
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




 


 


Live Lust Broadcast

 


Kristy Flowers

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



 


 


LIVE LUST BROADCAST

A KRISTY FLOWERS BOOK

 


 


Copyright © Kristy Flowers 2014

 


SMASHWORDS EDITION

 


All rights reserved.

 


This book is a work of fiction. Any
similarity between the characters and situations within its pages
and places or persons, living or dead, is unintentional and
co-incidental.

 


Previously published under the title
of “Live Lust Broadcast” on several Internet platforms.

 


Terms and Conditions:

The purchaser of this book is
subject to the condition that he/she shall in no way resell it, nor
any part of it, nor make copies of it to distribute
freely.

 


Cover design by Kristy
Flowers

 


Original art Copyright 2014
© Kristy
Flowers

 


 



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


For dad

 


 



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


LIVE LUST BROADCAST

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 1

 


“Three…two…one…queue!”

“Good evening,
my name is Karen Miller. You are watching NNB, and these are
today’s headlines…”

Standing next to a large screen,
Karen stared into the teleprompter, reading the text that scrolled
on the screen, giving the audience the illusion that she knew all
the text by heart and was staring directly into the
camera.

In many ways,
Karen was a genius. Fresh out of journalism school, she was hired
by the local bureau of the National News Broadcast at the age of
twenty-two and six years later, she had worked her way up to become
the lead anchor of the prime time evening news broadcast. With eyes
that radiated authority, she spoke into the camera with full
confidence even though she didn’t know
what the next line of text would be. She had to simply trust in her
gut instinct to determine which words to emphasize and which
sentences she could read faster.

“Page three is
dead! Page three is dead!” a voice sounded
in Karen’s right ear while she was still
reading out the headlines. The producer in the control room had
just received news from the director that the live interview for
the segment on page three of the script would be
delayed.

“Right, Syria
news is delayed,” Karen thought to herself
while her mouth was still moving.

Then the teleprompter slowly came
to a halt, signaling that for now, this was the end of what she had
to say live on air.

“…and Neil
Harrison has more.”

Karen finished
her first live performance for the evening with a nod, staring into
the camera. She prayed that she could hold out for another two
seconds. For the past couple of weeks, she has had an annoying itch
in her throat, always causing her to cough. Normally this
wouldn’t be a problem, but during a live
broadcast, a cough was unacceptable.

“Package is
playing,” the voice of the producer
sounded from the earpiece.

Quickly Karen pointed to her
throat and the producer in the control room immediately knew what
she meant.

“Hey, turn off
her mic,” he told the sound
director.

“Alright, mic is
off. Go ahead Karen,” the sound director
said.

Grateful, Karen raised a hand to
her mouth and coughed. For the next few minutes everything would be
fine, but she was sure that soon that annoying itch in her throat
would return.

As a
professional anchor, she couldn’t take
cough medicine since that would risk damaging her voice. The best
thing she could do was drink lots of water and hope that the itch
would go away by itself, but so far there was no
success.

“How’s your throat, Karen?”
the director’s voice
sounded from her earpiece.

“Just like
before,” Karen answered.
“No better, no worse.”

“Alright,
package is ending. You’re back in
three…two…one,
queue!”

Karen took a
breath, praying that everything would be alright. She had worked
too long and too hard to have her career ruined by a single
cough. “The royal baby has become the
attention of the Internet…”

With a sigh, sat
down in her chair after the live broadcast. Using her thumb, she
gently felt her throat, willing for the damned itch to go away.
Normally people wouldn’t think much of a
light cough, but for her, as a professional anchor, her voice was
everything. If her voice was ruined, so was her
career.

“It
isn’t getting any better?”
a young woman popped her head up from the next
cubicle. Her name was Denise, and she was the intern who would stay
with them over the summer. Although Karen was at the top of the
food chain and Denise at the very bottom, they had quickly become
genuine friends. In Denise she saw the young woman she was seven
years ago. Young, ambitious and slightly naive.

“No,
Denise,” Karen sighed.
“But it’s not getting
worse either.”

Denise let out a light laugh. She
was young and carefree, but at the same time very much aware of how
hard a future career in journalism might be.

“It’s 10pm, our shift is almost
over,” Denise looked at her
wristwatch. “Want to go grab a
bite?”

“Sorry, I
can’t today. Gotta sleep early so this
cough doesn’t get any
worse.”

Karen had to do everything within
her power to limit the effect the cough had on her voice. Drinking
water, avoiding alcohol and carbonated drinks, avoid spicy and oily
food, and sleeping early. These were all the things anchors knew to
keep their voice at a consistent level, so that every time they
performed live, the audience would always hear the same familiar
voice.

“No
problem,” Denise smiled. She was glad that
she had become friends with Karen. She was down-to-earth and was
still young enough to remember the hardships a young graduate would
experience the moment they left the safe and sound student bubble.
Everyone else was already older and completely absorbed in their
jobs, having acquired the feeling of an elite position and unable
to sympathize with young twenty year olds who struggled just to get
an interview. But above all, Denise admired
Karen’s determined professionalism and the
great lengths she went to make sure every time she was in front of
the camera, she would give a great performance.

“By the way, did
you hear?” Denise’s head shot up from her cubicle again just as she had sat
down again. “They are hiring a new senior
editor who specializes in Adobe Premier. I heard
he’s like a magician once he sits down in
the editing suite.”

“Really?”
Karen smiled. She didn’t
have much contact with the editors who put the package programs
together, she was more in touch with the writing staff who wrote
the scripts she reads out in front of the camera. She has to become
familiar with their writing styles and the lengths of their
sentences. The writers also paid great attention to how fast Karen
spoke on the air, even paying attention if she was in a good mood
or not, as that would affect how fast she spoke. Recently she had
been speaking slightly faster, out of fear that she
wouldn’t be able to keep her itching cough
under control.

“Once he is
here, maybe he will join us for the LLB,” Denise winked.

Karen let out a dry laugh. The
Live Lust Broadcast was a secret that was strictly kept by the
staff, not even the top bosses knew about it. In the back of the
NNB office, there were a large number of editing suites, tape
storage rooms and beds where staff could rest on if there were
breaking news and everyone had to stay at the office for several
days in a row.

During the day the editing suites
and storage rooms were used for their designed purposes, but the
evening shift staff had a little secret. Once the evening news
program had finished, if a pair felt like it, they could go into
the editing suites, or one of the resting rooms with soft beds and
use each other to relief the stress of working in a 24-hour
newsroom. Karen knew that Denise had been relieving her carnal
lusts with the Carl, the assistant editor, every night after she
finished proofreading the scrips for the morning news
broadcast.

The staff had dubbed it LLB, Live
Lust Broadcast. Some of the bedrooms had been outfitted with hidden
cameras, and if the staff wished for it, they could watch different
pairs fuck in the back rooms on the numerous screens in the control
room.

“Do you want to
go?” Carl came from behind Denise and put
his arms around her shoulder.

“Just a
minute,” Denise purred, turned her head
and kissed him on the lips. Once their lips were connected, they
couldn’t help stay connected. Denise
kissed him with a ravenous greed, and Carl happily obliged. Their
tongues danced, and some of their shared saliva dripped onto her
desk.

Blushing, Karen looked a way. She
had never participated in the LLB. All her life, she had focused on
climbing further, always trying to reach higher. That is why she
had always ignored the excited beat of her heart or the dampness
between her legs every time she felt aroused and was filled with an
animal desire to be fucked and fucked well.

Moments later, Denise had turned
off her computer and skipped off with Carl. Along the way to the
resting rooms, neither could keep there hands off each other.
Denise was massaging the large bulge in his pants while Carl had
cupped her voluminous breasts.

The office was largely empty now,
with most of the remaining staff either in the control room or the
engaging in their carnal desire in the back rooms.

While she wanted to go home right
away, Karen felt curious about the sex the intern was having. With
a gulp, she walked into the control room. There were six giant
screens on the wall, each dedicated a room where the coworkers got
intimate.

“Denise and Carl
went into the room with mics!” one of the
writers exclaimed.

There were some laughs and clasps,
and some staff even stood up to cheer.

Feeling nervous, Karen stood in
the back of the room. During normal broadcast, together with the
director and the producer, they were the ruling kings of the
editorial room, but now, in the same place, she felt as if she was
an intern on her first day.

Swallowing,
Karen’s gaze turned to the upper right
screen. Her jaw dropped slightly at the sight that filled her eyes.
Denise was on her knees and pumping her head back and
forth.

“Zoom in on
camera three!” the director
ordered.

There was a
laugh and the technician zoomed in on Denise. Karen swallowed again
and completely forgot about her cough. Her lips were wrapped around
Carl’s thick cock, her cheeks hollow to
create more suction. Carl had his large hands on her head, pulling
her head forward so that his thick member could fuck her mouth even
deeper.

“Baby, stick out
your tongue,” he
groaned.

Denise stuck out
her tongue and used it to massage the underside of his cock while
Carl continued to pump in and out of her mouth. From the surround
sound speaker in the room, one could clearly hear the slurping
sound of her saliva on her tongue and how it covered the entire
underside of his cock. The mix of her juices covered his entire
shaft, glistening in the dim light of the room. Letting out an
animal growl, Carl grabbed her head and shoved his cock deep inside
her mouth. Denise let out a whimper, but didn’t try to push him away. Her eyes were smiling and she looked
up at him, observing how she was using her mouth to bring him to
her mercy.

Her lips hugged the base of cock,
the juices in her mouth overflowing and dripping down onto the
floor from his balls. For a while they stayed like this, her cheeks
becoming even more shallow as she sucked him further in, and her
tongue continued to move, massaging the sensitive underside of his
hardness.

After almost a full minute, Carl
pulled out of her mouth with a groan. With his large thick arms he
carried her over to the bed and placed her on her back.

“Come,”
Denise giggled, and she spread her arms and legs,
welcoming him.

Without wasting another moment,
Carl mounted her, and his large broad back covered her completely.
Taking the base of his cock, he rubbed his large swollen head
against her hot creamy folds.

“Put it in
me,” Denise urged, her eyes glaze and her
breath shallow. “I need
it.”

Carl grinned and with a grunt,
pushed half of his hardness into her. Denise cried out with
delight, her small hands grabbing his tensed thighs. She felt Carl
pulling back slightly, and in response she tightened her inner
muscles, trapping him with her hot insides.

Karl gritted his
teeth. “Denise! Oh my
God…your pussy feels
great.”

Denise grinned and reached up to
cup his face. She pulled him down and put her tongue inside his
mouth.

“Fuck
me,” she whispered. “I want you to pound into my hot pussy, I want to hear your
balls slap against my ass.”

This drove Carl over the edge.
With an animal moan, he pushed the full length of his cock into
her. Once both had adjusted, their wild fucking knew no bounds.
Again and again, Carl slammed into her, the slapping sound of their
flesh filling the control room.

“Yes!”
Denise cried and tried to grind her hips even
closer to his.

Carl grabbed her slim waist and
shoved himself as deep into her as possible. His balls slapped
against her buttocks, filling the control room with the sound of
their raw flesh.

“Baby…I’m
going cum,” he growled and wanted to pull
out of her.

“No!”
Denise quickly wrapped her legs around his hips
so that Carl couldn’t escape.
“Cum inside me.”

Unable to escape
Denise’s tight lock and the rational part
of his mind losing to the thrashing animal inside him, Carl shoved
himself deep into her one last time and groaned as he splurged his
semen into her.

Denise yelped out with delight.
Her body trembled with the sensation of his thick hot cream filling
her, her jaw hanging open, unable to form proper words.

Panting, Carl collapsed on top of
her, with his softening manhood still plugged inside her,
preventing any of the semen he pumped into her to flow out.
Satisfied, Denise put her arms around his large back and like that
they rested for while.

 


——————

 


Karen watched in
the control room, feeling awkward as she felt a dampness form
between her legs. This was the first time she had watched Denise.
She couldn’t have imagined that the young
energetic woman sitting in the cubicle across hers could behave in
such an erotic way.

Watching the other monitors in the
control room, the other pairs were also close to finishing, with
some even starting on their second rounds.

Maybe, just
maybe, Karen wanted to participate too, but she
didn’t have good relations with anyone in
the office, nor did she feel attracted to any particular man. They
were all great to work with, but she didn’t feel attracted to any of them as a man.

Her eyes
traveled to Denise’s screen again, just as
she had sat up and began sucking Carl’s
cock clean. She used her tongue to lick off all the juices, but
Carl grew hard from that again, grabbed her head and began fucking
her mouth. He didn’t stop until he came in
her mouth and Denise had swallowed it all. She then used a strong
sucking motion of her lips to suck his manhood clean in one
go.

Gulping, Karen knew that she
wanted it too.


Chapter 2

 


The next day, Karen arrived at the
office shortly before lunch. Denise greeted her as per usual, and
so did her other coworkers. Everyone was busy with putting together
the news segments for the afternoon broadcast, and other daytime
staff were busy updating the NNB website, answering phones and
emails, and communicating with reporters stationed in the Ukraine,
Syria and Afghanistan for the latest updates.

There was a tense buzz in the
office, but Karen was used to that. This morning however, things
were different. She had attended her first Live Lust Broadcast. She
looked at Denise and she could not imagine that the young,
hardworking intern sitting across her was the same passion filled
woman on the screen last night. She saw Carl walking around in full
working mode, as if nothing had happened last night. She watched
the other participants in the LLB, all of them busying themselves.
The director and producer were discussing the order of the
headlines, their professionalism not even giving the slightest hint
as to what transcended in the control room at night.

“Karen!”
Denise whispered across the her
cubicle.

“Yes?”
Karen returned, unsure of how to behave towards
the intern.

“After the
evening broadcast today, they are going to hold an event called The
Lottery.”

“What?”
Karen shook her head in
confusion.

“It’s has got something to do with
the LLB, I sent you an email with all the
details.”

Karen nodded and
turned on her laptop. Curiosity nagging at her, she opened her
inbox and found an email from Denise entitled ‘The Lottery’. Looking over her
shoulder to see if it was safe for her to read an LLB related
email, she clicked on it after she saw that no one was approaching
her.

