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Bimbo Airlines

I hadn’t even worked at Skinz Inc for two years before becoming the highest-ranked salesman in our office. I don’t know how to explain it, except that I’ve always been good at getting people to like me. I’m a handsome guy, and charismatic. So I can’t say I was entirely surprised when I was awarded not only with a raise and my own office, but an invitation to the yearly corporate retreat in Cabo.

I’d be going with our office manager, Jeremy. I’d be the only other person from the office going. Jeremy beamed at me as he shook my hand and slipped the plane tickets and itinerary onto my desk.

“You have no idea what you’re in for, my friend,” he said with a wink. I was a bit taken aback. Jeremy, who was overweight but had a nice enough face, rarely did things like winking. He was very professional in the office, not joining in water cooler talk or having lunch with his employees in the break room. I wasn’t particularly enthused about the amount of time I would be spending with him during the retreat, but who was I to turn down a free, all-expense paid vacation?

My first hint that this wasn’t just any corporate retreat, besides Jeremy’s mysterious words and enigmatic wink, was the name of the airline printed on my ticket. I’d never heard of them before. We were flying out of a small, obscure airport that usually only hosted private planes. The company was called Bimbo Airlines.

At first, I didn’t make any connection, because it was so out there. I racked my brain trying to figure out what “Bimbo” could mean. Maybe someone’s name? Maybe there was some other, less-known definition of the word? My curiosity grew as I looked over the itinerary for the retreat. Suffice to say, the usual training seminars and sales presentations were only half the story. But more on that later.

The airline had me so puzzled that I quickly did an internet search. Alarm bells went off in my head when the site asked me if I was over 18 before letting me enter. Of course, I clicked yes – and was promptly rewarded with a photograph of a woman with her breasts spilling out from the top of a skimpy stewardess’ outfit! Her lips were pouty, her face heavily made up. The text above her photo read: Welcome to Bimbo Airlines, Where All Your Wishes Are Our Commands!

What was this? It looked like a flying strip club! As I explored the website, I realized it was much more than a flying strip club. While it didn’t explicitly state what you should expect, besides superb customer service and a smooth flight, there were very suggestive terms like “trained sex addicts” and “horny, barely legal sluts who love to be used and abused.”

Damn. I was getting hard just looking at the website in my office! I quickly exited, not wanting to exacerbate the situation. Surely, it was some kind of joke? There was no way corporate would actually pay for some kind of brothel airplane for the corporate retreat?

I decided to laugh it off and expect the worst – then, I could only be pleasantly surprised. I visualized a packed, cramped, economy flight filled with crying babies. That certainly took the stiffness out of my pants, and I could relax for the rest of the workday. We were scheduled to leave in two days, and by the time the morning of the flight came around, I was fully prepared to be miserable, stuck with Jeremy on a budget eight-hour flight.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

***

The airport was so tiny that the same person took our tickets, scanned us through security, and met us at the gate. Jeremy greeted me with an informal nod and a slight smirk. His eyes glinted with a look I’d never seen before.

“I assume you did your research?” Jeremy asked as we waited for the plane to pull up across the tarmac. It was a very small plane. But there was no one else in the airport, so I guessed it couldn’t be too crowded.

“Hm?” I asked, distracted by the novelty of watching the plane brake as the door opened and the staircase folded out. Looked fancy.

“On the airline,” Jeremy chuckled. “And the rest of the retreat.”

“Erm, a little,” I said, cocking my head. “But that website is a joke, right?”

“A joke?” Jeremy asked, grinning now, his shoulders shaking with silent laughter. “No, son. It’s no joke.”

“What?” I asked, but just at that moment the door in front of us opened, and we were ushered across the tarmac towards the plane. Jeremy entered first, nearly leaping up the stairs. I followed a pace behind, bracing myself for whatever I would find inside the plane.

I couldn’t have expected the reality even if I studied that website religiously.

Inside the cabin were three cushy leather seats – two facing the cockpit, one facing the other way. The carpet was red velvet. Pornographic pictures decorated the interior, women of all types revealing themselves in every imaginable position.

Most importantly, though, were the stewardesses who greeted us.

They were each mind-numbingly beautiful. There was something for everyone, it seemed: a redhead, a blonde, and two brunettes: one black, one white. None of them looked to be a day over 18. They all wore identical dresses: basically lingerie, their breasts framed by thin straps that only hid their nipples, the skirts ending midway down their asses. They were shaved, made-up, and giggling like schoolgirls. I turned to Jeremy, mouth agape, amazed.

“Told you,” he said.

“Welcome to Bimbo Airlines,” the blonde chirped, bouncing towards us. I walked along in a stupor, trying to process it all. She took my hand, and Jeremy’s, and led us towards the seats. I flopped down in one, Jeremy took the other.

“Now, let me just buckle you up…”

The blonde leaned down over me, her breasts spilling out of the top of her dress as she did so. It didn’t seem to bother her. She reached for my buckle, which brought her hands dangerously close to my hardening cock. I gulped, immediately going into a sweat. This was crazy!

“Relax,” Jeremy advised as the black girl took care of his seatbelt. “That’s the point of this whole trip. Just relax.”

“Yes, please,” the blonde pouted, tightening my seatbelt and pushing her breasts into my thighs at the same time. “Relax, and let us take care of everything.”

“O-okay,” I said, finding it hard to relax as the stewardesses started to move around the cabin. I watched them perform the usual safety demonstration, their breasts invariably popping free as they moved around, only to be playfully returned to their rightful places inside the dresses. The girls teetered on impossibly high heels, touched each other at every chance, and seemed to be excited by the smallest details of their job. I noticed that their nipples were hard, their cheeks flushed, lips dewy. It was so distracting that I didn’t even really notice when we finally took off!

Once in the air, two of the girls excused themselves to the back of the plane, leaving the two brunettes in front. I kept wondering what the third chair was for, the one that was facing Jeremy and I. My curiosity was soon slaked.

“And now, we’d like to offer some in-flight entertainment,” the white girl said, linking arms with her black companion. I glanced over at Jeremy, who was beaming. When I looked back, the girls were kissing. Like porn stars. They had turned towards each other and were thrusting their tongues together, pressing their hips against each other, and moaning.

