”

“I'd love to, Boss.”

“Tell Layla and Ashanti to come up when it's their break. I think they'll enjoy her talents too.”

“Will do.”

“Wait. I didn't agree to serve any other people.”

“You're free to leave any time you want.”

I remained on my knees. I told myself it was because I needed to keep Brittany's account. But that was only a half truth. A dark excitement filled me at the thought of being used by Brittany's underlings.

Stacey joined us. I lowered my eyes, unable to meet her gaze. She giggled.

“Looks like you've given her quite a workout already, Boss. Are you sure she can handle me? You know what I'm like.”

“We'll find out. Slut, you need to thank Miss Stacey for agreeing to help me with your training. You need to tell her how grateful you are for the privilege of serving her.”

I started at Brittany in disbelief.

“You...you want me to thank her? But I'm the one doing all the work! She should be thanking me!”

I immediately regretted my words. If I wanted to keep Brittany as a customer, I needed to do whatever she said, no matter how unreasonable or ridiculous. But it was too late.

“She's an insolent little bitch,” sneered Stacey. “She needs to learn some manners.”

“She certainly does. For someone who's come here begging me for a huge favor, she's very full of herself.”

“A good spanking should help adjust her attitude.”

“Yes, I agree.”

Brittany stepped aside. Stacey hopped onto the desk, using it as a seat, and spread her legs. She patted her lap. “Get up here, loser.”

For fuck's sake, they can't be serious.

I grit my teeth and reluctantly lay across Stacey's lap. I could feel her firm thighs against my belly, the undersides of my breasts, and the tops of my own thighs. My arms and legs dangled to either side of her. My cheeks burned with embarrassment.

I've never been tough when it comes to handling pain, and I was nervous. Yet the feel of Stacey's body against mine was sending fresh excitement coursing through me. I despised myself for getting aroused by this irritating bimbo.

Stacey raised her arm and brought her hand down on my exposed bottom with a crack that made my flesh jiggle. I winced.

“You can do better than that, Stacey. This whore disrespected you. You need to teach her her place.”

Stacey brought her hand down harder. I forced myself not to yelp. I didn't want to give these bitches the satisfaction of hearing me in pain.

The blows kept coming. I lost count of how many after the eleventh or twelfth. My ass was on fire. My eyes were watering. Yet to my surprise desire still coursed through my veins like some diabolical drug. Instead of dampening it, the pain and humiliation seemed to be edging it into new territory. I wanted Brittany and Stacey to take me. To use me. To quench their lusts with my body.

I am one sick fucking girl.

“Look how red her ass is, Boss. It's almost glowing. Think she's had enough?”

“Hmm,” said Brittany, bringing a finger theatrically to her lower lip. “I'm not convinced she's learned her lesson yet. Keep going.” I sensed that I was not the first woman these two had tag teamed this way.

Stacey's assault on my ass resumed. I whimpered. It felt like it was never going to end. 

“Have you learned your lesson, Dana?” Brittany asked. Stacey paused, her arm raised in mid air.

“Y-yes, Miss Brittany.”

“Good. Now thank Miss Stacey for disciplining you. And then thank her for allowing you the honor of pleasuring her.”

“Th-thank you for disciplining me, Miss Stacey.” I nearly choked on the words. “Thank you for teaching me my place. And for giving me the privilege of serving you.”

Stacey chuckled.

“That's better, slut. Now get back on your knees.”

I clambered off Stacey's lap and knelt in front of her. She stood up, a malicious grin on her face. She pulled her little red dress over her head and tossed it aside. I was not at all surprised to see that she wasn't wearing anything underneath. She stepped forward and roughly clutched my hair.

“Lick me, you useless ho.”

I obediently brought my lips to Stacey's kitty. She was fully shaven. Her folds were soft and warm, her scent delicate and enticing. She moaned as I slid my tongue in.

“Don't hold back, Stacey. Use that stupid bitch hard!”

Stacey didn't hold back. She tightened her grip on my head and mashed my face into her pussy. “Get that tongue in deeper, ho!”

My face must have been as red as my ass as I delved deeper into Stacey's warmth. She was noticeably less tight than Brittany. I tried not to think about how many people she had  fucked.

It didn't take me long to make Stacey come. She peaked a lot quicker than Brittany. But, like Brittany, she wasn't satisfied with just one climax. Or even three or four.

She just kept going.

As Stacey was grinding out what must have been her tenth orgasm, in the corner of my eye I saw Brittany wrapping a strap-on dildo around her waist. It dwarfed my ex-husband's cock. And that of every single one of the half dozen other men I'd slept with.

Jesus, does she actually think I can take that monster? She's going to break me in half!

Stacy pounded my face like a lust-crazed bull and gushed in my mouth yet again.