Her eyes raced
through the writing, her heart beating as fast as when she did her
first live broadcast. The email said that after several months of
extremely stressful news coverage, the regular LLB attendees have
decided to hold a special event to give everyone a special chance
to relief their stress. Everyone in the evening broadcast who is
willing to participate should reply to Denise and confirm their
attendance. She will then print a card with the
participant’s name on it and throw it in a
box. There will be one for men and one for women. One card from
each box will be drawn for each room, and the matching two names
will have the opportunity to fuck each other’s brains out in one of the back rooms. The hook was that
those rooms would be pitch black and the participants would be
forbidden to speak, so that no one would know who they are fucking.
This was an event designed for the most primitive kind of relief.
The cameras in the room would be exchanged with night vision
cameras for the audience in the control room.

Gulping, Karen
leaned back in her chair. Wow, was the only thought in her mind.
After watching Denise last night, she had wanted to participate
too. After all, working as a professional anchor was a very
stressful job and it had been months since she’s last had a man fuck her thoroughly. The Lottery would solve
the problem that she wasn’t very attracted
to any men in the evening broadcast team. In a pitch black
environment, they couldn’t see each other
and could instead purely enjoy a messy session of raw
fucking.

Her gaze traveled upwards and made
eye contact with Denise. The young intern grinned and gave her the
thumbs up. With a nervous smile, Karen nodded.

She clicked on the reply
button.

 


——————

 


“Queue!”

“Good evening,
you are watching NNB news. These are today’s headlines…”

Karen read the
text on the teleprompter with a a slight smile playing at the
corner of her lips. Normally she would be more solemn, however this
time she had something to look forward to after work. About forty
minutes after the evening broadcast, the staff would hold a special
LLB event in the office. It would be the ultimate chance to find an
outlet for her pent up carnal lust. The fact that she
wouldn’t know who she was going to fuck
and that the selection would be entirely random made things even
more exciting.

“Thank you for
watching. For the latest updates, please check our website
NNB.com,” Karen gave a slight
nod.

“Three…two…one, graphics playing,” the director
sounded form her eyepiece.

Letting out a breath of relief,
Karen put down her papers and headed to her desk after exchanging a
word with the camera man, thanking him for the excellent work he
did every night.

Today’s broadcast had gone well.
Throughout the entire thirty minute program, she had only felt the
need to cough once. She headed to the break room and got herself a
glass of warm water. The doctor had said this would be best for her
throat. Before she could even take sip, Denise had quickly joined
her.

The intern was giddy with
excitement and bit her lower lip while she balled her
fists.

“Here!”
she pulled out a piece of folded paper from her
back pocket.

Karen unfolded it and on it had a
simple number.

“Three?”
Karen shook her head in
confusion.

“Yes!”
Denise grinned. “That
means you’ll be in room
three!”

“Are you sure
the Lottery room numbers were decided at random?”
Karen raised an eyebrow.

“Maybe…”
Denise averted her eyes and let out a
laugh.

Shaking her head, Karen frowned
and laughed with her. She was just an intern, but perhaps it was
because she lacked the solemn professionalism everyone here had,
that she could bring some much needed laughter into the office. She
made a mental note to tell the director that he should try to have
Denise work here full-time after her graduation.

“And who will my
partner be?” Karen
asked.

“That’s a secret,”
Denise winked.

“Oh right, sorry
I forgot,” Karen
replied.

Now that she had been assigned an
official room number, she felt incredibly nervous. The room would
be pitch black, and the fact that she would be fucking a random man
for the sheer sake of carnal relief turned her on. But at the same
time, there were butterflies in her stomach.

“And room three
will have a night vision camera?” she
asked even though she already knew the answer.

“Of
course,” Denise gave her the thumbs
up.

Karen let out an
nervous laugh and drank her warm water. She would love some coffee,
but she was afraid the bitterness of it would affect her throat.
Usually this wouldn’t be a problem, but
she was a bit paranoid regarding her cough.

“Don’t worry,” Denise put both of her hands on her shoulder.
“I have assigned someone special to room
three.”

“So you mean
although you said the pairs would decided at random, you actually
rigged the drawing?”

“I can neither
confirm nor deny that,” Denise stuck out
her tongue, the same tongue she used to sensually massage the
underside of Carl’s cock last night, and
laughed.

 


——————

 


Half an hour
later, it was time. Altogether there were six rooms tonight
assigned for the Lottery LLB event. Karen was in room three and
Denise in room six. She had no idea who would be in the other four
rooms, nor did she care. Karen sat on the soft bed in room three
and waited for her partner to come. Who would it be? Would she be
able to guess who it was? What if he smelled bad? What if he
slipped and fell? All those questions circled in her head until she
heard a creak coming from the door. Adhering to the rules, she
closed her eyes so that she couldn’t see
the person. Once she heard the door close, she opened her eyes
again and everything was pitch black.

She felt the
person sit next to her. This is it, she thought to herself. It felt
so exciting that she was going to fuck someone she knew from the
office, yet she would have no idea who she was fucking. Their raw
sex would be to simply enjoy each other’s
body. Nothing but raw sex. Just this thought made her Karen
wet.

She was about to open her mouth
and introduce herself, but then she remembered the ground rules of
the Lottery. No one would be allowed to say a single word, save for
the grunts and moans of the raw carnal pleasure they would give
each other.

Suddenly, she felt a large hand on
her shoulder. The man pulled her closer until she felt her face
press against his chest. Wow, she thought. So he was much taller
than her. Then without warning, he pushed her chin up and kissed
her.

At first it felt strange to kiss a
complete stranger, but it had been so long since she felt the rough
lips of a man. With a moan, she opened her mouth and let his tongue
slip in. His hand pulled her shoulders even closer to him and his
other hands massaged her breasts. It was then that Karen felt it.
She could feel how badly the man wanted to fuck her, how desperate
he was to plow her body.

She could feel
her entire body pressed against his, and she tried to guess who it
could be, but to no avail. Her left breast was pressing against his
chest. Her hands felt his entire body, familiarizing herself with
the man she was going to fuck. She gasped at how well built he was.
His chest was as hard as rock, and she could feel the warmth
emitting from his muscles. His stomach had a set of perfect abs,
the hardness of them making Karen’s mouth
water.

Then, unable to
resist, Karen’s hand traveled down to his
crotch. Even though he was wearing jeans, she gasped as she felt
how thick and long his cock was. Feeling the width of his girth,
Karen felt her cunt become hot and creamy, hungry to have this
thick cock inside her.

His thick hot tongue exploring her
mouth, she unzipped his jeans and massaged his thick meat through
his underwear. She heard him let out a groan and responded by
kissing her with a ravenous greed. His tongue invaded every corner
of her mouth, and just when he pulled out, he would suck her tongue
into his mouth, leaving her no escape.

Aroused by his
sudden aggressiveness, Karen’s hands
traveled below the elastic waistband of his underwear and grabbed
his hardness. She swallowed with anticipation. The mushroom head of
his cock was hot and swollen with some sperm already oozing out of
the opening. His shaft stood erect, hard as steel, ready to fuck
her and fuck her well. She felt her breath quicken as she imagined
this rock hard stallion rod fuck her pussy. She
couldn’t wait to be mounted by him. She
wanted to be fucked so badly.

Following her instincts, Karen
stopped kissing this stranger wrapped in darkness. For a moment
they were both left breathless from their lust filled
kiss.

Wanting to take
the initiative, Karen gently pushed his hard chest so that he was
lying down on the bed. Her hands and tongue traveling down his
muscular torso, Karen couldn’t believe how
well formed his body was. His thick chest and hard abs formed
perfect ridges for her tongue to explore, leaving her hungry for
more.

Finally, she reached the thick
throbbing member. Breathing it in, she could sense its heat and
eagerness for attention. The man shivered as he felt her breath
travel along the underside of his cock.

With a snicker, Karen stuck out
her tongue and used the broad surface of it to sensually cover the
entire underside of his hardness in her saliva.

“Urgh…”
she could hear the man sigh. She loved it. Just
with her mouth, she could control this beast of a man. Even if he
didn’t know who she was, in this darkness,
she was his Goddess. She could feel him raising his hips, desperate
to drive his cock further into her moist mouth.

She stuck out her tongue, making
room for him. With a groan, he pushed further into her mouth,
hitting the back of her throat. Karen gargled slightly, but she
enjoyed it. She had no idea whose cock was fucking her mouth, and
this anonymity simply turned her on. Two strangers could engage the
most carnal acts inside this dark room, letting go of the
professional person they were raised to become and embrace their
inner animal.

Karen placed her
hands on his hips, and pushed him down. At first he was unwilling
to obey, but then Karen’s cheeks became
hollow, creating a vacuum and sucking him for all he was worth.
Understanding that her mouth around his swollen member made her in
control, he obeyed. As a reward, Karen kissed his mushroom
head.

Slowly, Karen got down to
business. Using her mouth, she wanted to make him quiver and tease
his cock to the point where he would shake with
anticipation.

She stuck out
her tongue and gave the underside of his cock a few rough licks,
increasing the pressure the closer she got to his head, knowing he
was more sensitive there. Then she enveloped his hot swollen
mushroom head in her mouth and her cheeks grew hollow. His
sensitive mushroom head faced the full assault of
Karen’s self-taught suction technique. The
flesh of her cheeks was rubbing against the sides of his head while
her tongue swiveled on the swollen top. She then folded her tongue
and shifted it to the hot underside of his mushroom head,
blanketing it in her juices.

After a whole minute of this
torturous pleasure, Karen released him and she could hear him sigh
with both relief and disappointment. Without giving him another
second to rest, she unhinged her jaw and took the entire length of
his shaft in. His meaty length filled her entire mouth and hit the
back of her throat. He groaned at the sensation of having his
entire cock enveloped in her mouth again. The head of his manhood
was melting in the tight caverns of her throat, trapped between the
hot back and the smooth underside of her tongue. Karen gargled and
that sent agonizing vibrations throughout his entire
shaft.

Her nose was
buried at the base of his shaft, nuzzling in his pubic hair. She
thought she might feel uncomfortable, but there was something about
this man that she couldn’t quite put her
finger on. She breathed in the scent of his cock, but no matter how
hard she thought, she couldn’t imagine
which one of her coworkers it could be. None of them were as
muscular as the stallion inside her mouth, and none of them had the
scent he carried.

Breathing in the smell of sex,
Karen decided to go all out and she hallowed her cheeks again. She
spread out her lips so that his entire shaft was covered by her.
Then with her cheeks still hallow, she slowly moved back, pulling
his cock through the slippery tight enclosures the suction of her
mouth created.

His entire body shook with
pleasure. Without mercy, Karen continued her upward sucking motion
until his mushroom head was between her lips. With her lips, she
sucked on it as hard as she could, almost as if she wanted to
always keep his swollen cock inside her mouth all the time. Then
without warning, she loosened the grip of her lips slightly and
slammed her mouth down onto his cock, fucking his meat with her
throat.

The man groaned and Karen moved
her head up and down without ever releasing her suction technique.
His cock rubbed against the walls of her throat and mouth, the
entire room filled with the slurping sounds of their oral
fucking.

Her mouth was overflowing and her
saliva was flowing out, dripping onto the bedsheets from her chin.
Then Karen stopped the sliding motions with her head and slowly
raised his hips, signaling that she him to wanted to fuck her
throat.

Without wasting
a moment, the man began pounding her mouth as it was her pussy,
slamming in and out, in and out. He grabbed her head, pushed it
downwards and at the same time raised his hips upwards. The sounds
of Karen’s gargling, the sloshing sounds
of him slamming into her mouth filled the room.

“Gargh…gurgh…grugh…” Karen sounded, the back of
her throat lubricated with a mixture of leaking semen and her own
thick saliva.

Slam, slam slam.
The man held her head and Karen’s spread
out lips hit the base of his cock every time. She
couldn’t believe how could it felt. In
this dark room, with this stranger, both of them could finally let
out the sexual frustrations and desires. Since no one knew the
other, they could feel no shame and do whatever animal fucking they
desire. With this stranger’s cock pounding
her throat, she used her mouth as a pussy for him. She had always
wanted to have her mouth fucked like a pussy, for her jaw to be
overflowing with juices and dripping everywhere.

She unhinged her jaw so that this
stranger stallion specimen of a man could continue to fuck her
mouth even faster than before.

With all shame lost, he pounded
into her mouth like a machine, hitting the back of her throat with
all his strength.

“Urgh…God,” the stranger let a word escape from his mouth. It was a voice
Karen didn’t know, but she
couldn’t hear him properly as only the
slapping sound of her lips against his crotch filled her
ears.

Then with one
final stroke, the stranger man shoved himself as deep into her
mouth as he could and pumped his semen down her throat. Caught in
the moment of animal lust, Karen accepted it and let the hot cream
flow down her throat. It tasted slightly bitter, yet there was
something about swallowing a stranger’s
cum that turned her on so much that she wanted to shove his cock
into her pussy right away.

Sighing, the
man’s body quivered and finally as just
pumped the last drop of semen into her mouth did his entire body
relax.

 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 3

 


The next day, Karen showed up with
a yawn at the office. The staff was so enthusiastic about the
Lottery event that many in the control room watching decided to
hold a second drawing of the night after all six of the pairs had
finished releasing their carnal desires.

Karen still
remember what happened after she gave him the blowjob. With only a
few sucks, he was as hard as rock. He grabbed her by the shoulder,
spun her around and mounted her. Before Karen could say anything,
he drove his steel cock into her, causing both of them to moan with
pleasure. Karen’s mouth watered as she
remembered how his thick member stretched her cunt, yet she was so
wet that it didn’t hurt at all. She loved
it. She loved how full she felt with his thick cock inside her. She
wanted for him to pump into her without mercy.

The intensity of
their fuck was beyond anything she had experienced. His hard
muscular body covered hers, his thick cock using clean stroking
motions to go in and out of her pussy, and his mouth kissed
her’s hungrily, never letting her tongue
escape.

He pulled out and pumped his semen
onto her stomach. In her daze, played around with the cum on her
stomach and licked her fingers. How delicious it tasted. Without
caring for how the semen might affect her voice, she continued to
suck on her finger like it was a lollipop, enjoying the heavy scent
of raw sex.