“Fuck,” I muttered, unable to believe what I was seeing. The farce that was their uniforms was quickly done away with, and soon I was witnessing two fully naked, nubile young women writhing together in apparent ecstasy. They fell sideways onto the chair, limbs tangled together. I turned to Jeremy, wide-eyed, a million questions running through my mind.

“Jessica and Lexie are the best,” Jeremy said with a wink, nodding towards the front. I remembered reading the nametags, but now their names came back to me – Jessica was the white girl, and Lexie was the black girl. As I turned back to the show, my cock hardening, I saw that they had moved on to stroking and licking each other’s perfect, bouncy, youthful breasts.

“Sir?” A voice from beside me made me jump in my seat. I dragged my eyes away from the girls entwined at the front of the plane to see the redhead standing beside me. “Can I offer you any refreshments?”

She was a double-D at least, her tits straining from her tiny bra. Her ass was plump, half-hanging from the bottom of her uniform. She blinked at me, smiling vapidly.

“Uh…”

“Refreshments isn’t limited to drinks and peanuts on this flight,” Jeremy advised, nudging me with his elbow. I looked over to realize that he had a blonde standing right beside him, also offering “refreshments.” I knew these girls were trained sex addicts, but exactly how far was I allowed to go with them?

“First time?” The attendant, whose nametag read Ginger, giggled. “Well, how about we start with a nice blowjob?”

Oh, man! All the blood in my body rushed straight for my cock. I looked up to see that Jessica was spread eagled on the chair, holding her knees up, her perfect tits on display as Lexie licked her pussy. Lexie’s ass was spread, her pussy dripping wet, leaking down her thighs. I was rock hard. I looked back up at Ginger.

“Yeah, that sounds okay,” I said. “Take your tits out first, though. Okay?”

“Oooh,” Ginger squealed, grabbing her bra and yanking. “Okay! That’s fun!”

Her perfect tits bounced out, her nipples hard already. She glanced over at the girls in the front and grabbed her breasts, pinching her nipples until they were as red as her hair.

“It’s so hot watching them,” she said. I glanced over and noticed that Jeremy and his blonde were making out. The blonde, who had smaller but perkier tits, was straddling him. He had his hands on her chest and was squeezing her breasts as she humped his lap and moaned into his mouth, one hand between her legs, the other undoing his belt.

My mouth was dry from all the excitement, and I was just considering asking Ginger to go get me an actual refreshment when I felt pressure on my knees. While I’d been looking away, she’d gotten down onto her knees and positioned herself between my legs. She pouted up at me, reaching for my belt.

“I’m so horny,” she said. “I can’t wait to get this cock in my mouth. I hope you have lots of yummy cum for me to swallow.”

I was sure that I’d have plenty – as Ginger undid my belt and my cock popped free, already dripping pre-cum, I went back to watching the in-flight entertainment. Ginger’s hand closed over the base of my cock and she squeezed, moaning in pleasure as she licked the moisture from the tip of my cock. Jessica and Lexie had switched positions. Now, Lexie had her feet up on the arms of the seat, a dildo in her hands, as Jessica wiggled her tight little ass in the air.

Jessica’s tongue lapped at Lexie’s slit, making the black girl squirm and pant. Lexie began to suck on the dildo just as Ginger between my legs finally got the head of my cock between her lips. I groaned, sinking down into my chair, as she began to work my cock with her tongue, bobbing her head up and down, taking me inch by inch. I couldn’t decide whether to watch her perfect tits bounce as she worked my cock, or watch the blonde on Jeremy’s lap fuck herself while stroking his dick, or watch the lesbian sex in front of me. It was a feast.

“Mmmm,” Ginger moaned. “You taste sooo good, sir. Thank you for letting me suck your dick. Can I put it all the way down my throat, please?”

“Yes, you may,” I grinned, grabbing her hair. I could tell she liked it rough, so I gave her just what she wanted. The blonde on Jeremy’s lap was making so much noise fucking herself that I almost got too distracted to fuck my personal whore’s mouth right, but soon enough I had Ginger gagging on my cock as I thrust deep into her throat.

I pushed until I felt her lips and nose against my balls and just rocked back and forth in her mouth, enjoying the warmth of her throat around the head of my cock. Looking up, I saw that Jessica was sitting on Lexie’s lap. Lexie held the dildo between her legs, and Jessica began to fuck it. The two girls kissed, Lexie’s hands on Jessica’s ass, squeezing and spreading her cheeks so we could all get a good look at her dirty little cunt taking every inch of the sex toy. Ginger’s hands tightened on my thighs, and looking down I saw her eyes watery and her nostrils flaring as she choked on my cock. I didn’t want to push the poor girl too far, so I released my grip, letting her come up for air.

“Oooh, that was so good, sir,” Ginger cooed. “More, please! I want you to use my throat as your fucktoy, sir! Please let me swallow your cum!”

I groaned, thrusting my cock back into her slutty little mouth. I shoved my dick as far as I could and held her head in place, giving her just what she asked for. Looking over, I watched Jeremy bury his face in the blonde’s tits as he fucked her. I was getting really close, my balls churning as Ginger slobbered and choked on my dick. I looked front again, pleased to see that Jessica was on all fours and Lexie was fucking her hard with the dildo. The tiny brunette had her eyes rolling back into her head, one hand down between her legs, rubbing her clit as the black flight attendant fucked her.

“Shit, I’m gonna cum,” I grunted, feeling myself lose control. Ginger made an excited noise as I rammed into her mouth, her nose squishing against me as I finally unloaded into her stomach. She swallowed every drop, sucking me dry with her throat, even waiting until I was going limp to pull away. Jeremy had tossed the blonde off his lap and was jacking off in her face.

“Please, sir! Please give me your cum! I need it!” The blonde begged, and Jeremy shot his load across her lips, on her tongue, even getting some on her tits. She rocked back on her heels, licking her lips in ecstasy, collecting his cum from her tits and sucking it from her finger. I watched in awe as Ginger leaned over and grabbed the blonde, kissing her deeply. They moaned, their bodies coming together, writhing in pleasure. Ginger pulled away to lick some of Jeremy’s cum from the blonde’s neck. I was spent, my eyes lazy as they drifted towards the in-flight entertainment. Lexie was riding the dildo now, kissing Jessica at the same time. My cock soft, my balls empty, my body spent, I found myself drifting off to sleep.

