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To add further insult to my helplessness, he had taken a lipstick from the woman and written "CUM SLUT" in red bold letters on my belly. He turned me around and wrote something on my bottom as well. 

A part of me hoped that someone would appear and save me while another part of me prayed that nobody would come for me. The thought of being discovered in such a lewd position filled me with shame.

The sound of the ocean was calming, but it did little to ease the heavy thumping of my heart against my chest. Sunlight glared down at my naked body and I was all-too-aware of how my pussy was bright red and glistening with wetness.  

It wasn't long before people approached me, whispering and mumbling amongst themselves. They stopped talking the moment their eyes landed on me. 

My stomach flipped nervously and I stared, wide-eyed, at the group of four men standing close to me. They were all big black guys who were wearing swimming trunks that quickly tented when they saw my naked body. 

Their erections were all long and broad and I gulped as they started towards me. 

"What in the world-" one man started. 

"What'd you think, John?" A man asked his friend, who was the obvious leader of the group. He had dark eyes and a muscular, large body that dwarfed me easily. He stood over me and had a contemplative look that held a hungry desire that scared me. 

"I suppose this is one of the perks of the beach that the boss was talking about," he deduced finally, grabbing me by the waist and twisting me around easily. Just like earlier, I was on my face with my bottom protruding outwards lewdly. 

"Spank me," he read, rubbing the lipstick on my bottom. "Don't mind if I do," his gravelly voice said, fingers trailing over my ass crack and then grabbing both butt cheeks and spreading me wide. 

I gasped into the cloth when he spat into my hole. Then, without warning, he rammed this thick thumb into my asshole and started feeling my hole, twisting and turning like an explorer in a cave. 

From the corner of my eyes, I could see the three other men were eagerly stroking their own erections, waiting for their turn to have a go on my body. They grinned wickedly at me and I fought back reluctantly at how John was penetrating my asshole. 

There was a hungry stirring inside my body despite the fear of whatever these men were going to do with my body in broad daylight and when he removed his finger from my asshole, I found myself wanting him back inside me. 

He cupped my round buttocks and drew his hand back. 

SLAP! 

I jerked and twisted my body so roughly that I almost fell onto the sand, but his friends were quick to steady me.

"Hold her still, Ken," John instructed. Ken was standing with his legs apart over my lower back and his hands held onto my waist to hold me up...
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Even the receptionist knew about the trip before I did. I only found out when I arrived at work that morning, carrying more paperwork and inventory than my body could rightly handle as I toppled into his office in the ridiculously high heels that he insisted I wore, only to find it empty. 

I stared at the unlit room for a few seconds, my mind realizing that something was incredibly wrong but not quite able to accept the fact just yet. A cool chill crawled down my spine and goose bumps rose on the back of my neck. 

Any curse words that threatened to leave my lips was quickly quelled by the inquisitive looks that my coworkers were sending me. I had a few seconds before anyone would start realizing how out-of-place I was, standing at the door of the dark office room that looked like a lavish club house. I used those few seconds to figure out where my ridiculous boss had disappeared to. 

There was nothing on the weekly planner that suggested we had a trip coming up and none of his customers had hinted at a meeting elsewhere. 

I turned on the light and went to his seat, determined shoulders thrown back in utter confidence as I hurriedly rummaged through his drawers to find a clue as to where my employer had disappeared to. 

"Irresponsible, annoying little brat," I murmured under my breath as I dug through the mess in the drawers that contained his discarded, half-finished paperwork, most of which would find their way to my desk one way or another and handled appropriately. 

I had inherited the irresponsible young man as my new boss. One Francisco Banks, a disagreeable, arrogant and most unpleasant man with whom I had been saddled with after his father decided to retire abruptly, five months after I started working for him. 

Since then, I had been shouldering more than my fair share of responsibilities, making sure to keep the company afloat while the billionaire heir partied and drank, skimming through and signing agreements instead of making sure that they were for the benefit of the company. 

Nimble fingers moved through the mess of cigarette, notes, name cards, and a glaring lack of a passport which I knew he kept in the drawer. I pulled out the other drawers and repeated my search slowly, making sure that I wasn't missing some glaringly obvious clue in my haste. 

Beneath my cool facade and formal black dress, my heart lurched with fear. It has finally happened. He had gone and left the company without telling anyone and we will have to shut down completely. As much as it pained me to admit it, nothing can get approved without his signature. 

I jumped when the door opened. I hurriedly closed the drawer and looked up. The receptionist had stepped into the office and was grinning at me from just past the door. 

"Oh, why aren't you on your way to the airport, Mr. Annie?" she chirped in her gratingly happy tone that made me want to empty the trash in the drawers onto her head. 

I hid my startled expression behind a thick document that was sitting on the table and starting straightening it. It was impossible to hide the flare of pink on my cheeks when I finally put the documents down. I can already imagine the office conversation today:

"The king of the castle has left office without letting his private assistant know where he was headed."

There was no question that I did most of the work in the office, but the thought of Francisco leaving without me implied that he had no use of me altogether. 

"Of course," I said with a forced smile. "I'm just here to gather some files that we need," I lied smoothly. 

I found enough composure to stand up and chat amiably to the receptionist. She had only started working with the company last week and her job consisted primarily of looking drop-dead-gorgeous, and occasionally offering on-the-job blowjobs to the shameless billionaire under the desk. 

After a brief exchange, I managed to gather that Robert Griffin, a fellow billionaire heir, had dropped by the office just moments before I arrived and left with Francisco, who declared to the entire office that he was leaving to a private beach that his father owned two hours away.

"It was nice catching up with you," I said, easing myself into a position by the door. I waved the document in my hand as if it was my intention to gather it all along and bid her goodbye.

She smiled, completely oblivious that she had inadvertently betrayed her employer's location to me. Francisco probably thought he could be free of me for the day. Well, he was in a for a surprise when I show up at the beach house for all the documents that he had to look through. 

He had a very important meeting coming up and had to get all the facts right before entering into said meeting or risk losing a multi-billion-dollar deal. 

The company's driver materialized at the door the moment I stepped out into the sun and promptly helped me with all the items in my arms before letting me into the car. 
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