She was determined to ask him who
he was, but before she could open her mouth, the man had gotten off
the bed and closed the door behind him. With the light from the
corridor that got through the crack in the door, she only managed
to catch a glimpse of his broad muscular back before he
vanished.

Karen
couldn’t get a wink of sleep that night.
She joined the staff to watch the second round of pairs indulging
in their fucking, but in reality she scanned the control room for
the man who had fucked her so well. She was sure that none of the
men she knew in the office had such a broad and sturdy back. She
asked Denise to tell her who she was paired up with, but the intern
refused to tell hen. A decision that was quite courageous of her
considering that fact that she was the desperate intern and Karen
the lead anchor of the prime time evening
broadcast.

On that night, Denise gave her a
wink and told her that Karen would have to find out for herself who
this man was.

After the second round of the
Lottery event ended, Karen spent the whole night thinking about who
this mysterious man with the vitality of an animal might be, but
none of her male coworkers matched the glimpse of his back that she
caught.

“Karen,”
the director came over. “Do you have maybe half an hour after lunch, I want to
introduce you to the new senior editor we hired.”

Karen raised both of her eyebrows.
The new senior editor would be the only man in the newsroom she had
not met so far, perhaps he was the stranger whom she had fucked
last night?

“Where’s he now?” she asked.

“In the editing
suite,” the director pointed with his
thumb. “He’s
configuring the settings of the Adobe Premier suite and editing the
packages for the afternoon broadcast.”

Karen nodded.
For now then, she wouldn’t disturb him. If
the new senior editor couldn’t get the
packages and videos for the broadcast ready, it would mean trouble
for Mary, the lead anchor for the afternoon show. And if the
editing schedule for Mary fell behind, then it could mean trouble
for the evening show as well.

Karen opened her
email and began reading, but she simply couldn’t focus. The heat of the cock in her mouth last night was
still lingering, and nearly every thought in her mind was about the
incredible sex she had last night.

Wild, dirty and
messy. They behaved like animals, fucking each
other’s brains out.

Exhaling, Karen got up and went to
the bathroom.

Yet, even in the
bathroom she couldn’t find her
peace.

“Carl…”
she heard Denise’s voice
moan in a hushed tone.

“Baby,”
he grunted.

Glancing behind her, Karen saw a
closed toilet stall. She could hear the sound of flesh slapping,
and the slurping sounds of a hard cock plowing through a hot and
creamy cunt.

Karen gulped. Behind her in the
closed stall, Carl was taking Denise from behind. During this time,
everyone was busy preparing for the afternoon broadcast, maybe that
is why they thought no one would come to the bathroom, hence they
could sneak in a quick and satisfying fuck.

“Ungh,”
Carl sounded as he buried his cock deep inside
Denise and pumped his semen into her.

“That feels so
good,” Denise purred.

Karen heard the sound of Carl
ripping some toilet paper, but Denise quickly stopped
him.

“Why
don’t you let me clean that for
you?”

Before Carl
could say another word, Denise dropped to her knees and took his
softened manhood into her warm mouth. There were several loud
sucking noises and Carl’s
sighing.

“Done,”
Denise giggled and zipped up his
hands.

“Baby,
I’m hard again.”

“Let’s do it again after
lunch.”

Karen quickly walked out of the
bathroom, wanting to avoid the awkwardness of having to face them
coming out of the stall.

Hot and
bothered, Karen returned to her desk. She stared at the scripts the
editors had put it in front of her. She glazed over them, unable to
concentrate. She couldn’t get the words
into her head and begin rehearsing which words to emphasize. All
she could think about was the carnal fucking she heard in the
bathroom and the incredible sex she had last
night.

 


——————

 


Karen ate lunch
by herself in the break room. Denise had gone off again with Carl
again to get in a quick fuck before lunch ends. Who would the new
senior editor be, she wondered. She reminded herself that her first
priority was to deliver a good performance as an anchor, but no
matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t
focus on the script in front of her. She thought of how it felt to
claw against his back as he drove his hard cock into
her.

This mysterious stranger who had
such a broad back that it covered her so completely. She made a
mental note to pay attention the back of the new senior editor, to
see if it matched with her memory of the man who fucked her so well
last night.

“Karen?”
the director knocked on the
door.

“Yes?”
her head shot up, ripped out of her
thoughts.

“Do you have
time now? I want to introduce you to the new senior
editor.”

“Alright,” Karen simply
said.

Taking a breath she stood up and
headed out of the break room.


Chapter 4

 


Karen followed the director to the
editing suites. Walking past the control room, she remembered how
just last night, the screens were filled with the live video feeds
of her colleagues having sex in the back rooms. Now they displayed
the current program that was playing on the NNB channel, the text
on the teleprompter, Google Earth, and various other news
channels.

“He’s just finishing up the first
package for the evening broadcast,” the
director said before he opened the door.

Karen entered the room and before
her she saw a man sitting in the chair, facing her sideways and his
eyes intensely focused on the screen in front of him. He was
wearing a white T-Shirt and in an instant Karen analyzed the
visible biceps. Right now he was relaxed, but she could tell
nevertheless that he had a lot of strength in his arms. His arms
matched with the strength of the stranger who plowed her last
night, but she had to see his back to be sure.

The man had
heard that someone had opened the door and he turned around after
pressing Command + S, a habit developed after many years of
writing, filming and editing. He faced her, and
Karen’s breath stopped short. His hair was
raven black, coming down to his nape and had a slight natural curl
to it. His eyelashes and eyebrows were long and thick. His were
dark brown and immediately made eye contact with her. He gazed at
with the same intensity as he had when he was working. It almost
made Karen take a step back. She had never met a man before who
carried fervor with his eyes. His jaw was well set, and his lips
were finely chiseled as if he was carved out of
stone.

He smiled at Karen and stood
up.

“Hi, you must be
the anchor Karen. I’m Marco, the new
senior editor,” he shook her
hand.

“Nice to meet
you,” Karen nodded, feeling slightly
intimated by the air around him. Just moments ago he was as
focused, and now all of the sudden he spoke to her with a voice
that drew her in. She watched his lips as they were moving. Were
those the lips that kissed her last night? She swallowed. How could
a man like that exist? His lips demanded for a woman to kiss
him.

“Marco had just
arrived last night,” the director
said. “He spent some time familiarizing
himself with our programs and started working a couple of hours
ago.”

“Yeah, I was
quite…surprised by how dynamic the staff
here is,” he smiled.

Karen
automatically opened her mouth to reply, but she
couldn’t find the words to speak. What did
he mean by ‘dynamic’? Was he referring to the LLB? She had half a mind of asking
him outright if he participated in the LLB, but it was an iron rule
to never mention the LLB during day time operations. If anyone
found it, it would turn into a disaster.

“Karen is one of
our youngest talents. In only a few years she has become the anchor
of our prime time broadcast,” the director
said.

“I have watched
your evening program before,” Marco
said. “I think your career is well
deserved, you have this air of authority whenever you speak on
camera.”

Marco and the director laughed.
The producer knocked on the door and asked for the director to come
to the control room. He said that there was a problem with some of
the footage for the evening show.

“The boss said
we can’t use those,” the producer said. “The
fuckin’ cunts in Washington might get
pissed.”

 


Karen could tell that the producer
was genuinely angry. Normally his English would be neutral, but
whenever something seriously got on his nerves, he would slip back
into an Irish accent.

The director sighed and excused
himself. Political news were important but it was dangerous to be
reporting it in a neutral manner. One way or the other, a political
party would get ticked off.

After the director left, Marco
offered Karen a seat, but she refused. She said she should go and
have a look at issue in the control room. As the lead anchor, it
was also her responsibility to keep political influences out of the
script she would read.

“How is your
throat?” Marco asked just as she was about
to leave.

Surprised, Karen
turned around. “What do you
mean?”

“Don’t you an itch in your
throat?” he asked.

“Yes…but how do you
know?”

“As an editor, I
watch as many news programs as possible so that I can keep track of
what everyone else is doing,” he said and
folded his fingers together. “And I also
watch NNB’s evening show. Recently I felt
that you were speaking faster than usual and you swallow more when
you’re on camera. From my past experience,
I felt that you had the need to cough.”

Karen raised
both eyebrows, impressed with Marco’s eye
for detail.

“It’s nothing special to notice
that,” he scratched his head, feeling
slightly embarrassed. “As an editor, you
just have to have a good eye for details. Every
detail.”

Unconsciously,
Karen swallowed again as Marco made eye contact with her as he
emphasized on the word ‘detail’. She
couldn’t quite put her finger on this man.
Was he trying to seduce her, or was he a focused professional?
Maybe she was simply imagining things. Maybe she was hoping that he
was the one who fucked her so well last night.

She averted her eyes and her gaze
fell on his chest. The fabric of his white shirt was slightly
stretched by his muscles. From this loose outline, Karen could tell
that Marco was very muscular, but she had to see his back. If she
could somehow get him to take off his shirt, she could confirm if
it was him.

“Will you stay
at the office after the evening broadcast?” she asked.

“I
don’t know,” Marco’s eyes hinted at a teasing
smile. “Will you?”

Without answering, Karen turned
around and slammed the door shut. Leaning against the wall, she let
out a deep sigh. She felt like a coward, escaping that tense
situation like that, but she felt if she did not walk of the room
at that moment, her heart would have stopped beating.

The playful purr in his voice, the
intensity of his eyes, and the teasing manner he chose to speak in,
she could not decide if he was playing with her or not. But the
fact that he knew that she had a problem with her throat proved
that he had been watching her long before she knew of his
existence.

Determined, Karen balled her
fists. She swore to herself that she would find out if Marco was
the stranger from last night.

And once Karen had made up her
mind, she would always get what she wanted.

 


——————

 


After a fierce argument with the
big bosses in the control room, Karen dropped herself onto her
cubicle chair. She was completely exhausted. Even though she was
the anchor, she was powerless when the bosses at the top of the NNB
had made a decision. Sometimes she felt that what she learned in
J-School was worthless and that in the end, all news channels are
companies. And companies were naturally profit
orientated.

“Are you
alright?” Denise popped her head
up.

“Hm?
Yeah…yeah.”

The young intern quickly got off
her chair and poured Karen a cup of tea, next to it she put a
Snickers bar.

“Thanks,”
Karen said with a light laugh and took the
wrapper off. As an anchor, she had to keep her calories in check,
but right now, she didn’t care anymore.
Eagerly she took a bite and sighed as the sweetness filled her
mouth.

It was just three more hours until
the scripts for the evening show had to be finalized, so without
another word, Denise got back to work. Instead of looking at the
scripts, Karen closed her eyes and decided to rest for a moment.
She was consciously aware that her stress levels were high. As a
professional, she wanted to bring it back down a bit, since high
stress levels would affect her reading speed. if she read too fast,
then that would cause problems for the director and the
writers.

 


——————

 


“Queue!”

“Good evening.
My name is Karen Miller, and these are today’s headlines…”

With her usual
serious expression, Karen read the text coming off the
teleprompter. Her pride as an anchor required her to read the text
on a neutral manner, but the journalist in her was screaming. The
writers had not been allowed to put in all the information they
had, out of fear that it might anger the
channel’s sponsors; businesses whose
profits might be affected if those facts got out.

“Package is
playing.”

With a nod, Karen let out a sigh,
momentarily letting the hard face of an anchor drop and revealing
how tired she felt.

“You’re doing great Karen, not a
single cough,” the director
said.

Surprised, Karen
felt her throat. It was true. She hadn’t
noticed it until now, but the itch in her throat was gone, and she
hadn’t felt the need to cough throughout
the entire broadcast.

“I think you
didn’t cough during the day
either,” the producer
added.

Karen nodded,
but didn’t say anything in return. It was
her iron rule that as long as she stood in front of the camera, she
would not risk saying anything that could ruin the
broadcast.

“Alright,
package is ending in three…two…one… “

For the rest of the broadcast,
Karen performed even better than usual. With her worry about the
cough gone, she finally appeared more relaxed on camera, and even
the camera man smiled. If she was more relaxed, so was
he.

Once the show was over, the
director and producer came out of the control room
clapping.

“Great job
Karen,” the director patted her on the
shoulder. “You were really good
today.”

“Really? Did I
do anything different?”

“You
didn’t notice?” the director asked, dumbfounded.

Karen shook her head.

“You
didn’t need to cough, right, but
also…” the director
said.

“Your voice
sounded better than usual,” the producer
finished.

“What do you
mean?” Karen asked.

“I
don’t know why, but it sounded more smooth
than usual,” the director said.
“There was just something about it today that
made it sound better.”

Karen thanked
them for the compliments, but she honestly didn’t know that her voice sounded better. Sitting down at her
desk, she contemplated about what could possibly have made the
difference. For the past two days, she had always stuck to her
usual routine of drinking warm water, sleeping eight hours and
avoiding oily and spicy foods. The only difference was that she
swallowed the cum of the stallion man in room
three.

She felt her
lips with her fingers. Could that be it, she wondered. Did that
man’s cum boost her
voice?

“Denise,”
she popped her head out of the cubicle.
“Is there gonna be a LLB
tonight?”

Instead of
Denise, it was Carl’s face which came rose
out of the cubicle opposite hers.

“Where’s Denise?” Karen asked.

Carl grinned and
pointed downwards. It was then that Karen noticed. There were
slurping sounds coming from below Denise’s
desk. She could hear the intern gargling and pumping her head back
and forth, creating juicy slurping noises.

Carl let out a
grunt and placed his hands on Denise’s
head and pulled her head so close that her nose was buried in his
pubic hair. With a gargle, she breathed in his aroused scent as he
pumped his semen down her throat.

“Yum,”
she smiled as she rose from beneath the desk and
sat down it. She the turned around to face Karen with a drop of
thick semen dripping from her chin.

“Yup,
there’s gonna be another LLB
tonight.”

Karen nodded a thanks. Somehow
after she had participated in the LLB, Denise and Carl had become
more open about their carnal relationship and began having sex in
more open places. Since most of the evening staff participated in
the LLB, nobody minded these two having sex at their desks once the
evening show was over.

Taking a breath, Karen stood up
and made her way to the back rooms. Tonight she would find out if
Marco was the mysterious stranger who had fucked her last
night.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 5

 


Karen found Marco alone sitting in
the control room. When Karen asked him why he was the only one
there, he said that the director, sound director and producer had
gone to get a quick drink.