***

“Sir?”

Not too long after I fell asleep, I felt myself jolted awake. I was a little confused at first – why was my cock out? Why was the stewardess naked? Why was Jeremy naked? Then I remembered, and smiled.

“Yes?” I asked, looking up into Lexie’s friendly eyes. I already felt hard again, as I usually do when I wake up. Inspired, I reached out, and shoved my hands between her legs, maintaining eye contact the whole time. I found her hot and dripping wet, and was pleasantly surprised to feel her spread her legs so I could thrust my fingers inside her. She got kind of a funny glazed-over look, but she kept talking to me anyway.

“We were just about to start our second round of refreshments,” she said, licking her lips. Suddenly, Jessica appeared at my other side. They were both still naked, of course, and I got a good look at Jessica’s impossibly huge tits. She was so petite, but her tits were the size of basketballs! Her hard nipples were just begging for attention, so I reached out with my other hand and began to squeeze and pinch them. She giggled, arching her back to give me better access.

“Ooh, thank you,” she moaned, thrusting one hand down between her legs, touching herself as I squeezed and pinched her breasts. Lexie was dripping over my fingers, panting hard as I fucked her. They were both in ecstasy, and it felt nice to be able to just touch them without asking for permission. I thought that all of life should be like that!

“So, refreshments?” I asked. Lexie giggled, so I looked up at her. She produced a blue pill.

“Well, this will help, but only if you want it,” she said. Hell yeah I wanted it! I opened my mouth, sticking my tongue out. She placed it on my tongue and I swallowed it, all the while never taking my hands off their luscious young bodies.

“Now, how can we help to refresh you?” Jessica asked, reaching down for my half-erect cock. It twitched to life under her palm, and I let my head rest against the seat as she began to jerk me off. I dropped my hands, content just to look up at the two young women as they pleasured me.

“Hmmm,” I said, glancing over at Jeremy. He was getting a blowjob from Ginger, so I knew he was having a good time. “I’m not sure. What do you suggest?”

“Well, we could start by having Jessica ride you while I suck your balls,” Lexie suggested. That sounded good to me, so I nodded. A second later, Jessica was straddling me, her huge tits right in my face. I couldn’t help myself – I leaned forward and sucked one between my lips, flicking my tongue over it. Jessica shuddered, crying out in pleasure.

I could feel her warm heat hovering over my cock, her juices dripping onto the tip. I grabbed her breasts, holding them up as she began to sink down, so that I could keep licking and sucking her nipples as she impaled herself on my cock. Her pussy was tight and wet, it felt perfect sliding over my flesh. I groaned, biting down on her breast to show how good it felt. She put her hands on my shoulders to support herself. I closed my eyes, enjoying the simple ecstasy of burying my head in her massive tits while she slid up and down on my cock. And then it got better – I felt Lexie’s tongue on my balls, sucking and licking them, worshipping them, while Jessica rode me.

“Oh, sir, your cock is sooooo big!” Jessica moaned, her face contorted in pleasure as she filled her pussy with my meat. “I love the way it feels in me! Thank you for letting me ride you!”

“Mmm,” Lexie added. “And your balls are nice and heavy, they feel so good in my mouth, I could suck on them all day…”

“Go right ahead, girls,” I said, still squeezing Jessica’s tits as they bounced in my face. “Show me what good little sluts you are. This is what you’re paid for, right?”

“Yes, sir! Oh, yes, fuck, yes!” Jessica said, her toes curling and her mouth opening in an ‘o’ shape as she slammed down on my cock and gushed. She ground down on me for a minute, cumming on my cock, her tight little pussy clenching and releasing around me. I nearly came right then, with my balls in Lexie’s mouth and Jessica’s pussy dripping down my shaft. But I had a better idea. It wasn’t fair to the girls that only Jessica got to cum.

“Get off me,” I barked, pushing until the girl hopped off my dick. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Jeremy hold Ginger’s head in place as he fucked her throat. I grabbed Lexie’s hair, pulling her off my balls. “Jessica, lick your friend’s pussy while I fuck her.”

Spinning Lexie around, I pushed on her upper back until she was bent over, her plump ass perfect for squeezing. My cock was still soaked in Jessica’s juices when I plunged it into Lexie’s cunt and made her scream. Just as I told her, Jessica positioned herself under Lexie and started to lick her slit. I could feel her soft tongue lapping at my shaft each time I pulled out, then against my balls when I thrust in. Lexie was even tighter than Jessica!

“Yeah, you fucking slut, take daddy’s cock,” I heard Jeremy say beside me. Dude was into some kinky shit, but I kind of liked the sound of it. “Swallow every drop of my cum, you stupid bitch.”

Ginger moaned in ecstasy as Jeremy held her down and emptied his balls into her throat. I closed my eyes, focusing on the feeling of Lexie taking my cock like a champ. Leaning forward, I grabbed her tits, squeezing and pinching them as I drilled her.

“You’re so good, sir,” Lexie panted. I could see that she had one hand on Jessica’s head, holding her friend’s face against her slit. “You’re gonna make me cum!”

“Do it,” I grunted.

When she started shuddering and gushing, I drove all the way into her and unloaded. I filled her sweet little pussy with my cum until it was dripping out of her and into Jessica’s mouth. When I pulled out, trailing cum all the way, Jessica started to lick my cum out of Lexie’s pussy, Lexie riding her tongue like they did this all the time. They probably did. These chicks were pure nymphos.

I barely had time to recover before I saw the blonde approaching from the cabin. She was wiping her mouth, cum dripping from her chin – she’d probably just blown the pilot and co-pilot at the same time. Which gave me an idea….

“Hey, Jeremy,” I said, nudging my friend. “What do you think about a little…”

I barely had to gesture and he knew what I was saying. He grinned.

“I’m down,” he said. “Which of these sluts do you think we should do?”

“Me! Me! Please! Pick me! I swear, I’ll be so good, sir!” Ginger pleaded, still on her knees before Jeremy.

“No, pick me! I’m a good girl, I promise, I deserve it!” The blonde said – I could remember her name now. Tanya. Pretty soon, all four stewardesses were fighting over who would get to fuck Jeremy and I. I laughed.