“Brittany, I...I think that's a bit too big for me...”

Brittany laughed. Stacy was finally sated, and Brittany was now standing in front of me. Her artificial cock looked astoundingly lifelike.

“You're not the first girl to tell me that. Don't worry. It might hurt, but I'll make it fit. I won't force you, though. Want to quit?”

I was scared. That monster cock was going to stretch me wider and deeper than anyone ever had before. My pussy would never be the same. Yet a part of me wanted Brittany to fuck me with it. For her to pound me so hard that I could barely remember my own name.

“N-no, Miss Brittany. I don't want to quit....”

“That's my girl. Stand up.”

I rose unsteadily to my feet. Brittany unclasped the cuffs from my wrists. Then, to my surprise, she scooped me up in her arms like a bride on her wedding night. I felt a strange thrill as the young Amazon effortlessly lifted me into the air. Stacey moved Brittany's laptop and the few papers and other objects on her desk out of the way. Brittany laid me on the bare desktop almost reverently. I gazed into her eyes with a mixture of apprehension and anticipation.

Brittany plunged two fingers into my sopping hole. I gasped and nearly came on the spot. Brittany grinned knowingly and pressed upward, hitting my G-spot. I came hard, soaking her fingers.

“Did I give you permission to come, slut?”

Permission to come? What the fuck?

“N-no, Miss Brittany...”

“Don't you dare come again unless I give you permission. Or our bargain is off.”

“But—but I can't control—“

Brittany withdrew her fingers and brought them to my lips.

“Clean the mess you made off my fingers, whore.”

Oh my God, she wants me to lick my own cum!

“What are you waiting for, slut?”

I parted my lips and let her push her fingers between them. I tasted myself for the first time. My brain was repulsed. But my pussy got wetter.

“Hi boss!”

“Ashanti! Layla! You're both taking your break at the same time?”

“It's dead downstairs. Calvin arrived for his shift just as Stacey was telling us to come join you on our breaks. He said he could look after things downstairs by himself so that we could come up here together. He told us to take our time.”

“Excellent. Come in.”

Ashanti and Layla stepped into the office. Brittany's fingers were still buried in my mouth. “No one told you to stop sucking, bitch.”

I continued cleaning Brittany's fingers, my face glowing with shame.

“Aww, she looks so cute naked and collared and sucking your fingers like that,” Ashanti teased. Layla smirked.

Brittany pulled her fingers out with a wet pop. She walked to the other end of the desk and positioned herself between my legs. She slid the tip of her fake cock up and down my slit. I bit my lip and tried to think of something unsexy to keep myself from getting further aroused, not wanting to come without permission. I visualized Ralphie, with his gawky, beanpole physique, almost nonexistent chin, and Coke bottle glasses. And Mr Bates, with his ponderous gut and deodorant-defying perspiration. It helped.

“Mind if I try out the new toy?” Ashanti asked. She was already sliding her latex miniskirt off.

“Not at all.”

Ashanti removed her panties and climbed onto the desk. She straddled my face on her knees. I had never had sex with two people at the same time. My heart pounded as the tall, dark-skinned beauty lowered herself onto my face. Her round ass cheeks covered my cheeks and forehead. She planted her kitty squarely over my mouth. She was already wet.

Brittany found my entrance, and pushed the enormous head of her cock in. I groaned into Ashanti's pussy. Ashanti giggled.

“Get that tongue moving, you lazy ho!”

I got to work on Ashanti's hungry flesh. She squeezed my breasts and pinched my straining nipples. Another moan escaped me.

“Damn, this bitch is tight!” Brittany exclaimed. I whimpered beneath Ashanti as she slowly forced it deeper, stretching and filling me more than I had ever imagined possible. It was uncomfortable. Indeed a little painful. But it felt surprisingly good. I didn't want her to stop.

What the fuck has gotten into me? These women are turning me into a submissive, sex-crazed whore!

Brittany's fake balls pressed against me. Oh my fucking God, she got the whole thing in! She held still for a moment, allowing me to adapt to her size.

Then she started fucking me.

She went slowly at first. I groaned as she slid back and forth inside me. Ashanti started grinding against my face. Her hot juices dripped into my mouth and throat. I had no choice but to swallow.

“The dildo I'm fucking you with is our newest model,” Brittany remarked, her voice a little breathy. “It has a built in vibrator and clit sucker. The harder I fuck you, the more it stimulates me.”

Brittany's thrusts picked up speed. She grunted and moaned as she pounded me. Ashanti rode my face more enthusiastically than ever, using me as if I was one of the sex toys in the showroom. I felt myself nearing release, and frantically attempted to distract myself with more images of Ralphie and Bates. It was no longer working. The pleasure radiating through me was too intense. I begged Brittany to let me come, but my words were muffled and unintelligible. My smothered pleas pushed Ashanti over the edge. She shuddered on top of me as she came.