“Are you staying
after work tonight?” Karen
asked.

“Are
you?” Marco answered her question with one
of his own.

“I’ll be resting in room
three,” Karen said and turned
around.

She had no idea of Marco even knew
about the LLB. She knew that he had arrived last night, but perhaps
the staff was uncomfortable revealing the LLB to a newcomer. But
since he had come yesterday evening, would that mean he saw the
LLB? And if he did, there is a chance he might have participated in
it. Since Denise was refusing to tell her, she only way to find out
if he was the stranger was by having him inside her.

As she walked out, she had
expected Marco to ask what she meant by room three, but she only
heard the door shut behind her.

She looked at the clock. In about
half an hour the LLB would start. She went back to her desk and
told Denise that she wanted to reserve room three. Denise said that
usually the rooms would on a first-come-first-serve basis, but for
Karen she would make an exception. With a wink, she handed Karen
the key.

To kill time,
Karen sorted the papers on her desks and some of the other staff
did the same. Those who didn’t want to
participate in the LLB left and those who were eager to relived
their carnal desires came back to the office after grabbing as
quick bite to eat.

When there were
only ten more minutes to go, he staff gathered in the control room.
Karen gave the controlling a passing glance, but she
couldn’t see Marco in there. For a moment
she thought that he might have gone home, but quickly dismissed
that thought. She decided to wait in room three for fifteen
minutes. If he didn’t show up, then he
wasn’t the mysterious man who had helped
get rid of her cough.

Karen unlocked
the door and sat down on the bed. For some reason, she felt even
more nervous than during the Lottery yesterday. Last night she felt
excited. The novelty of fucking someone whom she
didn’t know for the sake of animal release
turned her on. But this time, things were different. This time she
was aiming for a specific person, yet she
couldn’t be sure if it was
him.

Marco was an attractive man, but
she hungered for that physical connection she experience last
night. She felt that her body was compatible with the stranger she
fucked, and he fucked her so well, pumping his cock in and out of
her with clean thrusts, allowing her to experience one orgasm after
the other.

The minutes
ticked by and no one would knock on the door. Karen looked at clock
on the wall. Only three more minutes. If Marco
didn’t show up in three minutes, then she
would leave.

Then finally, the time was up and
Karen got off the bed. Just as she took her first step towards the
door, Marco ripped open the door.

Panting he stood in the doorway,
his white T-Shirt soaked, allowing Karen to see his
torso.

“It’s pouring outside,”
Marco said. “The online
weather forecast says that it is going to rain all night
long.”

“What about our
weather program? What did it say?” Karen
asked with a slight frown.

“No clouds,
clear sky,” Marco said.

They both shared a
laugh.

Marco closed the door behind him,
and Karen handed him a towel Denise had prepared for every room
where there was a bed.

After Marco had dried off, they
both sat on the bed.

“Did you
participate in the LLB last night?” Karen
asked.

Marco
nodded. “I did, but I
don’t know who it was I had sex with. The
room was completely dark and I didn’t know
which room number I was in either.”

Karen looked up at him, trying to
assess if he was the man from last night.

“Last night was
the first time I participated in the LLB. It was great sex, but I
want to find out who I had fucked. Maybe it’s you.”

Marco
smiled. “Let’s
find out.”

 


——————

 


“Mhmm…Carl,” Denise purred as the assistant editor kissed her
neck.

All the back
rooms were filled and she had given number three to Karen, so she
and Carl decided to find a different place in the office where they
could mate. It didn’t have to be a private
place, since everyone was in the control room. And even if somebody
saw them, it was part of the LLB. Lust and passion were the only
things that mattered here.

The pair had gone off to the break
room in order to get in a satisfying fuck before going home. They
had both considered simply going home to have sex, but there was
something about doing it in the newsroom that made them
horny.

Denise’s hands were resting against
the counter as Carl pressed up against her from behind. She
shivered as she felt his breath on the sensitive side of her neck.
With a grin, his mouth traveled upwards and his tongue teaser her
earlobe.

“Mhhung…”
she moaned.

She felt his powerful arms wrap
around her waist and his rough hands cup her breasts. He breathed
in her scent, becoming drunk with it. His hand explored every inch
of her body, traveling underneath her shirt. She sighed with
pleasure as she felt her naked skin come in contact with his broad
hands. With his hard erection pressing into her from behind, she
felt completely possessed by this aroused male who could not stop
himself from seeking her out for more sex.

“Baby, you are
divine,” he breathed onto her
neck.

Denise turned her head and kissed
him. Her entire body melted as she felt the heat of his lips on
hers, the roughness of his tongue quickly invading her soft mouth.
Her hand traveled to the back of his head and pulled him in closer
so that their kiss could no get any deeper.

She drank in his breath, tasting
him, relishing every bit of this powerful male who claimed her
every day.

Carl’s hands traveled downwards and
began to massage her thighs. He loved her thighs so much. Whenever
he had a moment with her in the news room, his hands would always
travel down to her thighs and ass and give them a little squeeze.
They were so tight, so juicy, he simply couldn’t help but cup her ass cheeks and squeeze them. She would
scold him whenever he did that, but he could see the corners of her
lips playing a smile.

Denise gasped when she felt his
middle finger massaging her cunt through the thin silk of her
panties. She pushed his tongue out of her mouth and bit his lower
lip. In response his thick finger pressed even harder against her
panties, causing to let out a low moan.

Carl loved it when Denise became
so passionate. He could feel the heat radiating from her pussy
through the silk panties she was wearing. He was sure his finger
would melt if her slipped them inside her, and almost afraid that
he would cum immediately when he would slide his cock in. Recently,
Denise had developed the habit of tensing her inner muscles
whenever he pushed his cock into her. So tight did she squeeze him
that he found it difficult to pull out, it was almost as if she
wanted for him to cum right away and refused to let him out until
she had milked him dry.

“Put it in
me,” Denise moaned.

“What do you
want?” Carl growled
playfully.

“Put your finger
in me,” Denise pleaded.

“Naughty
girl,” Carl murmured and with his thick
finger pulled her panties aside.

Denise let out a deep moan as she
felt his thick finger enter her hot and creamy cunt. She sighed
with relief, so glad that she could finally feel him inside her
again. She felt him sliding his finger in and out of her, swirling
inside her soft walls.

Carl’s breathing quickened as he
felt the inferno heat of her pussy. He felt his finger melting
inside her, and his cock was so hard that it ached. He shoved his
middle finger as deep into her possible, feeling his pubic hair
tickle his palm and spreading the heat through his whole
hand.

He gritted his teeth as he held
back the urge to rip off her panties and simply shove his cock into
her.

In and out he
slid his finger, enjoying the sound of her wet juices slurping as
some of it flowed down his finger and dripped onto the floor. He
could hear Denise’s breathing becoming
ragged.

“More…give more more,”
she moaned sensually, her voice filled with a
need for a man to mount her.

Faster and
faster he slid his finger in and out of her until she tightened her
inner cunt muscles so much that he found it difficult to move. Her
entire body convulsed and she squeeze her thighs, almost crushing
Carl’s hand.

Carl could feel her powerful
orgasm as his hand became completely soaked in her juices. Her legs
gave out and most of her body weight rested on his hand, driving
his finger even further into her creamy hole.

Gasping, Denise gripped the side
of the counter. Carl gently lifted her with one hand until she
could stand on her own again.

“Baby, are you
alright?” he asked, slightly
concerned.

With her back still turned to him,
she grinned. Her hand reached behind her, and with a few skillful
motion, she undid his belt and massaged his cock through his
underwear. With a purr, she pressed her buttocks against his crotch
and began moving her hips up and down until the fabric was soaked
in her hot juices.

Carl’s breathing became heavy as he
watched Denise’s buttocks wiggle up and
down. Swallowing, he took of his underwear. He could hear Denise
giggle as she glanced behind and saw his cock sprint out from the
elastic waistband.

Carl took a step forward and
Denise inched a little further back until his cock was squashed in
the voluptuous valley her cheeks created. Taking a sharp breath, he
could feel the heat of her cunt burning at the base of his
cock.

“How bad you
want to fuck me?” Denise
purred.

Gritting his teeth, Carl could
only let out a grunt in response.

Biting her lower lip, Denise began
moving her hips up and down again. Her pubic hair tickled his shaft
a little while the creamy folds of her cunt were pressed so tightly
against his cock that they enveloped the underside, completely
covering it with glistening juices.

His whole body quivering with
pleasure, Carl placed his hands on her buttocks while he squeezed
them together to almost completely wrap his cock in her fleshy
cheeks.

With a sigh,
Denise relished the sensation of having his meat rod stuck rubbing
against her lips. Harder and harder she rubbed against it,
desperate to have it closer to her. Every time she shifted her
hips, she hoped that this hard rod would slip into her, but without
success. Eventually, she couldn’t take it
anymore.

“Fuck
me,” she breathed. “Put it in me. I need it.”

Carl smiled at how honest she was
and guided it into her wet cunt. Once his head was in, he felt as
if her muscles were trying to suck him in. Growing inpatient and
hungry to be fucked, Denise pushed her buttocks back so that his
cock was buried in her cunt without having to wait for Carl to push
it in.

“Urgh,
Denise…if you do that,
I’ll come…”

“Fuck
me,” was her only reply, her voice heady
with lust.

Every bit of reason gone from his
mind once he heard these words. He grabbed her by the waist and
pulled out of her. He could see his entire cock covered with her
overflowing juices, glistening in the light of the break
room.

With a grunt, he shoved it back
into her, hearing the sounds of his cock pushing past the lips and
the slurping sound of her creamy hot juices giving way to his big
member. Again and again he pulled out and shoved into right back
into her. He could feel his balls slapping against her, echoing
through the room.

“Mmmrhm…”
Denise moaned loudly. Her eyes were closed and
her mouth was wide open, desperate for air. Every time Carl shoved
deep into her, she let out a grunt, not caring for any appearances
anymore. Her entire being was completely focused on this delicious
cock that was stuffing her cunt with the meat that she needed.
Without a care in the world, she let out the most natural animal
noises. Her breasts were swinging in the air, and she could feel
Carl’s hips slam against her buttocks
every time he thrust into her as if it was the last fuck he was
ever going to have.

“Baby, I need to
pull out,” Carl said with ragged
breath.

“No!”
Denise straightened her arms and used that extra
length to push back. “Cum inside me. I
want to feel your hot cum in me.”

“But…”

“No!”
Denise again and pushed back.
“Keep it inside. I need it
inside.”

What reason Carl had left at that
point, it was all lost when Denise demanded for him to cum inside
her. Clenching his jaw, he buried his finger in the soft flesh of
her behind and slammed into her cunt with all the force he
had.

Denise yelped out with delight,
the pleasure of having a cock shoved so deep into her electrifying
her body.

Then with a deep animal grunt,
Carl thrust into her as deep as he could go, pressing his balls
against the damp curls of her sex.

Exhausted, both of them lied down
on the carpet floor.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 6

 


Marco turned off the lights and
sat back on the bed. Both had decided that they wanted to recreate
the exact same conditions of the Lottery event and fuck in that
manner, to see if they could experience the same sex
again.

As soon as Marco turned off the
light, Karen felt herself relax. In this darkness, she could stop
being Karen Miller the professional anchor who delivered the news
with confidence and integrity and let the horny female inside her
unleash her powers.

She closed her eyes and took a
breath. When she opened her eyes everything was still pitch black.
In this temporary world of darkness, there were no identities, only
the unbound and shameless need to relief lust. The social rules of
the real world did not apply here.

There was the sound of Marco
sitting back down next to her. She could hear him breathing deeply,
taking a moment to relax.

Karen leaned against his broad
shoulders, the cheeks burning with anticipation when they touched
the naked skin of his arms. She could feel the heat radiation from
his body, the muscles which showed her that even if he turned out
not to be the stranger from that night, he was still a potent male
who had the strength to fulfill her need to have her pussy stuffed
with a hard cock that could go on until she was worn
out.

She put her hand
on his chest, feeling the the hard muscles of his torso, traveling
down to his abdomen and touching the hard ridges of his perfect
abs. Her breathing quickened and her mouth filled with saliva as
she continued to explore his body. So far he felt exactly like the
stranger who had fucked her last night, but she
couldn’t be sure. She could be sure until
she took his cock into her mouth. She needed to wrap her tongue
around it and suck it like a lollipop until she could be sure. She
needed to have him mount her, plow her pussy and put her hands on
his back as she quivered with pleasure.

Marco put his
hands around her waists and pulled her close. Yet just from this
motion she could not be sure. The roughness of his large hands felt
the same, but his motions were gentle. In comparison to last night,
the stranger pulled her in with more force, as if he was desperate
to fuck the woman next to him. Marco’s
hands felt the same, but he did not use as much force. Maybe he was
just nervous, Karen thought. Now that they knew who the other
person was, even with the darkness between them, the very fact that
they knew who the other was might allow some of the restrictions of
society to seep past the door and into this room where the air
smelled like sex after countless pairs had indulged in their animal
need to fuck senselessly every night.

Feeling safe
with his arm around her waist, Karen raised her head and planted
her lips on his. She felt Carl raised his other arm and placed it
on her nape, stroking her hair gently. Her mouth filled with a
passionate heat as he slipped his tongue into her mouth. She drank
his scent…ah yes, she thought. This
familiar scent. This was the scent of the aroused male she sucked
and fucked last night.

She felt his hot
tongue exploring her, licking her teeth and inner cheeks, lapping
up her saliva and engaging in a sloppy wet dance with her tongue.
In just a few moments, Karen forgot all about the outside world and
put her arms around his waist. Her neck was arched back as she
desperately tried to deepen their kiss. Their tongues were
intertwined, and they kissed each other with a ravishing hunger,
their mixed saliva spilling and flowing down from
Karen’s chin. It flowed down her neck and
into the valley of her bosom. She could feel it, but she
didn’t care anymore.

She took in
every bit of him that she could, sucking on his tongue, becoming
drunk and dizzy with the heavy male scent that dominated all of her
senses. This was a man she simply had have. Her female instincts
demanded for her to pump this man’s cock
into her, to ride him and have him on top of her. She knew that as
soon as she was on her back, she would uncontrollably open her legs
to him, eager to have his cock inside her.