“I haven’t gotten to fuck Tanya yet,” I said, shrugging at my friend.

“She was a good lay,” Jeremy nodded. “But I want her ass this time.”

Tanya squealed in delight, hopping up and down so that her perky tits bounced along with her. The other girls groaned.

“Why don’t you three put on a show for us to enjoy while we fuck her?” I suggested. “Or is the in-flight entertainment over already?”

Ginger, Lexie, and Jessica all grinned, hopping up to the front of the plane. At that moment, we hit a patch of turbulence. They fell all over each other, tits bouncing, cum-soaked bodies grinding together. It was the perfect catalyst- soon, they were all grinding together on the floor, eating each other out and fucking themselves with their fingers.

Tanya, meanwhile, had landed in Jeremy’s lap. He laughed, standing up, holding her like she weighed nothing. Which she really didn’t. I stroked my dick, watching Jeremy grope her tits from behind, holding her around the waist. She moaned in pleasure and reached down to touch herself, rubbing her clit as he abused her tits.

Laughing, he walked over and dropped her on my lap. She squealed in delight, her slick pussy sliding down my cock right away. I groaned – she was a slut, but she was tight as a virgin. And she only got tighter when Jeremy knelt down a little bit, positioning her in such a way that he could shove his cock up her ass at the same time I was balls-deep in her pussy.

My friend and I slammed into her as hard as we could, enjoying the way she took it like she couldn’t get enough. And as though that all wasn’t enough, the girls had gotten bored playing with each other and crawled over to us. I watched Lexie suck Jeremy’s heavy, swinging balls while riding a double-sided dildo with Ginger, who was eating out Jessica. Jessica’s mouth covered my balls, licking and sucking them while her big brown eyes gazed up at me in total adoration.

“Oh, you are so good to us,” Ginger moaned, slamming her pussy back against Lexie’s. “Thank you, sirs.”

“Yes,” Tanya gasped. We were both deep inside her, her ass stretched out to fit Jeremy’s cock while her pussy fit snug around mine. I leaned forward, biting at her chest, sucking her nipple into my mouth. I grabbed her hair with my hand, yanking until her head rolled back on her neck.

“You love it, don’t you?” Jeremy leaned forward to ask, speaking into her ear. “You love getting fucked by strangers? Getting paid to have your ass and pussy reamed at the same time?”

“Yes, sir!” Tanya moaned, writhing as she came. My balls churned again, I reached down with my free hand and grabbed Jessica’s head, pulling her against my balls so that I could feel her lips all over them. With a groan, I jerked upward and came for the third time that flight. Pulsing inside of Jessica while Jeremy thrust into her ass was the tightest, hottest fuck of my life.

I filled her with my load, watching her shake and beg for more as Jeremy filled her ass. When we were done with her, she hopped off, reached between her legs, and pulled some of my cum up to her mouth, sucking it off her finger. She did it again, sharing with Ginger while Lexie crawled over and started to lick at Tanya’s pussy, eating my cum from it.

As you can imagine, the rest of the flight was a whirlwind of sex and cum, breasts and asses. By the time we landed in Cabo, I was exhausted – and had a whole new appreciation for the company I worked for, and my manager. Jeremy had held up the whole time despite being much less fit than me. In fact, he may even have gotten a few more loads in than I did! The girls buckled us in again before we landed, then collapsed together in a moaning, kissing pile. When the door of the plane slid open, they were lined up on their knees.

“Thank you,” they said in unison. “We hoped you enjoyed your ride on Bimbo Airlines! Please, come again!”

Not likely, I chuckled to myself, following Jeremy off the plane. Come again? I didn’t think I’d be able to get off for a month after that plane ride!

“So, what’d you think?” Jeremy asked, laughing as we emerged from the plane, the intense heat smacking me in the face.

“Amazing,” I said. “Truly unbelievable.”

“And that’s just the beginning, my boy,” he said, turning to me with a wink.  “Welcome to the corporate retreat!”

Just the beginning?!

I couldn’t wait to see what came next!


Bonus Story: Nuns Turned Nympho

As soon as I turned 18, I entered the convent.

It only made sense. After all, I was raised by the church, in an orphanage. I never had much exposure to the outside world, and I enjoyed my life that way. I wanted to serve God, and help provide for others, the way I had been provided for.

Besides that, the convent was run by the same men I knew from the orphanage. Fathers Lawrence, William, Thomas, and Samuel. They were very kind, very holy men. They were the best men I ever knew, really. I loved them as fathers, not just as…well…Fathers. So by joining the convent and taking up the habit, I was allowed to remain in their presence.

About a year into my training, I began to experience some very troubling dreams. They were vague, but they were sexual in nature. I would wake up with dampness between my legs. This had never happened to me before. I was a virgin, of course. I had never even experimented with a man. I was under the impression that sex was a distraction, worthless and sinful.

So it was very distressing for me, to have sexual dreams and wake up with these urges. I confided in my best friend, Sister Lisa, and she advised me to tell Father Lawrence. He had helped her with a similar issue. I was terribly embarrassed to come to Father Lawrence with my problem, but Sister Lisa insisted that he had the solution.

I knew when Father Lawrence conducted confession, and I waited for that time to speak with him. The partition did little to hide my identity, as he knew my voice well. But it was more anonymous than talking to him in his office.

“Father, I have a shameful confession today,” I said after the usual mantra.

“Go ahead, my child,” Father Lawrence said. His voice already felt soothing to me, and I relaxed a little bit.

“Well, I have recently begun to have…dreams. Of an unholy nature.”

“We cannot control what happens in our dreams, my child,” he said. “What makes them unholy?”

“Well, they are…” I dropped my voice to a whisper, glad he couldn’t see the bright red on my cheeks. “…sexual.”

“Hmm,” Father Lawrence said. “Go on.”

“Well, I don’t remember them well, but I do know that they are about men, entering me. I have never engaged in sexual activity, Father. But when I wake up from these dreams, I am…wet. Between my legs. And I have urges. Carnal…urges.”

“Aha,” Father Lawrence said, knowingly. “I see, my child. You need not worry.”

“Really?” I asked, feeling hopeful. “Because it feels wrong.”