“My turn!” exclaimed Layla. The tattooed, purple-haired goth had shed her jeans and panties, but was still wearing her T-shirt. As soon as Ashanti dismounted she climbed onto the desk and took her place.

Brittany continued hammering my pussy. She held my legs in the air by the ankles as if they were handlebars. My body quivered with each savage thrust. Layla matched her tempo, riding my face as if it was the last thing she would ever get to fuck. She abruptly tensed, then let out a feral howl.

“Would you like to come, Dana?” Brittany asked as Layla lifted herself off my face and rejoined Ashanti and Stacey.

“Oh God yes! Yes!” I had never needed to come so bad in my life.

Brittany pulled out and walked back to the other side of the desk.

“If you can take my cock all the way down your throat, Dana, I'll let you come.”

I stared at the glistening monster bobbing between her legs. I had never deep throated anyone before. Not even my husband. Brittany gripped my upper arms and drew me forward till my head was dangling over the edge of her desk. She took my head in her hands so that her fingers cushioned me from the sharp edge. She nudged my lips with her cock.

“Well?”

“I—I'll try...”

“That's my girl.”

Brittany didn't give me time to say anything more. She forced her oversized cock into my mouth. My jaw was pried as wide as it could go. The raw taste of my own arousal once again invaded my mouth.

“These dildoes have built-in sensors with AI chips that can tell when you're coming,” said Brittany. “When the wearer comes, they shoot out synthetic cum. I'm told it feels and tastes just like the real thing.”

She pushed her cock deeper, steamrolling over my tongue.

“Mmmmppphh!”

“Do you want to quit, Dana. Just tap on the desk three times if you want to quit, and we'll stop.”

I refused to tap out. I've come this far. No fucking way I'm giving up now!

Brittany kept going. Her cock slid into my esophagus, stretching my throat tightly around it.

“Nnnggghhhh!”

I couldn't breathe. I forced myself to remain calm. Surely she won't let me suffocate. Will she?

“Mind if I fuck her while she deepthroats you, Boss?” Ashanti asked.

“Go ahead.”

Ashanti had already donned a strap-on. Her cock, like Brittany's, was enormous. She nudged my gaping kitty with the tip, then pushed deeper.

“Ohhhh, you're right about these new dildos, Boss. This feels good. It's like having a real cock!”

Brittany's cock reached my collarbones as her massive balls collided with my upside-down face. Ashanti pushed her own cock all the way in. I squirmed and moaned as they filled me from both directions.

My need for release had become unbearable. I tried to bring my hand to my clit, no longer caring if it cost me Brittany's account.

“Oh no you don't!” Stacey grabbed my wrists and pinned them to the desk. I whimpered in frustration.

“She took it all the way in. She's earned the right to touch herself.”

Stacey released my wrists. My fingers found my clit and started rubbing. Ashanti gripped my hips and pounded my pussy. Brittany pounded my mouth and throat. The pair mercilessly battered me between them.

My lungs started to burn. I told myself I should tap out, but couldn't bring myself to do it. Brittany pulled back far enough so that she was no longer blocking my throat, allowing me to suck down some air. Then she drove her cock back in and resumed fucking me.

Ashanti lost it. I felt her artificial cock jetting inside me. Brittany followed, spraying hot spunk deep into my throat.

My body convulsed as the most powerful orgasm of my life rocked me from head to toe.

Ashanti and Brittany continued pumping me full of cum. I nearly passed out. Brittany pulled out. A moment later Ashanti did the same. I sputtered and panted.

Brittany turned to her sidekicks.

“Who wants to fuck this slut next?”

“You were incredible, Dana. I'm really impressed.”

I blushed like a schoolgirl at the unexpected praise.  A broad smile lit my face.

“However, to be honest with you, I'd rather not continue using your company. Not with that imbecile Bates and his idiot son—what was his name, Ralphie?—working there.”

My smile vanished. I felt like I'd just been punched in the stomach. I don't believe it! She's reneging on our agreement!

“I did make a deal with you, Dana. And I will honor our bargain. If you decide that's still what you want. But I have an idea that I think you'll like better.”

I looked at her uncertainly.

“Your courier business would be doing a lot better if it was under competent management. It's exactly the sort of business my dad likes to take over. You've proven yourself to be very dedicated to your company and your job. You've also shown yourself to be adaptable, self-disciplined, and able to handle intense stress.”

Brittany paused and smiled.

“I'd like to propose to my father that he buy your company. And that he fire Bates and Ralphie—and any other deadwood—and put you in charge. Interested?”

“Are...are you serious?”

“Very.”

“Oh my God, yes!”

“Excellent.” Brittany held out her hand. “Welcome to the Gunner family.”
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