With the same
technique she used before, she undid his belt with one hand and
immediately planted her on the fabric of his boxers. She took a
sharp breath as she felt the fervent heat of his cock. Even after
she moved her hand away, she could feel the intense heat of
Marco’s hat lingering on her
palm.

Karen’s breath quickened as she
could feel her underwear becoming soaked by her arousal. Her cunt
was so wet that this large cock could easily slip into her. But she
didn’t give into her desire to have this
male claim her and pump his hot semen into her, marking her has
his.

With her tongue
still swirling with his, she slowly massaged his cock through his
underwear. Her fingers traveled to the tip of his mushroom head and
she could feel some semen already seeping through his underwear.
She could hear a low rumbling groan coming from
Marco’s throat, and she responded by
putting her thumb at the spot where his cum stained his underwear
and twirling it around.

Marco’s hand traveled down to her
panties, pushed them aside and stroked the soaked lips of her sex.
Karen sighed with relief as she felt the pleasure run through her
body. His meaty finger was pure relief, rubbing on the aching need
she felt between her legs. She shifted her weight forward, trying
to get more of finger to go in.

While kissing
her, Marco couldn’t help but chuckle at
her attempt to get more. Obliging, he stopped stroking her lips and
inserted his middle finger into her creamy hole. Karen moaned into
his mouth and shove her tongue deeper into his mouth as his finger
stroked her inner walls.

“Marco,”
she sighed into his mouth, allowing him to taste
her breath.

Marco responded by pushing his
finger as far as it could go, until the curls ringlets of her sex
tickled against his palm. Gritting her teeth, Karen reached down,
grabbed his wrist and tried to push him even further into her. So
aroused was she that Marco could feel a small puddle of her juices
accumulating in his palm.

Karen moved back and forth,
letting out loud grunt as she fucked his hand. Marco could hear the
slurping sounds of her juices leaking out and dripping down from is
finger as she continued to fuck him.

Then he pulled
his middle finger out, and before her hot hole could suck him back
in, he pushed both of middle and pointer finger in.
Karen’s jaw dropped as she felt the width
of two fingers stretching her.

Not caring for any appearances,
Karen let out a deep, growling moan as she enjoyed the thickness of
his fingers. Back and forth she moved her hips, again and again.
The slippery sounds of his fingers moving in and out filled the
room, making the entire room become a secret fuck cave.

Marco’s hand cupped her breasts and
Karen’s hand skillfully pulled off his
boxers and grabbed his thick pulsing cock. While still riding his
hand, she spat on her hand and began pumping his hot rod with her
hand. Using her hot spit as a natural lubricant, she gave Marco the
hand job of a lifetime.

While he
continued to ride his hand, Karen’s spit
had created a slimy coating around Marco’s
cock and the soft skin of her hand traveled smoothly along it.
Marco groaned as he felt both the heat of her slimy spit, as well
as the heat of the friction of her fervent hand job. He had no idea
that Karen’s saliva could be used in such
a way.

Her hand continued to pump him
like a machine, stroking up and down, never stopping. In the midst
of their hot foreplay, Karen noticed that his cock grew even larger
in her hands. She felt the length her hand to travel to fully
stroke his cock felt longer than last night. Perhaps Marco was not
the stranger from last night, she wondered.

There was only one way to find
out. She stopped stroking his cock, and before Marco could show his
disappointment, she dropped her mouth onto his rod. She let jaw
hung loose and relaxed her throat so that his cock would
immediately be completely swallowed up her.

“Urgh…Karen. Fuck, your mouth is so
hot,” Marco groaned.

Karen raised her head and smacked
her lips a few times.

“Your cock is
delicious, it’s the same taste from last
night,” she smiled.

Before Marco could say another
word, Karen pushed him onto his back and mounted his cock which
stood erect in the air.

“I want to have
your cock deep inside me,” she said with a
wicked smile.

Her jaw dropped and she hung her
tongue out as she impaled herself onto his rock hard member. The
pleasure was so great that her legs gave in, and with a yelp, Karen
fell down and the entire length of his manhood filled her
cunt.

In this cowgirl position, his
stallion rod was as deep inside her as possible. Mesmerized, Marco
watched as the beautiful anchor was sitting on top of him. His gaze
traveled downward and he could see how his cock was buried up to
the hilt in her pussy, and how the curls of her sex were rubbing
against his.

Karen finally found her strength
again, but instead of moving up and down, she shifted her hips
moving back and forth. With a sigh, she enjoyed riding him
leisurely. Marco on the other hand, was about to pass out from the
intensity of her cunt squeezing and milking him. She never pulled
out, so he could never get a break. His cock was surrounded by the
creamy walls of her pussy the entire time. Karen used that
instinctively to her advantage, and just like how she use her mouth
to create suction, she squeeze her loosened her inner muscles,
milking him like a cow.

Again and again and swirled around
on top of him, never letting even a tiny fraction of his rod come
in contact with the outside air. No. She would not give it up. She
was determined to have this hard meat inside her for as long as
possible.

“Marco, your
cock feel so good,” she moaned.
“Fuck…cum inside me. I
want your cock to pump your cum into me. Use me as your cum
storage.”

Her sincere
dirty talk filled his ears. Losing control of himself, Marco
grabbed her hip and squeezed so hard that his fingers left marks on
her flesh. She pushed her down in an attempt to drive himself
further in even though that wasn’t
possible. All he could feel right now was the primitive desire to
pump his hot seed into Karen.

He was breathing hard, the lips of
her cunt hugging the base of his cock. He watched her breasts
tremble as she relished the sensation of having this thick cock
inside her. Her was almost like a machine, with her hips
continuously moving, constantly craving for more.

“Baby,
I’m gonna cum,” he said with ragged breath.

“In me. Shoot it
in me. Make me yours,” she moaned through
gritted teeth.

Then to drive him over the edge,
Karen used her legs to lift herself up and began pumping his rod in
and out of her. The juices flowed out and dripped from his balls
onto the bed.

With a final groan, he came. His
cock twitched uncontrollably, and wave after wave of boiling hot
cum came out of it, directly shooting into Karen.

“Yessss!”
Karen moaned, her whole body shaking. She loved
it so much. She loved this cock. She loved to unleash her inner
whore and simply fuck this cock for all it was worth, and enjoying
the sensation of having a man shoot his hot cream into
her.

Like an animal, she ground her
hips against his, tightening her inner muscles as much as she
could, milking this stallion man as much as he could, squeezing
every drop of cum out of him, and making sure that it all shot into
her.

She was mad with lust. Throwing
her head back, she could feel her belly filling with his hot semen.
She loved this sensation of completely owning a man, and this man
marking her as his whore with his semen. She completely possessed
him, and he possessed her.

Now she knew
what she wanted. Anytime now, regardless of the time, she wanted to
fuck Marco’s cock anywhere in the office.
She want to grab him and shove him into her.

Her buttocks
twitching, she collapsed on top of him. But just the thought of
fucking anywhere in the office made her cunt release another wave
of juices onto Marco’s
cock.

She had made up her mind. Tomorrow
she would stuff her hole with this cock whenever she
wanted.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 7

 


Humming, Karen got out of bed and
headed to the shower. This morning, it was the first time in a long
time when she was in a good mood. She had gone to bed exhausted,
slept deeply, and woke up refreshed and energized.

The reason for that was because
Marco had fucked her so well last night. She had swallowed his cum
and felt his cock plow her pussy like an animal. Again and again
they had slammed against each other, indulging in their raw need to
fuck. At the end, they had made it clear to each other that for
now, they would remain coworkers. They promised to be partners in
the LLB, but during office hours, they both needed to focus on
their own work. After all, they both played important roles in the
prime time evening broadcast.

Karen dried herself and then
applied her regular makeup. Putting on a white silk shirt and a
black skirt, Karen drove to the office. She never wore jewelry or
any kind of fancy office suits. When she arrived at the newsroom,
she would have to change into a new outfit anyway. For every day of
the week, the stylists had a specific outfit they wanted her to
wear for the broadcast. In case for special events, they had a
wardrobe catered for funerals, tragedies, notable deaths and so on.
The stylist team paid as much attention to the news as Karen
did.

Still humming her favorite song,
Karen arrived at the NNB building and stepped in the elevator. So
focused was she on reliving the song in her head that she did not
notice the couple standing next to her in the elevator.

After a few moments, she finally
did realize who was with her in the elevator, and her jaw dropped.
Denise was on her knees, bobbing her head back and forth as Carl
leaned against the elevator wall, guiding her head.

“Fuck…Denise, my God. Your mouth is
so hot after drinking coffee,” Carl
groaned.

Denise spat
loudly on his cock and roughly licked the underside. She tensed her
tongue and put more pressure on his cock than usual. Karen could
hear the squishing sounds her tongue created, and almost in a daze,
watched as Carl’s cock glistened with
Denise’s juices.

“We’re almost there,”
Carl said as he guided his cock back into
Denise’s warm slippery hole and began
fucking her throat again.

Slurp. Slurp. Slurp. Denise
continued to ram his thick meat into her little mouth, creating
more friction by rolling her tongue together. So wide was his girth
that the juices dripped down from her chin and onto the elevator
floor. Then with a groan, Carl shoved himself deep into her mouth,
hitting the back of her throat and pumped his hot morning semen
into her.

Denise coughed a few times and
swallowed all of it. Carl drew out a pack of tissues and helped her
clean up. Denise giggled and gave his crotch a gentle
squeeze.

“Let’s do some more before
lunch,” she grinned.

Carl laughed and gave her ass a
little squeeze.

The entire time,
Karen simply stood there, ignoring the pair. She
didn’t want to interrupt them in
exercising their morning lust. She knew very well how horny one
could get in the morning right after rushing out of bed. There was
more than one time she wanted to finger herself while sitting in
the cubicle every morning.

The three of
them stepped out of the elevator and they all went to their
respective cubicles. Karen was dying for some coffee, but thanks to
Marco’s cum, her throat had just gotten
better and she didn’t want to do anything
to upset that. Instead, she got her usual tasteless hot
water.

Walking into the break room, she
found Mary, the afternoon show anchor, embracing one of the day
time writers.

“Jasper,
you’re so horny,” Mary teased the man and gave the bulge in his pants a little
squeeze.

Karen looked at the man and paired
up his face with the name Mary just said. He had shoulder length
hair, a slight stubble on his chin and wore a plain black shirt
with jeans. He looked like he was a part of the technical staff,
but she had seen him talking with the producer and director about
the order of the news broadcast before.

“Mary,”
Jasper grinned and put his mouth on hers
again.

Ignoring them,
Karen took her coffee mug to the water dispenser. It seemed like
after the Lottery event, the boundaries of the LLB had expanded.
All of the sudden, she could see daytime staff becoming intimate
with each other. She could hear them suck on each
other’s tongues, the slippery sounds of
exchanging saliva filling the room.

Watching Mary and Jasper, she had
an idea.

She headed out
of the break room and straight to Denise’s
cubicle.

“Denise, do you
have a minute?”

“Yeah?”
Denise looked up.

Karen took a quick glance around
to see if anyone could hear her. Then she lowered her
head.

“What do you
think about having the LLB in all areas of the office, rather than
just the back rooms?”

Surprised,
Denise raised an eyebrow. “What gave you
that idea?”

“I just saw Mary
and Jasper making out in the break room,” Karen said and stopped for a moment. “And also…you giving Carl a blowjob
in the elevator.”

“How did you see
that?” Denise’s
eyes widened and her entire face flushed red.

Karen lowered her eyebrows, unsure
of how to react. Denise could forget everything and fuck wilder
than anyone else in the office during the LLB, knowing that her
every act would be seen in the control room, but the moment Karen
told her that her morning blowjob was seen, she turned red with
embarrassment.

“Yes…I saw it. I was in the elevator
with you.”

“Oh no! That is
so embarrassing,” Denise shut her eyes
tightly. “Karen, I am so sorry. Please
don’t fire me.”

“Don’t worry,” Karen smiled. “I’m not going to fire you.”

Relieved, Denise told Karen about
how she and Carl had sex in the break room when all the rooms for
the LLB were occupied. When Karen asked if there was anywhere where
she had fucked with Carl, Denise told her they did it in the office
toilet once. Pretending not to know, Karen simply
nodded.

“If Mary and
Jasper are starting to make out in the open during the day…”
Denise thought out loud. “Maybe it’s possible to have the LLB
happen during the daytime too. Some of the daytime staff know
already anyway, and we could have another LLB event during the hour
and a half we have for lunch.”

Nodding, Karen agreed. She thought
this was a good idea. This way, she could give a blowjob to Marco
anytime she wanted, even right before the broadcast. This would
make sure that her voice was always smooth.

“I’ll put in an announcement for the
daytime LLB in the email for tonight’s
LLB.”

Denise put her
hands on the keyboard and minutes later, Karen got the email. In
it, Denise wrote that “certain staff are
considering a daytime LLB event” and that
there was proposal to expand the LLB area and open up the entire
newsroom for unrestrained fucking.

Karen chuckled
when she read “certain staff.”
So far the “certain
staff” only included her and Denise. But
at the same time she knew the bits and pieces of made-up facts one
had to put in their corporate emails and CVs for job applications.
She still remembers how she laughed out loud when reading that
Denise wrote “experience in dynamic and
innovative marketing strategies” in her CV
during the internship application process a few months
ago.

So amused was
Karen that she recommended the internship coordinator to call
Denise in for an interview. Karen personally sat in the interview
room during that time. Most of the applicants were intimidated to
see the prime time evening anchor, but Denise
didn’t even blink. It
wasn’t until later that Karen found out
the reason why Denise didn’t show the
slightest sign of fear; she didn’t have a
television in her dorm room, so she never watched the news. Of
course Denise didn’t mention that during
the interview.

Reading the contents of the email,
Karen was reminded of how witty and cunning Denise could be, and
above all, how horny she was.

“How you
doing?” a voice sounded from behind her
and she felt the weight of some sheets of paper on her
head.

She turned around and found Marco.
Today, he wore a blue shirt with a white collar that was tucked
into his Armani jeans. The shirt fit him perfectly and outlined his
muscular chest.