“Not at all,” Father Lawrence said. “In fact, it’s completely natural. All humans have such urges. Even priests. When a woman like you, young and beautiful, enters our lives, we have urges much like the ones you describe.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling a little weird about what he just said. “I see.”

“Sister Megan,” he said, daring to use my name. “Have you ever heard of the Panama Scrolls?”

“No,” I said curiously. “What are they?”

“They are an ancient, secret, forgotten scripture. They define certain things that we in the church do not feel comfortable sharing with the public.”

I was intrigued.

“Among those things is the role of the holy, or sacred, vessel.”

“What’s that?” I asked, wondering what all of this had to do with my dreams.

“It’s a way for men of the order, like myself, to be brought closer to God through sexual contact with a young woman of the order, such as yourself.”

What? That was very confusing. What did he mean?

“Sister Megan, I believe your dreams may be a sign,” Father Lawrence said. “That you are one of a rare but extremely important type of woman. You may just be a holy vessel. To be a holy vessel is the highest honor that can be bestowed upon a woman.”

“Really?” I gasped.

“Yes,” Father Lawrence said. “But there is a very intense initiation process. I’m not sure you’re up for it.”

“I am!” I said. I was very devout, and had gone through long periods of fasting, meditation, all sorts of trials to test and deepen my faith. I was sure that I could endure this initiation process.

“If you would like to be anointed, be in the church this evening, just after dark. We will test your body and your faith. And if you pass, you will know that you are among the chosen.”

Wow! Me, “chosen”! All because I had some naughty dreams! God does work in mysterious ways.

“Thank you, Father Lawrence!” I said. “Thank you so much!”

“Of course, my child,” he said. “I’ll see you this evening.”

“Yes, Father, you will,” I chirped, leaving the confessional with a spring in my step and big hopes for the future.

[image: ]

That night, as Father Lawrence directed me, I came into the church after sundown. I was met by some familiar faces, which automatically put me at ease. To be honest, I had been a bit nervous. What if I failed the initiation? What if I couldn’t be anointed? Maybe I wasn’t good enough to be a holy vessel.

But, I had to try.

I walked down the long center aisle. I saw Father Lawrence, Father William, Father Samuel and Father Thomas. As I got closer, I also saw Sister Lisa. I was a little confused by that. She wore a long robe instead of her habit. She was smiling very wide.

“Sister Megan,” Father Lawrence said. “We are very glad you had the courage to come tonight. Please, step forward.”

I did, stepping in front of the altar. The men gazed at me, strange looks in their eyes.

“Do you understand what I told you earlier, Sister Megan?” Father Lawrence asked.

“Um…kind of,” I said sheepishly. The priests smiled, making me feel more comfortable.

“We are here tonight to test your body, and see if you are worthy of being a sacred vessel,” Father Lawrence said.

“Sister Lisa here has gone through the test, and been chosen,” Father William said. They stood on either side of Sister Lisa, who gave me a bright grin. I returned it, feeling butterflies.

“A sacred vessel must be available at all times, all hours, to relieve a holy man,” Father Samuel explained.

“As priests, our seed connects us directly to God. And only when we release that seed into a holy vessel can we experience God in all his glory. It is of utmost importance that you understand what we are saying.”

I nodded, thinking that I understood.

But then Sister Lisa dropped her robe. She was naked! This wasn’t what I imagined at all. I don’t know what I imagined, but I suddenly felt very sick and unsure of everything the priests were saying.

I was utterly shocked. Sister Lisa was one of my best friends, and here she was, naked, smiling as the priests stared at her and reached for her nude body. As I watched, Father Lawrence cupped her breast, and she turned her head to kiss him. A long, deep tongue kiss. Meanwhile, Father William reached down and parted the lips of her pussy. She was even shaved down there! She turned her head, kissing Father William now as he played with her sex.

I didn’t want to admit it, but watching my fellow Sister being used as a plaything by the older men was very interesting to me. It gave me the kinds of feelings I tried so hard to ignore at night. I squirmed, blushing bright red.

“Sister Megan,” Sister Lisa said, eyes lidded as she let the priests play with her breasts and pussy. “I’m soooo glad you’ve turned this corner. Being a sacred vessel is the most beautiful thing that has ever happened to me. I’m overjoyed to share the experience with you.”

“Ummm….” I said, not sure what corner she was talking about. I certainly wasn’t going to let anyone touch me like that!

“Come,” Father Samuel said, taking my arm gently. I followed him, more out of shock than anything else. He led me to the altar, and before I knew it I was being lifted up, sitting on the altar.

“Wait,” I said quickly as Father Thomas came to my side and began to tug and pull on my habit. “What are you doing?”

“Trust us,” Father Samuel said, taking my chin between his fingers and pulling my gaze towards him. “We know what’s best for you, Sister. Don’t you trust your superiors?”

Well, of course I did! But this suddenly seemed so dirty and wrong. Sister Lisa was moaning, bending over so that Father William could thrust his fingers inside her pussy.

“You must trust in us,” Father Thomas insisted. “This is a test of your faith, Sister. God’s will is for women like you to be available to us, so that we can remain pure. Only a woman of the faith, like yourself, can provide us holy men with the immaculate release we need.”

“Well, why haven’t I ever heard of such a thing before?” I asked.

“It’s a secret,” Father Samuel explained. “We can’t have every woman running around, joining the church just so she can be a holy vessel. You’ve earned it through your piousness and modesty.”

All the while as they spoke to me, they stroked my body. Even through my habit, their strong hands felt good on me. And when I looked into their eyes, the eyes that I’d always trusted, I knew they wouldn’t lie to me. These men had practically raised me. It made sense that they wouldn’t want any harlot off the street to come in and wear the habit, just so she could make love to the priests.

“Well,” I said softly. “I guess…”

I didn’t struggle as they undressed me, but I did cover my body once I was naked. I had never been naked in front of a man before, never mind four of them and my best friend. Even as I watched, Sister Lisa was crying out in pleasure, her body shaking in ecstasy. Father William pulled his fingers from her sex and pushed them into her lips, and she sucked them clean with a happy moan.

“Don’t cover yourself,” Father Lawrence snapped from where he stood watching me. “God wants you to be on display for us. How else will we rouse the desire to fill you with our seed?”

