
A Bad Day At The Office

Gloria hated working Saturdays, but there was a guy coming over to work on the computers. They had drawn lots, and she had lost. ‘Oh well.’ She thought, as she walked over to the elevators. ‘I will be able to finish that report. And torment some poor computer geek.’ This last was a real treat to her. She enjoyed tormenting men. She was a hardcore lesbian and flirting with men and then shooting them down was fun.

A man held the door to the elevator for her and smiled. If this was him, she would have more fun than she thought. He was one of the big masculine types, assured of his own manhood. Able to dominate any woman he wanted to. At least in his own mind. 

“Floor, ma’am.”

“Twelve.” he mumbles something about a coincidence and taps the button. “You the computer geek?”

“Yeah. You must be Gloria. Ron told me all about you.” Ron was the last guy to upgrade the computers. She had tormented him endlessly.

“Yeah, how did you know?”

“Tall, shapely, black hair, blue eyes. He was really hung on you for a while.” That was strange. Ron hadn’t said two words to her the whole night, she had teased him til he was sweating bullets. Wiggled for him and everything. He had made a grab at her in the elevator, and she maced him. No wonder he wasn’t the one this time. 

The doors open, and he waves her thru first. She makes it a point to wiggle her ass as she walks down the hall, and catches him checking her out in the reflection on the door. Smiling, she drops her keys and makes a show of picking them up. He shakes his head and stares. Opening the door, she gestures towards the bank of computers. 

“I’ll be in office three if you need me for anything.”

“Yes, ma’am. I’ll keep that in mind.” She liked his manners. He knew his place. 

She spent the next eight hours making his day miserable. Stripping to her  t-shirt, she pulled her panties off and cranked up the heat to eighty. She wanted him to sweat. She walked by every half hour to see if he wanted anything, her nipples poking into the white cotton and leaving little to imagine. He had a raging hard-on after each trip. She laughed to herself in her office as she cranked the heat all the way up to ninety. He was in just his jeans and shoes when she came by the next time. His muscles were tone and lean, with good definition, and she again marveled at the size of his tool. It made a very obvious bulge in his crotch. 

She leaned way over to talk, ensuring she showed as much cleavage as possible. He stared at her tits and thanked her for her thoughtfulness, and asked her if she could turn the heat back down, it could damage the computers. She giggled and walked away, dropping her pen, and bending way over to pick it up. He was staring at her shaved slit outright. She smiled and stood. As she walked away, she thought she saw him smile.

At lunch, he asked for her phone number, she smiled and said ‘I’ll see.’ and walked away. She had no intention of giving it, she just wanted to see him try. Once he stopped by to ask about the circuit breakers, and she placed her foot on the seat and turned to face him, giving him a clear view of her slit. He stared for a long minute, before he thanked her and went on his way.

It was after dark when he finished. She was glad to be going, and slid into her jacket. He opened the door to her office, and closed it behind him.

“All done? Good, lets get out of here.” she stopped when he didn’t move out of her way. “What?”

“I’m not done yet. There is one more thing to fix.”

“What’s that?”

“You, bitch.” She took a step back, and reached for the mace. 

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“Don’t pretend you don’t know. Walking around all day, being a flirt and a cock tease.” Her eyes got wider with every word. “Ron is my brother, bitch. He lost thirty percent of his vision when you maced him. Lost his job. So I took over. Paid your office friends to rig the pool. You were the only name in the hat. Now you get yours, bitch.”

He made a lunge for her, and she whipped out the mace and sprayed him. Nothing happened. He laughed at her as he grabbed her wrists. “One of your friends was willing to change the mace you carry for an empty bottle. Nice of him, wasn’t it?” Then he slapped her. She spun around from the force of the blow, and he grabbed the collar of her t-shirt. With a brutal yank, he tore it down the back, cutting and bruising her shoulders in the process. She started to fall, but he grabbed her hair and held her up. She struggled to regain her feet before her hair was yanked out by the roots. 

Kicking and clawing, she fought him and screamed. He punched her in her side hard enough to make her see spots. She slumped forward on the desk, and gasped for breath. He hiked her skirt up over her ass, and pressed her neck and face hard into the desk. She grabbed at his wrist and cried.

“Please. Please don’t do this. Please. Don’t rape me.”

“It’s not rape if you ask for it, bitch. You were coming on to me all day. Now you are getting what you asked for, and you beg. Well, beg away, bitch.” She felt his cock press against the lips of her pussy and she thrashed like a madwoman. But he was stronger than her, and it started to press into her. Once the head was in, she knew there was no stopping the rest of it. She pounded at the desk as the monster slid into her. It tore her canal and stretched her lips painfully. Only one man had ever been in her, it had hurt so much, that she swore off cocks forever. Never even used a dildo. 

Now the biggest cock she had ever seen was tearing into her. As he pushed in, he pushed down. Cracking her neck and back, making it hard to breathe. After an eternity, she felt his balls slap against her thighs. Weeping, she felt the fight flee her as the adrenalin and fear wore off. He brutally thrust with his hips. Releasing her neck, he pulled her up by her hair, and tore the last shreds of the shirt from her. Grabbing her generous tits in his huge hands, he moved her over to the window and fucked her harder.