“Meeting is in
five,” Marco said. “Here are the top headlines. We’re
gonna finalize it by four.”

Nodding a thanks, Karen took the
printouts and switched herself into full work mode. From the corner
of her eye, she could see the office slowly shifting into a
different mood, with pairs skipping off to the toilets and the
break room. Karen zoned in on the documents Marco gave her. She had
promised herself one thing: she would remain the professional
anchor she was. She wanted to work hard, and fuck hard.

But the loud fucking would have to
come after the hard work. That way the pleasure would be even
greater.

She looked at
her watch. It was time. On her way to the meeting room, she walked
past the break room and could see several pairs making out. One
woman was sitting at the counter and her hands were on the
man’s belt, unbuckling them and massaging
his cock through his pants.

Ignoring them, Karen continued on.
She felt a dampness form between her legs, but she reminded herself
that delivering a great live performance was her priority, no
matter horny she was.

 


——————

 


The meeting was as frustrating as
the one before it. The top bosses would not allow stories which
criticized the recent bombings in the Middle East, nor any
potential negative comments about military interventions in
countries which were halfway around the world. At one point Karen
threw down her pen and screamed at the director, even though that
could potentially affect her on-air performance. She knew that
screaming at the director would do no good, as these decisions were
made by people far above him.

Tired and disheartened, Karen left
the meeting room with Marco.

“Are you
alright? You were shouting pretty loud in there,”
he asked, his eyes filled with
worry.

“I’m alright,” Karen sighed. “It’s just…I
know the principles I learned in college are just principles and
cannot be applies to journalism in the real world. But, I
don’t know…I
think on some level I still believe that we should be able to
deliver the news without having to worry about upsetting the
military.”

“It’s never a good idea to criticize
the guy who is signing your paycheck,” Marco said with a dry a laugh.

Letting out another profound sigh,
Karen grabbed her water bottle and drank.

“Are you doing
anything now?” she asked
Marco.

“I have to get
back to work. I was almost done, but now I have to edit out the
information that might prove to be - as the boss put it -
inappropriate for the American public.”

The two shared a mocking laugh
before Marco turned around and was about to go.

“How long will
you take?” Karen asked.

Marco turned around and looked at
her. Karen was looking up at him, biting her lower lip in a teasing
manner.

“I
think…maybe three hours?
Why?”

“My throat
doesn’t feel so good from all the
shouting…I might need a shot of your cum
before the broadcast.”

Marco grinned
and nodded. “Alright.
I’ll be done before the evening
broadcast.”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 8

 


“Where is
Karen?!” the director
shouted.

People were racing through the
newsroom, desperate to find Karen. For the past hour, she had
simply vanished and the evening broadcast was about to start in
half an hour. Usually around this time, Karen would be in the
control room, discussing any possible last minute changes she
should be ready for. But not this time.

“Karen!”
the director called out as he walked through the
newsroom, like a mother looking for her lost child.
“Karen, I’m sorry about
what happened in the meeting room. I’ll
take it up with the board next week! Where are
you?”

No matter how
much the director would shout, Karen wouldn’t be able to hear him. She was locked inside the editing
suite with Marco. The editor’s hand were
shaking as he moved the mouse to make some last minute adjustments
to the package videos. Below him, Karen was on her knees, hiding
underneath the desk. She had opened his zip and pulled out his
thick member. With a purr, she took his soft cock into her mouth
and enjoyed the feeling of his soft flesh curling inside her mouth,
stretching both sides of her cheeks. While it was still in a soft
state, she took his manhood all the way down to the
base.

Karen giggled as
she felt his cock wake up inside her mouth. Rapidly, it grew harder
and stretched straight inside her mouth. The entire time,
Karen’s lips hugged the base of his cock,
never letting go. She felt his soft rod growing straight and
reaching for the back of her throat. All the while, she moved her
tongue in the limited space, causing Marco to throw his head back
and moan out her name.

Then finally,
with her lips still at the base, Marco’s
cock had grown to its full length and his thick pulsing mushroom
head had filled the entrance to her hot throat. Marco almost came
right on the spot. This was the first time a woman had taken his
entire cock into her mouth while he was still soft and had sucked
him hard without ever letting his cock leave her warm
hole.

After several seconds, Karen moved
back and gasped for air. Satisfied, she watched his hard tower
pointing high in the air. Aroused and hard, this cock was ready for
a good suck.

“Karen…”
Marco breathed, unable to say
more.

“It’s so hard,” Karen said with a throaty purr as she moved in closer and let
the wet member glide align the ridge of her nose. She closed closed
her eyes and enjoyed the sensation of his pulsing manhood rubbing
along her cheeks, past her nose and on her
forehead.

Shifting her head slightly, she
used her face to rub his cock.

“Karen,”
Marco groaned. “Fuck…if you do that, I might
cum.”

Immediately
Karen stopped. Twitching, Marco’s tower
hung in the air, so desperate to release its
load.

“I
can’t let you cum on my face,”
Karen laughed. “I need
it in here.”

She opened her mouth and pointed
at her tongue. Playfully, she flicked her tongue a few times,
beckoning for Marco to push his cock in and fuck her mouth like a
pussy.

“Is that really
alright?” Marco asked, just barely holding
onto whatever control he had left. “The
evening broadcast will start in fifteen minutes.”

“Don’t worry,” Karen grinned and gave the sensitive underside of his cock a
quick lick.

His breath shallow, Mark guided
his cock onto the outstretched surface of her tongue and into her
warm moist mouth. Savoring the sensation, Marco moved as slowly as
possible, watching his thick meat slowly vanish into her
mouth.

Smiling, Karen looked up at him.
She could see his chest rising and falling, and she knew that was
because of her. Without her tight mouth, she knew how to control
this stallion of a man. Against the pleasure her mouth and pussy
gave him, no muscle in his body would be able to do anything
against her, unless she desired for it.

The further
Marco pushed into her mouth, the tighter Karen’s lips wrapped around his girth. After several moments, Marco
had almost reached the back of her throat, when Karen decided to go
all out. She hallowed her cheeks and pushed her tongue upwards to
trap Marco in such a powerful suction that he could not move
anymore. She sucked on it so hard that he
couldn’t push forward nor pull
back.

“Oh my God,
Karen,” Marco pushed his hands on her
head, but she would not move.

Not moving even
the slightest bit, Karen increased her suction as high as it could
go, squeezing his hard cock in her mouth. Marco’s entire body shook as he was at her mercy.

Watching him,
Karen couldn’t help but giggle. The
vibrations of spread through his rod and made Marco grit his
teeth.

“A wuu
aigh?” Karen tried to ask him while his
stiff meat was stuffed in her mouth.

Marco froze. He
couldn’t take it anymore. With that, Karen
had pushed him over the limit. The sight and sensation of Karen
looking up at him and trying to speak while his cock was filling
her mouth was simply too much for his mind.

With an animal grunt, he grabbed
her head, forcing his cock through the suction her tongue and
cheeks created and hit the back of her throat. Karen let out a
whimper, but she did not try to push him away.

In fact, with Marco exerting his
strength on her, she felt her crotch dampen and the saliva in her
mouth overflowing. There was just something about how Marco took
control of her head and fucked her warm little mouth like it was a
pussy that turned her on. She loved how her mouth was being used as
pleasure hole. She loved how she had complete control over Marco
this way. With this pleasure hole, she had this powerful grunt at
her fingertips.

Again and again, Karen felt his
thick mushroom head hit the back of her throat. Hollowing her
cheeks, she could feel the heat of his rod rub against the walls of
her inner cheeks, creating slippery noises which filled the
room.

“Fuck…Karen,” Marco exhaled as he watched his cock vanish into her mouth
only to reappear again. He couldn’t get
enough of this. Below him was the lead anchor of the NNB, with his
cock stuffed in her mouth, the same mouth that would be speaking to
an audience of millions in less than an hour.

Suddenly there was a knock on the
door and both of them froze. Someone began to turn the handle.
Quickly, Marco moved forward, pushing Karen further under the
desk.

“Hey Marco, you
seen Karen anywhere? The broadcast is gonna start in ten
minutes,” the director popped his head
into the room.

He saw Marco sitting closely to
his desk, with his hands on the keyboard and Adobe Premier open on
all three of his monitors.

“N-nope,
haven’t seen her,” Marco said.

“Alright,” the director said and
closed the door.

As soon as the
director had closed the door, Marco backed away from his desk and
his cock left Karen’s mouth with a pop.
Karen coughed to clear her throat and then gasped for air. Upon
hearing the knock, Marco had pushed her head back against the wall,
with his cock all the way down her throat. Only that way could she
stay out of eyesight.

“Karen, I am so
sorry,” Marco apologized, kneeled down and
gave her some tissues.

“We have to
hurry,” Karen said pushed Marco back
against the wall.

“It’s too risky,” Marco said, but before he could get any further, his back was
against the wall and Karen had her hands firmly on his
waist.

Letting out a
sharp breath, Marco gritted his teeth as Karen swallowed his hard
cock again. Ten minutes to showtime, Karen wasted no time.
Gathering a thick pool of saliva in her mouth, she used it to
lubricate the inside of her cheeks, and hollowed them to create an
agonizingly tight slippery hole she could use to fuck
Marco’s cock.

Karen pushed
Marco against the wall as she pumped her head back and forth,
taking full control of him. This time it wasn’t him using her mouth as a pussy. She fucked him with her
mouth, milking him for all he was worth.

Once again, the
slushing slippery sounds of her hot mouth drenching his cock with
saliva filled the room. When Marco still wouldn’t come, Karen took it further. She pushed as far as her mouth
would go, her upper lip hugging the roots of his cock while she
unhinged her jaw and her lower lip tickled his
balls.

She gurgled and
Marco felt as if his cock was drowning in Karen’s hot sea of spit.

“Karen, oh
fuck…I’m gonna
cum,” he groaned as he put his hands on
her head and tried to push himself further into her mouth. He
pushed his hips forward and Karen could barely breath as her face
was pressed against him.

Pushing as far as he could go,
Marco let out a groan and pumped thick waves of semen down her
throat. Relaxing, Karen did not resist it. Instead, she let his hot
river of cum flow down her throat. She could feel his white
stallion cum creaming her throat, warming it up and smoothing out
her voice.

Wrapping her lips around the base
of his cock, Karen slowly pulled back while cleaning his cock in
one go. She could hear Marco groan again and smiled. She loved this
feeling of using her mouth on his cock and have him crumble in
front of her.

With a slurping
pop sound, Karen’s lips sucked his
mushroom head clean and every last drop of cum with it. She grabbed
a few tissues, wiped her mouth and headed out of the
door.

“Good
luck!” Marco said after
her.

With a grin, Karen gave him the
thumbs up and headed to the control him.

 


——————

 


The director and producer were
both sweating with anxiety as Karen stepped in front of the
camera.

“You’re on in twenty seconds,”
the director said into the
microphone.

Karen simply nodded.

Keeping the director and producer
on edge was the most unprofessional thing she had done in quite a
while, but on the other hand, the blowjob that took so much time
was also for improving her voice so that she could deliver a better
performance. She knew most of the script by heart, and she was
confident that her experience would carry her through the sections
that were unfamiliar to her.

“Three…two…one…queue!” the director said.

“Good evening.
My name is Karen Miller and these are today’s headlines…”

The sound
director’s eye widened and he turned up
the volume in the control room.

“Can you hear
that?” he said.

“Yeah,”
the director said.

Karen’s performance was strong, to
the point, and full of authoritative confidence. Yet there was
something different about her. Listening to her voice, there was
something fresh about it. It had a purring edge, a smooth quality
to the way her voice strung together the worse.

But there was
something more to it. The director turned to the live feed monitor,
watching Karen’s performance. Her eyes,
her entire face had a glow that he hadn’t
seen before. He couldn’t quite out his
finger on what exactly it was, but there was just something about
the way Karen looked into the camera that made her performance more
interesting.

“And Darren
Smith has more…” Karen said with a nod in
to the camera.

“Alright, next
up is the Japan Abe story, page six has been moved back,”
the producer said.

“Got it,”
Karen said simply and slid page six of her script
to the back.

“What medicine
are you taking?” director asked.
“Your voice sounds better than
usual.”

“Really? I
didn’t take any medicine,”
Karen said while adjusting her earpiece.
“Just normal…as per
usual.”

In truth, Karen
knew it was because of Marco’s cum that
her cough was gone and her voice had improved. Although she
couldn’t hear it, judging from the
reactions in the control room, she could tell that something had
changed for the better.

Half an hour later, Karen read the
last few lines that were on the teleprompter.

“And
you’re off in three…two…one,” the director said.

Karen closed her
eyes and exhaled profoundly. Throughout the show, her mouth had the
aftertaste of Marco’s semen, and she
feared that it might affect her performance somehow. But instead of
tripping over the words, the director actually praised her
performance.

Relieved, she went back to her
cubicle.

Now the newsroom-wide LLB could
begin.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 9

 


Karen looked at
her phone. There was still about half an hour before the LLB would
begin. She decided to take this time to clear up her desk and sort
her papers. It had been a busy day, and she was looking forward to
relieving some of that stress by participating in
tonight’s LLB.

She opened her email and
discovered that Denise had sent out another announcement: the
entire newsroom would be declared an LLB zone and couples were free
to fuck anywhere they wanted. The reason, Denise stated, was that
couples had to wait for LLB back rooms to clear before they could
go in, and that the wait was usually too long since people still
had go home to sleep. So instead, the entire floor was designated a
LLB zone, and people could fuck anywhere they wanted, and hence
there would be no more cameras. Anyone who wanted to watch could
simply grab a drink and watch as the couple fucked wherever in the
office.

Swallowing, Karen felt her
heartbeat increase with excitement. She had seen Mary and Jasper
make out in the break room and heard Denise and Carl fuck in the
toilet. Now finally, all rules were being broken. Once the clock
hit ten, everyone could finally drop their professional image on
the spot and embrace the horny animal that was thrashing
within.

And once that happened, anyone
could fuck anywhere they wanted. The entire newsroom would become
one massive lust pit.

Karen looked out onto the newsroom
and imagined every table having a pair fucking in every cubicle.
Every cubicle would be like a little cave where pairs could indulge
in their lust with some privacy, yet be watched by
everyone.