“Sorry, Father,” I muttered, reluctantly pulling my arms away to reveal my large, heavy breasts. The church was cold, and my nipples were hard. Sister Lisa, recovering from her pleasure, gave Father William a long kiss before walking towards me. I couldn’t help but stare at her body, all tight and young. Arousal stirred inside me.

“Shall I make her comfortable?” Sister Lisa asked the priests, although she was only looking at me. I glanced up at Father Thomas. What did she mean? I soon found out.

“Yes, little Lisa,” Father Lawrence said with a grin. “I think we’d all like to see that.”

“Hold still, Sister Megan,” Sister Lisa said, stepping up between my legs. “I was worried my first time, too. But it really is beautiful to be a vessel. There is such pleasure in doing the Lord’s work.”

Each word she spoke, she drew a little closer to me, standing on her tiptoes before the altar. I was still very confused, but when she put her hands on my thighs, I gasped. She felt so warm. Her breasts brushed my chest as she leaned in…and kissed me!

I was so surprised that I didn’t even try to pull away. Her kiss was soft and gentle at first, but a second later I could feel her kiss me harder, swirling her tongue against my lips. I pulled back, but she grabbed my neck, forcing me against her. I felt her fingers travel up my bare thigh and between my lips. I was ashamed at the moisture between them, but it seemed to please Sister Lisa. She pulled away, batting her eyes.

“You’re nice and wet, Sister Megan,” she said. “You’re destined for this work.”

“Sister Lisa, what are you going to…”

My heart was pounding hard, my skin very flushed. Before I could finish my sentence, she bent over between my legs, stuck out her tongue, and started to lick my pussy! The second her warm, wet tongue made contact with my clit, I moaned in pleasure and bucked my hips. Sister Lisa massaged my thighs as she lapped at my pussy, sucking my clit between her lips.

Overwhelmed, confused, and overcome with sensation, I barely registered what was happening as Father Thomas and Father Samuel grabbed my breasts. Slowly, I felt myself pushed backwards, until I was lying out on the altar. The two priests towered over me, massaging and pinching my breasts as Sister Lisa drew her tongue over and around my clit, again and again. My desire rose with each lick, until I was clenching my thighs around her head and running my fingers through her hair, pulling her tighter against me.

“See?” Father Lawrence said, standing behind Sister Lisa. “This is what you’re meant for, Sister Megan. You’re already asking for more, even if you’re not using your words.”

“Mmmrrrm,” I groaned, unable to respond. Suddenly, I felt Sister Lisa pulling away, and I squealed desperately, feeling dirty and naughty and wrong but needing it all the same. But as soon as Sister Lisa stepped back, Father Lawrence took her place, kneeling between my legs.

His hands were rougher, larger, as he spread me wide and leaned in to suck at my clit. My hard nipples shot jolts of pleasure to my pussy each time the priests pinched them. I was vaguely aware, out of the corner of my eye, of Sister Lisa straddling Father William on a pew, her voice filling the chamber as she cried out in pleasure.

Father Lawrence licked me harder and faster than Sister Lisa, driving me into a frenzy with his pace. I felt something long and stiff, but thin, press against my virgin slit. Shock and fear pulsed through me. I wasn’t ready to give up my virginity, even if it was the right thing to do. Even if the priests demanded it. I knew that I couldn’t fight God’s will, but I was still afraid of what might happen to me once my innocence was lost.

Even so, when Father Lawrence slipped his finger inside me, I felt a warmth like I’d never known. A deep pressure ballooned in my stomach, and as he pulled my swollen clit into his mouth and curled his finger, I felt that pressure explode. I cried out as pleasure swept through me in waves, my body jerking as the three priests touched and teased me into a blind, forceful orgasm. My first.

But I immediately wanted more.

Even as Father Lawrence straightened up, rising between my legs, I knew I wanted more. Father Thomas and Father Samuel removed their hands from my breasts, and my body protested violently.

“Please,” I moaned, watching Father Lawrence move his cloak. “I need more…”

“Don’t worry, little one,” Father Samuel said, smiling down on me. “There will be plenty more. You’re our holy slut. You’ll be at our beck and call, whenever we need release.”

I panted, my chest heaving. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Father Lawrence, even when Sister Lisa’s cries of pleasure grew piercing. Father Lawrence was undressing, revealing himself to me. Of course, I knew what a cock was, and what it looked like. But Father Lawrence was intimidating; thick as my arm, and long as a cucumber. As much as my body craved another release, fear nipped at my nerves. I found my eyes watering as I looked up at him.

“Will it hurt?” I asked, whispering.

“Yes,” Father Lawrence said. “It will. But pain is a part of the initiation. God wants you to be in pain before you can experience pleasure.”

Gulping, I nodded. A tear spilled down my cheek. Deep down, I knew this was all wrong. It didn’t feel holy. It felt dirty and lustful. But as Father Samuel came to stand at my head, reaching for my breasts again, I could only groan and throw my head back in pleasure. My head hung off the side of the altar. To my confusion, Father Samuel fiddled with his pants until he, too, was exposed. He seemed smaller than Father Lawrence, whose hands kneaded my thighs.

“If you suck this, little one, you might find yourself adequately distracted,” he said, and his lewd grin wasn’t lost on me. But I had little choice as he thrust forward, past my lips, moving against my tongue. He tasted musky and salty, a drip of something warm moving down my throat as he slid between my lips. Between my legs, I could feel Father Lawrence pressing his cock against my slit. It hurt, spreading me wide. I tensed, preparing myself for the pain. I tried, as Father Samuel said, to focus on the sensation of his cock in my mouth.

“Suck it, Sister Megan,” Father Samuel ordered. “You must learn to please us with your whole body.”

I was crying hard now as Father Lawrence eased his way into my untouched slit. Still, I tried to obey Father Samuel’s command, sucking his cock into my throat even as he jerked his hips against my mouth. His scrotum dragged against my nose, his cock driving deeper and deeper into my throat with each stroke. He still fondled my breasts, and I could feel my pussy dripping even as fear made my stomach clench and my eyes water.

“This is it,” Father Lawrence said, his cock nestled against my barrier. “Prepare yourself.”