Releasing her mams, he slams her into the window. Pressing her into the glass, he pulls his cock from her abused pussy, and presses it against her ass. She begs and moans, knowing there is no point, but unable to stop herself. He lifts her from the floor and releases her. Her own weight forced his cock half into her, tearing her tender rosette, and forcing a scream from her throat. He pressed her hard into the window, squishing her tits against the glass. She could see people in the building across the street going about their business. Hoping against all hope that one will see and call the police.

But she knows the windows are tinted. No one can see in to where she is being brutalized. He fucks her ass to a torn, bleeding ruin. Then he pulls out and throws her to the floor. She rolls to a stop by the door, and tries to stand. He just stares at her, smiling. She sees his cock, freed from his jeans. He is huge, over a foot long, and thicker than her wrist. There is a black ring around the base of it, insuring that no blood will escape, allowing him to fuck her till he feels like stopping. 

She manages to grasp the door handle and wrench it open. She doesn’t get two steps before he has her by the hair. Yanking hard, he throws her back into the office. She staggers back and slams into the desk. As her already bruised side contacts the hard metal, she screams and feels her legs go numb. He is looking down on her almost before she is on the floor. Her bladder empties at the look in his eyes. He drags her by her ankle across the rough carpet. It burns her wet skin and he stops in the middle of the aisle. Pulling off his shirt, he mounts her again. She scratches at his face, but he easily swats her arms aside before slamming his cock back into her. She gasps at the painful intrusion. He slaps her hard across the face, and fucks her brutally.

He slaps her again and again as he pounds at her. Her nails dig furrows across his back as he fucks her. She feels two break, then another rip out. His mouth is a wet, hot violation of her breasts, biting her nipples and the soft undersides of her tits till he draws blood. He pulls out for a moment, and as he roughly forces himself back in, she feels something. Her heat is rising. She closes her eyes and weeps as her body betrays her. It is her first orgasm with a man. Like a flood across her body, it overwhelms everything. His abuse, the bruises and bites, and the painful rubbing of her bare back across the carpet. And she cums explosively. She can feel her juices rush out of her and drench his cock. Her arms fall limp and she arches her back. He grabs her throat with his hands and squeezes. Her air is abruptly cut off. 

Instead of clawing at his eyes or face, she tries futilely to pry his fingers apart. He lets her take intermittent breaths, just enough to keep her from passing out, to keep her conscious. Her second orgasm, another betrayal of her by her body, is like a tidal wave. She had no idea she was capable of multiples. His hands move from her neck to her tits, and she feels his seed flood her. As he cums, he squeezes her tits harder and harder, till it feels like he is going to tear them from her chest. And his cum fills her to overflowing. It spreads thru her like a vile, oily, slick tide. She feels it pushing thru into her uterus, filling her womb. He twists her tits and she screams, the flesh is purple and bruised. Then he collapses on top of her, his sweat mingling with her blood and tears. He tenderly kisses and sucks on her tits. Then he is out of her. Wiping his cock on her hair, he grabs her by her tits and pulls her to her feet by them. What he says next, makes her heart skip a beat.

“You belong to me now, Bitch.”

There are tears flowing down her face.

“Get on your knees and suck my cock clean.” When she hesitates, he slaps her again, spinning her around. Turning her back to face him, he hits her again, this time with his fist. Her vision narrows and spots dance in her vision. Her knees give and she thumps down in front of him. “ Now suck it.” His cock is pressed against her lips. As she takes it in, she thinks briefly of biting it off. Then he yanks her back by her hair and kicks her in the groin. The only thing that keeps her from falling is his hand wrapped in her hair. 

“Don’t ever use your hands. Not when you suck my cock.” It is pressed against her lips again. She takes it in, and winces at the taste of blood and shit mingled on his tool. He ruthlessly shoves his cock into her mouth and down her throat. After she chokes on it for a moment, he pulls out and lets her fall. Her vomit comes out in a rush, across her lips and out on to the floor. 

“I will be back next weekend. Be here, dressed like you were today. Or what I am going to do next, will seem like a treat.” He seizes her hair and drags her across the room. Opening the door to the executive board room, he tosses her on the table. One by one he secures her hands and feet to the corners of the table. Then he cuts her skirt from her, leaving her in nothing but her shoes, which are soon cut as well. He tapes her mouth shut, and holds something up for her to see. A dildo. Almost as large as his cock. It presses into her pussy, and its twin violates her ass. This one hurts a lot. She bucks her hips and screams into the gag. He dumps her purse across the table, and lifts up her lipstick. Uncapping it, he writes across her tits and belly with it. She can just make out ‘Whore’ and ‘My Bitch’ before he slaps her. Then he looks down at her.

“There is a meeting Monday first thing, before anybody else gets here. I doubt you will get fired, but just in case you do. You can meet me in front of the building next week.” Then he blindfolds her with more of the tape. She hears him leave, and sobs, tomorrow is going to be a long day.


The End