“You
ready?” Denise popped her head
out.

“Yes,”
Karen smiled. “But do we
have enough people to make this a success?”

“Don’t worry about that,”
Denise grinned.

Karen was about to ask what she
meant with that, when suddenly stream of people entered the office.
For a moment Karen thought that a random group of people were
invading the newsroom, but then she recognized the faces. Faces she
would not see during this time of the day. She saw Mary and Jasper
- the afternoon show anchor and a daytime editor. She saw some
daytime writers who worked the Assignment Desk in the morning and
afternoon.

“What’s the daytime staff doing
here?” Karen asked.

Denise
grinned. “I asked around and the general
opinion was that we couldn’t do a daytime
LLB because everybody was busy and the bosses at the top would fire
all of us. So I thought if we are going to have an open office LLB,
we could invite the daytime staff to make things a bit
livelier.”

Startled, Karen watched the
daytime staff re-enter the office. At the end, some of the muscle
men from the technical staff carried two large kegs.

“Alright!” the director came out of
the control room. “We have to keep the
newsroom in order! We can’t let the big
boss at the top catch wind of this! So keep things clean,
alright?”

“Yes!”

“Alright!”

“You got
it!”

The daytime staff cheered, and
without further ado, the first open office LLB began.

Marco and Carl
where still busy wrapping things up in the control room, so Karen
and Denise decided to stand at the side of the office and watch the
others while they waited. At first Karen thought that the daytime
staff might be reluctant towards dropping their professional face
inside the office and turning on their inner animal, but it seemed
as if they didn’t any difficulties with
it.

Mary and Jasper
quickly went to Jasper’s cubicle and
became intimate there. The walls gave them a little bit of privacy,
but in truth, anyone could see everything. Some of the technical
staff opened the kegs and began to drink while enjoying the
show.

The morning show
anchor, Anna, paired off with the director for the morning show,
Sven. Together they went into Sven’s
office, but they didn’t close the door.
Some of the writers followed them inside and
watched.

One by one, the daytime staff went
to their usual cubicle, but not to work. In the same cubicle they
usually worked in, they took a breath and allowed the chained lust
filled animal inside them to come to life.

Karen watched
carefully, and she could see a smile on
everyone’s faces. She imagined how
bizarrely good it must feel to allow oneself to be honest in a
place where professionalism was the norm. She heard the daytime
staff laughing, and the slurping sounds of couples making out
filling the newsroom.

It almost felt a little strange to
see the usual daytime staff join the LLB. Now everyone was who was
attracted to one another, but could not show it in the newsroom
because of professional reasons, could become honest inside this
LLB bubble.

Karen’s eyes turned to Jasper and
Mary. Mary was sitting on her desk while Jasper had rolled up her
skirt and his hand were massaging her pussy through her panties.
She moaned into his mouth and her panties were becoming damp with
her juices. His entire palm covered her pussy as he continued to
rub her.

“Fuck
me,” Mary whimpered. She took his hand and
pushed it even closer to her. In response, Jasper used his middle
finger to push her panties aside and stroked the wet lips of her
pussy.

“Unghh…”
Mary hugged his neck and moved her hips closer to
the edge of the table in an instinctive attempt to drive his finger
closer to her sex.

Jasper
couldn’t quite believe how hot
Mary’s pussy was. This was the first time
he had been this intimate with her. A few days ago, Denise had
showed him and Mary some recordings of past LLB events, and they
couldn’t believe how everyone from the
night time staff fucked so freely. After watching that, it was
difficult for them to keep their lust under control in the
newsroom, which lead to Karen seeing them make out in the break
room.

And now finally,
they could participate in the LLB event and give into their carnal
attractions. Mary and Jasper had wanted to fuck each
other’s brains out since the day they met
in the newsroom half a year ago, but they worked in separate
departments, and it was generally discouraged to become
romantically involved with coworkers. But this LLB event was a
whole new world.

Rules said they
couldn’t date each other, but nothing said
they couldn’t fuck each
other.

Jasper pushed his middle finger as
far into Mary as it could go. Instead of pulling out, he tried to
dig further and rubbed his palm against the outer lips of her
pussy. The small audience that had gathered around the cubicle to
watch the pair could hear the wet sounds his rubbing produced,
drenching his hand in her juices.

In the nearby cubicles, summer
interns, editors, writers and technical staff had each found a home
and fucked on the table. All of the sudden, everyone had lost their
shame and knew that here they would be allowed to express their
most honest desires. Coworkers who had only talked to each other in
a polite professional manners were kissing each other with a
ravishing hunger, with belts and panties coming off. Minutes later,
there were was an endless stream of slurping sounds as pairs began
to perform oral sex, or grew too impatient and went straight to
fucking each other.

All around the newsroom, there was
the noises of raw fucking, with the sounds of slapping flesh,
moaning and groaning everywhere.

Pairs seeking a little more
privacy had gone off to the toilet stalls. And once those were
full, a few couples were leaning against the sink and slammed into
each other.

A few of the
daytime staff were hesitant at first to let of their conscious self
and giving into their mad lust. But seeing everyone suddenly
fucking so senselessly, they too crumbled. All the cubicles, back
rooms and toilet stalls were in use, so with no where to go, those
pairs simply pressed up against the wall, the lobby sofas or the
floor. Next to Karen was a pair that started making out against the
wall. Their tongues were dancing and the man had his hard body
pressed against the woman’s black dress.
She could hear them suck on each other’s
tongues and the woman’s low moans as the
man began to massage her breasts.

Denise glanced to her right and
there were several pairs lying on the floor. Surprisingly, it was
the shy ones who had started fucking the fastest. Maybe it was
because they were the ones who had the most pent up lust and it
simply exploded once they were given this opportunity. Some of the
women willingly ripped off their clothes and the man undid his belt
just as fast. Without any kissing or foreplay, the man mounted her
and they groaned as his cock was joined with her pussy.

The pair that
had the largest audience by far was the morning show anchor Anna
and the show’s director Sven. They were
fucking on his desk and his room was filled with both men and
women. There were people standing outside the door, trying to get a
peek.

Personally,
Karen didn’t really care. But seeing that
there were so many people, she became curious and walked
over.

What she saw made her jaw
drop.

The director was
lying on his table while Anna was riding his cock on top. Normally
that wouldn’t have been something special,
but Anna was known as the most conservative person in the newsroom.
She wasn’t religious, but she was simply a
young anchor who liked to keep to herself, but once she was in
front of the camera, she summoned up a bright and cheerful
personality. However anytime she wasn’t on
camera, she preferred to read books. Rarely ever did she strike up
a conversation with anyone, and she always went home as soon as her
work was done.

Yet the Anna saw
in the room was perhaps her third personality. Her buttocks were
firmly planted on top of Sven. Her curvaceous body was a pleasure
to watch as she rode him back and forth. Her breathing was heavy
and she moaned out Sven’s name as she
decided to switch patterns.

Thump.

Thump.

Thump.

She raised her buttocks and
slammed down on his cock with all the force she had.

“Fuck, fuck,
this feel so good,” she moaned, and then
let out an animal groan as she rode his hard cock without a care in
the world.

Most of the audience had their
eyes wide open, somewhat having trouble believing that the usually
quiet Anna had such a large pent up desire to fuck.

Karen could see the juices flowing
out of her pussy and dripping onto the table.

“I want you to
stuff me every morning,” she demanded from
Sven.

“Yes, I
will,” Sven breathed.

“You’re gonna fuck me before every
meeting. You will shove it all inside me every time I go
live,” Anna gritted her
teeth.

“I
don’t think that’s a good i-“

Before Sven could finish, Anna
slammed down her hips so hard that it hurt.

“Fuck
me,” she growled.

“Yes,
I’ll fuck you anywhere you want,”
Sven gave in, and he knew that she meant it. Anna
was usually quiet and rarely made any request, but when she did, it
was less of a request and more of an order.

Entranced, Karen
watched Anna’s inner animal unleash all
her lust. It was so wonderful to see this girl let it go, and
embrace her insatiable desire to be fucked well and fucked
frequently.

Karen gasped as someone tabbed her
on the shoulder and pulled her back into reality.

“I’m ready,” Marco said.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
10

 


Denise leaned against the wall,
observing the couples who were fucking next to her. There were
several pairs pressed against the wall, with the women supporting
themselves against the wall as their partner slammed into them from
behind.

Looking ahead,
she could see many cubicles occupied, each
with a man and a woman relieving their lust on one of the desks.
Some had a large audience, some only had one or two people watching
them. The audience outside the cubicles grew aroused while watching
the live shows, and soon those who still had their shirts, pants
and skirts on had taken them off and were fucking against the wall
of the cubicles.

Then to
Denise’s
surprise, she saw how some couples had already finished with their
fucking. She expected for them to put their clothes back on and
either grab a drink, watch others or go home, but instead they
wandered around naked, waiting for anyone else who was looking for
a second round of sex.

Carl appeared
next to her, kissing her neck. Denise decided to ignore him for a
moment. She observed the newsroom floor. Few of the couples on the
floor were in a relationship, and tonight
was mainly all about coworkers expressing their suppressed lust to
each other. That is why, after the first round, people began to
look for a different partner for round two. This
wasn’t about
fidelity. This was about letting go of their fears and freely
showing their lust and attraction to every person in the office
they were interested in. It was a magical moment where no shame
existed, and unbound carnal need was supreme.

Denise’s
eyes locked on one man. With a grunt he emptied his seed inside the
woman on the desk. For a moment they stayed frozen, their bodies
glued together with beads of sweat. Their mouths joined and their
tongues danced in a hungry and fervent kiss. Immediately
afterwards, the man moved out of the cubicle, wandering around the
office looking for another coworker he felt attracted
to.

The woman simply
stayed in her cubicle. A journalist or member of the technical
team entered. If she smiled at him, he
would immediately plunge his cock into her. If she shook her head,
he would nod and walk away.

But she rarely
shook her head. Denise watched her turn away one man, but smiled
eagerly at the next man who entered her cubicle. She got off the
desk, turned around and wiggled her ass. Immediately the man grew hard and slammed into her pussy with
a deep grunt.

Denise observed
the other cubicles and could see the same thing happening across
the entire news floor. She
didn’t know why
and how this kind of setup developed, but it worked quite well.
Every cubicle would be home to one female, and the men would enter
it. Yet despite the lust, social order did not completely break
down. The wild unrestrained fucking would only begin if the woman
gave the man her consent.

In this cocktail mix of hormones,
lust and unrestrained moaning and groaning, every cubicle had
become a pleasure hole, every feet of office floor an open area to
fuck.

“Hmm,
baby,” she purred as Carl kissed her neck
and pressed his hardness into her ass from behind. He had already
taken off his pants and was eager to start.

Denise thought
of something she wanted to try. She raised
her hand and spat onto the palm of her hand. She then reached
behind and grabbed his thick cock. Carl groaned with pleasure.
Denise was an expert at giving handjobs, but this was the first
time she had used this technique. She used her hand to cover his
entire cock in her spit, rubbing it up and down, creating a smooth
and slippery tunnel with her palm.

Grunting, he
closed his eyes and buried his face in the
curve of her shoulder. His arms were around her waist and he
reached up to grab her breasts. In response he could feel Denise
gabbing his rod even more tightly.

His hands
traveled underneath her white buttoned shirt and pulled down her
bra. He felt her soft and voluminous
breasts, enjoying the heat that radiated from her aroused body.
While she stroked his cock, she also buckled her hips and
instinctively ground her ass close to his waist.

Carl grinned. He loved how honest
Denise was. Her body clearly said that she wanted to fuck. And when
her body demanded that, he knew from experience that it would be
hot and messy. Her ass would not stop grinding against him until
her cunt had been plowed long and well.

With his eyes
closed, he continued to enjoy Denise’s handjob. He heard the animal
grunting and moaning from all around the office. Not only could he
hear, he could also smell the thick scent of raw sex in the air.
People were thrashing wildly in their orgasms in every corner of
the newsroom.

“Enough,”
he growled and spun Denise
around.

Immediately, she
shifted her weight towards him so that her body was pressed against his. With one swift motion, Carl unzipped
her skirt and it feel to the ground.

He looked down
and what he saw took his breath away. Sometime between lunch and
now, Denise had changed her panties. Now instead of the regular
ones, she wore a pair of panties which had a big hole in the front
and back. This way, he didn’t need take them off, and could
stuff his cock into her pussy right away.

Carl gritted his
teeth. Through the wide and welcoming hole in her panties, he could
see her wet pussy. The damp curls of her sex were glistening with
her aroused juices. The rest of her ass was covered up, the panties
only allowing him to see her pleasure
love.

“Do you like
that?” Denise giggled and put her arms
around his neck.

Before Carl
could reply, she pressed her lips against his and pushed her tongue
into his mouth. She kissed him hungrily while she
ground her body against his.

Through the hole in her panties,
he could feel his shaft rub against the outer lips of her sex,
causing the spit on his cock to mix with the juices from her pussy.
He had almost wanted to cum right then and there, but gritted his
teeth to stop himself. Right now was just the start of wild night
of fucking.

Denise withdrew her tongue and
smiled up at Carl.

“Lean against
the wall with your back,” she said to
him.

Smitten
by the devilish suggestion in her eyes,
Carl obeyed her and leaned against the wall. As soon as he did
that, Denise turned around and pressed her buttocks against his
stiff erection. His hard rod rested in the valley her fleshy ass
created, rubbing against her wet pussy and his thick mushroom head
was squashed against the lining of her panties.

With a giggle,
Denise began moving her hips up and down, rubbing his hot rod with
her ass. Every time his cock would almost
slip inside, but she never pressed hard enough for his head to go
inside her.

Breathing hard,
Carl watched her ass move up and down, the outer lips of her pussy teasing him.

“Do you want to
put it in?” Denise turned her head around
and bit her lower lip.

“Fuck,
Denise,” Carl groaned and grabbed her
ass.

“No,
mister,” Denise said with a light laugh
and wiggled her ass free. With his hands at his sides, Carl watched
as Denise continued to use the crack of her buttocks to massage his
cock, the backside of his shaft rubbing against the meaty lips of
her pussy.