I tried, but there was no way to prepare myself for the pain of Father Lawrence ripping into my virginity and tearing it apart. Father Samuel’s cock slid from my mouth and I screamed, the pain greater than I ever expected. Father Lawrence grunted as he drove his cock all the way to my womb, burying himself to the hilt. I felt his thumb rub my clit, and I felt pleasure, but it was overwhelmed by the pain of his entrance.

“The pain is God’s will,” Father Lawrence reminded me. “Hold still, or you will be punished.”

Tears flowed down my cheeks liberally, but I nodded, lying my head back. Immediately, Father Samuel was in my mouth again, using my throat as Father Lawrence used my pussy. I felt myself pinned between them. And the more they used me, the more natural it felt. I even began to enjoy it. Father Lawrence rubbed my clit steadily as he stroked his massive cock in and out of me. That same pressure began to build in my stomach.

“Oh, yes,” Father Samuel groaned, squeezing my breasts hard as his hips jerked and his cock swelled. He stabbed it deep into my throat, and I gave a muffled cry of surprise as I felt some warm and salty pumping into my mouth. Thick ropes of cum slid down my throat, making me gag.

He tasted sinful, but as I swallowed, filling my belly with his seed, I felt Father Lawrence drive himself against my womb one last time. The sense of being filled by the two priests at the same time drove me over the edge, and my climax hit suddenly, rolling over me, my pussy clenching to milk Father Lawrence’s spewing cock. His sperm filled my virgin womb, splashing against my walls, violating my very core.

“Yes, yes, Father, please,” I cried as soon as Father Samuel pulled himself out of my mouth. My thighs were clenched, calves pulling Father Lawrence deeper inside me. He ripped himself away, spreading my thighs wide again.

“Thank me for your pleasure,” he ordered. “It is only because I have made you so holy that you can enjoy this.”

“Thank you,” I panted. “Thank you, Father Lawrence…”

“She’s all yours, Father Thomas,” Father Lawrence said, stepping back. I leaned up on my elbows. Sister Lisa was laid out on the pew, Father William’s face buried between her legs. She moaned and bucked, grabbing her breasts and playing with her nipples. The sight had my heart pounding, but before I knew it Father Thomas had stepped between my legs, distracting me.

“Sister Lisa is making sure that we are properly aroused to fuck you, even once we have used you once,” he explained. I glanced over, watching Father Lawrence stand at Sister Lisa’s side. She took his limp cock in her mouth, muffled moans escaping her throat as she began to suck him, fondling his balls with her hand.

“Are you going to fuck me now, too, Father Thomas?”

“Yes, of course,” he said. “But I’ll need you on your stomach for the way I mean to use you.”

“What?” I asked. But my question was only answered by an action, as Father Samuel aided Father Thomas in flipping me over onto my back. Bent over the altar, I felt Father Thomas’ hard cock pressed between my cheeks. He unzippered himself, so that his flesh slid against my flesh. I moaned, pressing back against him instinctively.

“We need to make sure every part of you is anointed tonight,” Father Thomas said. I felt his hands on my ass cheeks, spreading them wide. Confused, I tried to look over my shoulder, but Father Samuel held my head down.

“Better not to look,” he said with a chuckle. “Keep sucking me, so that I’m ready to penetrate you next.”

His cock was limp, but he guided it between my lips. Behind me, I felt something moist against my rosebud. I had no idea what was going on, until I felt something big press against my hole. Clenching, I reared back in surprised protest. Surely, this wasn’t God’s will!

“Be still,” Father Thomas barked, no longer sounding like the fatherly man I loved so much. “Stop struggling. This is who you are meant to be, and what you are meant to do. Obey us.”

As he spoke, he eased his cock into my asshole, my tears flowing again. I lapped and licked at Father Samuel’s cock, having little other choice, my head firmly held between his hands. Father Thomas groaned as he eased himself all the way into my tender rosebud. The pain was intense, but the longer he held himself inside me, the more it seemed to feel like pleasure.

I was sure I was just confused, but as he began to thrust into me, I felt my hips moving upward to meet each stroke. He reached underneath me, finding my clit as he steadily pumped into my ass. Father Samuel’s cock was beginning to twitch to life again in my mouth, and I groaned around it, feeling my saliva drip down my chin.

Suddenly, Father Thomas grabbed my hips and yanked, pulling me against his cock with a groan. He ravaged me then, his cock drilling into my ass like a stallion. Using me like an animal, he growled down at me, possessive and violent. When he came, filling me with his seed, he slapped my ass and grabbed my hair, pulling my head back on my neck. I looked up at Father Samuel, pleading with my eyes for him to stop this. But he just smiled and patted my cheek as Father Thomas came hard enough to send his cum up against my guts.

He pulled out, slapping my ass again. Father Samuel stepped to the side, and someone else moved between my weak, shaking legs. Father Thomas grabbed my hair again and shoved his cock into my mouth.

“Clean me, Sister Megan,” he said. “You must care for our every need.”

Disgusted but obedient, I licked his cock clean.

“You’re doing so well so far,” I heard Father William speaking to me as he stood between my legs. “I hope you’re enjoying your anointment.”

I could only gurgle in response, my mouth full of Father Thomas’ cock. Father William slipped inside my pussy, his cock even bigger than Father Lawrence. I was so surprised that I spat Father William’s cock out and screamed. Father William’s fingers dug into my flesh as he spread me wide and laid into me recklessly. His strokes were long and hard.

“You are learning to love this, aren’t you?” Father Thomas said, pulling my face up by my chin once more. “Say it. Scream it, Sister Megan. Admit that you’re embracing your purpose. You are our vessel, to take our seed however we demand it.”

“Yes,” I groaned, feeling another climax build inside me. “Yes, Father. I’m a vessel…”

“What is it you want, Sister Megan?” Father William asked behind me, bucking inside me, pressing his cock to my womb and teasing me into prolonged pleasure.

“Please…I want…” I didn’t know how to say it without using vulgarity.

“You can say the word,” Father William laughed. “I want you to. Say it.”

“Fuck me,” I moaned, crying at how low I’d fallen even as the dirty word drove me higher than ever. “Fuck me, please, Father, I want you to fuck me! I need your cum!”