Then,
Denise’s hips
went too high and his swollen mushroom head pressed against the
entrance of her hole. Raising his hips slightly, Carl easily
managed to push his head inside her.

“Carl!”
Denise exclaimed, but did nothing to stop him.
Just feeling his head inside her made her want to groan as loud as
possible.

The lust
filled animal inside him taking over, Carl
grabbed her hips and pulled her down on his cock. He shoved it all
the way into her, her tight butt cheeks pressed against his waist.
He could see his shaft vanishing between her cheeks, her meaty ass
nestled nicely in the powerful grasp of his
hands.

“Fuck
me,” Denise moaned. “Please, quickly, fuck me with your meat.”

Carl was all to
happy to obey. Even though they had been doing it in various spots
around the newsroom throughout the day, he simply
couldn’t get
enough of her. Before, their fucking was concealed, but now during
the office wide LLB, they could fuck as loudly as they wanted
without hiding anything. In fact, everyone around them was fucking
like animals, and the mood of unrestrained carnal lust made
him even
hornier.

His hands
grabbing her waist, Carl slammed into her so hard that her ass
cheeks hit his waist with a loud slap,
filling his ears with that animal sound.

Hypnotized,
he watched as his cock went in and out of
her. He then looked up and saw that Denise was using another couple
to support her weight. The man in front of her was slamming into a
woman from behind and stood sideways to her. Denise had her arms
around his waist, her face pressed against his hard
abdomen.

Carl watched the other couple fuck
right in front of him, and Denise could feel Carl growing harder
inside her.

“Naughty
boy,” she giggled and wiggled her
ass.

“Horny little
girl,” Carl growled and pulled out. He
slammed into her with such a might that it caused both of them to
moan out with pleasure.

Slam. Slam. Slam.

Again and again,
Carl slammed into her. Somehow when there were so many other people
fucking around him, he felt more aroused than usual. Maybe it was
because seeing everyone else letting go of their shame and
embracing the raw animal lust inside also
encouraged him to embrace whatever remaining lust he had been
holding back from up till now. While he continued to fuck Denise,
he watched the couple in front of him and saw he the man slammed
into the woman and emptied his semen into her. Since Denise was
hanging onto onto his waist, the man held Denise by her arms,
turned around and pushed his wet cock into her
mouth.

Gleefully, Denise accepted and
went wild with the sensation of having two cocks stuffed into her
at once. From behind, Carl slammed into her pussy while this
stranger man stuffed his cock into her mouth. The man held her up
by her arms and pounded into her warm moist mouth as if it was her
cunt.

She
didn’t mind at
all, and unhinged her jaw so that the man could shove his cock
further down her throat.

She love it. She
loved the feeling of having her body squashed between two stallion
men. She loved having every hole penetrated at the same time. She
loved that her body was being thoroughly
fucked by two hot rods at the same time. She was stuffed to the
maximum, using her body as pleasure swiss cheese for these two
large men.

Carl slam into her again and again
from behind. This familiar cock felt so good inside her. It snuggly
fit so well in her pussy. At the same time, she could taste the
semen of the man in front of her and the juices of the woman he had
just finished fucking.

Denise figured
that the man must be already quite spent from climaxing once, so to keep him hard and have him cum in her
mouth, she hallowed her cheeks to create more
suction.

“Jesus!”
the man grunted and his hands covered her entire
head and moved up and down, fucking her face like it was her
ass.

Carl and the man
developed and rhythm and they both pulled
out and slammed into her at the same time. Every time her body
would feel a little empty when they pulled out, and then all of the
sudden she would get stuffed from the front and back at the same
time.

From both sides
she continued to have her body pounded until the two men
couldn’t take it
anymore.

“Fuck!
I’m gonna
cum!” Carl exclaimed.

“Urgh, fuck,
your mouth is so hot,” the stranger man
grunted.

“Ungh!”
Denise whimpered as Carl and the man climaxed as
the same time, shooting wave after wave of hot creamy semen into
her. She could the stranger man’s cock pump his cream down her
throat, while Carl dumped his load into her
pussy.

She could
feel both men growing soft inside
her.

In front of her, she could see
several men approaching.

She smiled. This wild fuck fest
was only beginning.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
11

 


“Hmm...Marco,” Karen purred as the
senior editor lightly bit her neck.

Karen and Marco stood in the
middle of the crowd that was watching Anna and the morning show
director go wild with their lust.

“Let’s go
somewhere with more space,” she laughed
lightly as Marco’s passionate kisses covered her nape. She turned around with
Marco behind her, and she could see how Denise was squashed between
Carl and another man. The young intern had Carl fucking her from
behind while another man was fucking her mouth. Carl was pressing
hard against her, and her ass cheeks were raised high up in the
air. Karen could see how Denise had unhinged her jaw and was using
it as a second pussy for the man to fuck her in
front.

Watching
Denise get fucked from both sides, Karen
felt a hot dampness build between her thighs. She never thought
that she wanted it, but watching Denise, Karen knew that she wanted
to try this too. To be fucked by two men or more at the same time,
to use every hole in her body at simultaneously, she wondered what
it felt like to use every part of her body to fuck several men at
once.

While Marco kissed her neck, Karen
watched the entire floor and could see how every cubicle had become
a little fuck zone, with some men lining up outside some cubicles
to fuck. Karen could recognize some of her coworkers sitting in
those cubicles, having one man fuck her from behind while two other
men were in front, taking turns fucking her mouth.

Karen gulped. She watched her
coworkers and they seemed to be enjoying all the attention they
were getting. It only proved how much the men in the newsroom
desired to fuck them.

“Where should we
go?” Karen asked. “There’s no
more room here.”

Marco grinned
and pulled out a key. “I’m the senior editor.
I’m the only one
who has the key to the editing suites.”

Karen laughed and kissed him on
the mouth. She slipped her tongue into his mouth and breathed in
his manly scent. All around her she could hear the wild slapping,
moaning and groaning, and she was in the middle of it, embracing
the senior editor of NNB.

Marco stopped her passionate kiss
and quickly lead her to the editing suite.

He opened the door and was about
to close it, but Karen stopped him.

“It’s
alright,” she said. “Keep the door open, I don’t mind if others
watch.”

Marco saw a twinkle in her eye,
and he could guess what Karen was hoping for. With the door open,
there was the chance for others to enter and to have this room turn
into one big orgy as well.

Nodding, Marco left the door open
and went over to Karen. He was about to kiss her, but Karen stopped
him. She sat down in the editing chair and ordered Marco to stand
up in front of her.

“I’m so
horny from watching everyone else,” she
said with a throaty purr. “I need it
now.”

In one swift
motion, she had undone Marco’s belt and his pants fell to the
floor. With a chuckle, she pulled down the elastic waistband of his
boxers and his long thick rod sprang out, hitting her
face.

“Somebody is
eager,” she giggled.

“Yeah,”
Marco breathed with agony. This Karen in front of
him was a lust filled vixen. He could tell that Karen wanted to
have more than one man fuck her after seeing the intern and her
other coworkers do it. Before they left the
newsroom, he saw how Anna and
the morning show director fucked and then just before he turned
around, he saw how other guys loosened
their belts and entered the office. There were now probably four or
five guys fucking Anna at the same time.

“Does little
Marco want to go home?” Karen asked while
pouting her lips slightly.

“He’s not
little anymore,” Marco growled and guided
his cock across her lips.

“Do you want a
taste of this?” he
asked.

Karen answered by sticking out her
tongue and licking the underside of his cock. Using his hands,
Marco guided his cock across her tongue, letting the entire surface
of the underside of his cock travel across the slippery surface of
her tongue.

“I ase
goo,” Karen
smiled.

Marco grunted,
feeling the inner animal slowly taking control over his body. He
took his cock by the base, lowered it slightly and pushed forward
so that it hit Karen’s teeth.

Karen retreated
her tongue and prepared a hot slippery welcome inside her mouth.
Like an impatient animal, Marco pushed against her teeth until the
door opened and Karen allowed him to enter
her mouth.

Once inside,
Marco gasped and gritted his teeth. Karen had curled her tongue to
create a tight and slippery meat bed for his cock to travel along,
never letting a single inch of his cock not touch her mouth. Her
tongue expertly wrapped around the underside of his cock, creating
friction with all the sensitive areas. And
by lowering her head a little, his cock quickly plunged along the
slippery slope, hitting the back of her throat. Karen pushed her
tongue up and tightened her throat, trapping his cock in a
torturous hot cave.

“Karen, oh my
God,” Marco groaned as he held her head to
the base of his shaft.

Spreading out
her lips, Karen pulled back while maximizing suction. His cock came out of her mouth with a
plop, and coughed a little as she tried to get some
air.

“Are you
alright?” Marco asked.

“Did you like
that?” Karen asked with a
grin.

“Jesus,
Karen,” Marco laughed.
“I’ve never felt anything as good as your
blowjob.”

“Why, thank
you,” Karen chuckled and opened her mouth.
This time, without hesitation, she slid her mouth down on his cock
and it immediately hit the back of her throat.

Marco groaned and his arms shook
with the intense pleasure that she was giving him. Her mouth felt
even better than her pussy, as she expertly changed the tensions in
her muscles to provide increased suction and friction in the places
she knew he was sensitive.

Behind Marco,
Karen could hear several people chatting in the corridor that
connected the editing suites to the main news floor. She could hear the moaning and groaning coming
from the corridor, proving that the fucking had spread to this part
of the newsroom as well.

With an animal grunt, Marco pushed
her head up and down, back and forth. He was hypnotized by the
sight below him. This was the prime time anchor, sucking on his
cock with all her might. The evening broadcast was over, and the
fact that Karen was sucking on his cock right now could only mean
that she genuinely enjoyed gobbling up his shaft.

Behind him, he
could hear how several people entered the
room, and Karen evidently heard it too, as she suddenly increased
the bobbing of her head and used her tongue and suction to create
extra loud slurping noises to attract a larger
audience.

Moments later, there were several
men and women standing a few steps away from Marco, observing how
the prime time anchor was giving the senior editor the sloppiest,
loudest and messiest blowjob in the entire LLB.

Some of the men
had taken out their rods and were stroking
them, while a few of the women were drinking wine and quietly
fingering themselves.

As Karen
continued with her sloppy blowjob, some of
the women got to their knees and started sucking on some of the
cocks hanging out of their coworkers’ pants. The entire room was
filled with slurping noises.

In total, there
were five women including Karen who were either sitting down or on
their knees, and sucking loudly on the
meaty rods in their mouth. Saliva was spilling from their mouths
and was dripping from their chin onto the floor. In union the women
bobbed their heads back and forth, turning Marco’s editing suite into the blowjob
center of the newsroom.

Already there
was a larger audience gathered outside and were watching the scene
in front of them. Some of the women entered and soon there were ten
women in the room who were vigorously
sucking on their coworkers’
hard shafts.

But Karen was not satisfied. She
could feel that since she was the one who started the blowjob trend
in this room, she was the one who had the power to change
it.

Suddenly, she
got up and kissed Marco deeply. At first he resisted, but soon he
gave in and her tongue danced with his.
She turned around, put her elbows on his desk, and pointed her
fleshy buttocks at him.

“Put it in
me,” she growled. “I need you to fuck me.”

For a moment
Marco simply stared at her. Even though he had seen her like this
plenty of times, the overflowing erotic essence of Karen pointing
her ass at him overwhelmed him every time. He watched her
voluminous ass wiggle at him, the damp curls of
her sex glistening with her wet juices, her cunt hot and steamy,
waiting for him to stuff it with his rod.

Walking towards her, he stuck his
middle finger into her pussy and he could see Karen tremble with
delight. It felt as if her hole was melting his fingers. He pulled
it out and his finger suddenly felt cold. Her pussy was so moist
and creamy, he was worried he could cum right away if he stuck it
in her.

“Your finger isn’t enough,” Karen turned her head around with a pout on her lips.
“I need the real thing in me.”

This pushed Marco over the edge.
Breathing deeply, he took the base of his cock and rubbed his
mushroom head against the creamy lips of her cunt, preparing
himself for her hot pussy.

“Now!”
Karen grunted and used her arms to push back.
With that one motion, the lips of her cunt were hugging the roots
of his cock.

“Fuck!
Karen!” Marco groaned and his jaw dropped
as the intense heat of her pussy assaulted his
cock.

The women around
Karen followed suit and all of them got up and pointed their
buttocks at their partners. All too
willing, the men grabbed them by the waist and one after the other,
shoved their cocks into the waiting holes.

Back and forth,
the ten pairs pounded away in Marco’s editing
suite.

“Hey do you want
to switch?” the guy standing next to Marco
asked.

He watched as
his neighbor pounded away with a
red-headed girl. Her curly hair was spread out across her back and
her mouth was wide open as she grunted and groaned every time he
man’s cock slid
into her.

“Sure,”
Marco replied and pulled out of
Karen.

Karen was at
first disappointed at the sudden void she
felt when Marco’s cock slide out of her with ‘plop’ sound, but this disappointment did not last
long.

Suddenly, the another man grabbed
her waist and shoved his cock deep into her.

“Oh my
God!” Karen threw her head back and moaned
as loud as she wanted to.

Grunting, the man pounded away at
her ass like an animal. Again and again he slammed into her, every
time creating slurping noises from the place where they were
joined. Juices were spilling and dripping from his
balls.

A few minutes later, the men
decided to rotate clockwise, so that before they came, they could
get a taste of every pussy in the room.

Karen felt a
different cock enter her starving hole every few minutes, and she
loved every moment of it. Some of them were longer, others wider.
This feeling of having different sizes stretch and pull her was
amazing. This sheer animalistic sensation of having her ass on
display and having whichever random cock shoved into her drove
her delirious with lust. Her mouth was
wide open, her tongue was sticking out, and she moaned with all her
might.

After the round
of ten guys climaxed, another set of men
stepped up and shoved their cocks into the waiting pussies without
wasting a second.

And so the fucking continued for
hours and hours.

In the days and weeks to come,
there would be many more LLB events, and in every single one of
them, the pure and honest animal lust of all the NNB staff would be
expressed.

The wild unrestrained fucking
would continue.

Except
when there were breaking
news.

 


 


- END -
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