My words inspired him, and he rammed inside me harder than ever, shaking me to my core as he unleashed his seed into my womb.

“Thank you, oh, thank you, Father, I’m…I’m cummming…” Filling me pump by pump, he rode me into a climax that milked him dry.

He pulled out with a  wet plop, trailing cum down my thigh as he did. I moaned, sore all over from losing my virginity and from the multiple orgasms. I leaned up on my elbows. I thought that it was over, since I’d made all the priests cum once. But Father Samuel stepped between my legs, ripping my thighs open again.

“You didn’t think I was going to be satisfied with your mouth alone, did you?” He smiled, lining his cock up with my dripping pussy. He grabbed my shins and pushed my knees up against my chest. Groaning, he pushed into my slit, stretching me for the third time that night. I threw my head back, crying out as my sore body took even more abuse.

“Oh, Father Samuel,” I moaned. “Please…don’t go fast…”

I uttered a sharp cry as Father William grabbed my hair, pulled my head back, and slapped me across the face.

“You are never to tell one of us how we should use you,” he said, spitting down into my open mouth. “You are God’s property, and that makes you our property. Accept your new lot in life with a smile. You must only beg us for more, never less. Understand?”

Sobbing, I nodded, feeling Father Samuel thrust into me, hard and fast, as though he was punishing me.

“Oooh,” I heard Sister Lisa’s voice nearby and looked for her, wanting to find some relief in my friend. I soon learned to be careful what I wished for. “Can I join?”

“Of course, little Sister,” Father Lawrence said. “You can teach your fellow Sister a little something about bending to God’s will.”

Sister Lisa giggled; I looked up and saw her healthy breasts hovering above me, her blue eyes sparkling. Then she gave a playful squeal, and I found myself underneath her. She was on all fours, her head between my legs. Father Samuel stopped pumping for a moment, during which Sister Lisa lowered herself onto my shocked face and began to lick my pussy again.

I cried out at the pleasure of her soft tongue lapping at my tender sex, and heard her moan in pleasure when my tongue met her clit. I sensed what I was supposed to do, and licked at her slit, tasting the cum that the priests had left inside her. Her juices flowed down my throat, somewhat intoxicating. Her tongue, meanwhile, soothed the pain of Father Lawrence pummeling my slit; her tongue stroked from my clit downward, lapping at his cock each time he pulled it out.

“Oooh,” I heard her moan, her hips wiggling. “Can someone fuck me, please?”

I obviously couldn’t see who it was, but I became aware of a cock entering Sister Lisa from behind while I licked her pussy. This brought my tongue in line with the shaft as it pumped, and I even found myself licking and sucking the balls as they swung steadily, pounding against me.

My body was clenching again, the constant stimulation of Sister Lisa’s tongue on my clit and Father Samuel’s cock pounding against my womb. I felt the now-familiar pressure building in my stomach as my climax built. Moaning and writhing, I felt that I was drowning underneath Sister Lisa, trying to pleasure her while controlling my own orgasm. The man thrusting into her sped up, slamming faster, and soon I was shaking uncontrollably.

“That’s right,” someone said. “Give in to the pleasure. It’s your duty.”

Crying out, my voice muffled by the flesh in my mouth, I came again, spilling my juices down Father Samuel’s shaft and balls; he groaned, thrusting forward, spewing his cum into me, adding to the cum that dripped from me already. Burst after burst of hot cum filled me, making me feel full and sopping wet. I could sense the man above me coming to climax as well, and soon I tasted fresh cum dripping into my mouth from where it leaked from Sister Lisa’s pussy.

If I thought it was over then, I was wrong.

The anointing lasted all night, into the dawn. I was taken over and over again, in every hole, by every one of my beloved Fathers. When they finally let me rest, I was so coated and filled with cum that I could barely move. It sloshed in my stomach, leaked from my rosebud, and coated my pussy.

“You have been properly initiated into our sacred order,” Father Lawrence said, standing over me. “From now on, you are a holy vessel to be used at will. Do you accept this path, little Sister?”

“Yes, Father,” I panted. “I am honored to be your vessel.”

And I was. It was my calling, after all. I just hadn’t realized it.

Before I fell asleep, Father Lawrence told me one more thing. He told me that it was up to Sister Lisa and I to help recruit more sacred vessels for the priests. With all the beautiful, fresh young nuns coming into the convent, we would soon have an army of holy sluts to serve our Masters. I nodded, slipping off into dreams. I already couldn’t wait to wake up and begin my new life.


Bonus Story: From Boss to Bimbo Part 1

It's not that hard to describe why everyone at work despised Brenda. Anyone who's worked in an office, with an unpleasant co-worker, can commiserate with the feeling of wanting to wring someone's neck every time her name comes up in conversation. Maybe there wasn't as much malice against Brenda as, say, Hitler, but she was in the running.

She invited all this hate. She invited it with her lazy attitude and propensity for pawning work off on others, and then taking the credit for it. She invited it with her kiss-ass behavior towards the bosses. She invited it with her refusal to participate in office culture; she never offered to pick up the birthday cake, or buy the get-well card, or give a ride home to the coworker with the flat tire. The only thing Brenda participated in was casual Fridays, which she approached with aplomb.

Not that the rest of her week wasn't pretty casual, but she really outdid herself on Fridays. Hip-hugging jeans and low-cut buttoned blouses, t-shirts that would show midriff whenever she reached into the printer, dresses that ended well above the knee and left little to the imagination.

A stark contrast to the way-too-tight blazer, office-skirt-turned-mini-skirt, and fuck-me pumps she wore the rest of the week.

I don't think anyone would have minded her wardrobe if she wasn't such a royal bitch. In fact, the way she looked, most of us guys would have loved her for it. She had a body built for porn. And amazingly, she was pretty, too. Long auburn hair (always worn in a bun), big doe eyes, and elegant, feline features.

At least her feline features matched her catty attitude.

She was the last to volunteer her help, but the first to volunteer criticism or negative gossip. She made the other women at work feel like crap just by existing, and added insult to injury by bad-mouthing their work, their families, and their clothing. She had a wedding ring the size of the Titanic, and never missed the chance to show it off – especially to the homelier, unwed girls.

And you can imagine how much we hated her when she got promoted. She certainly didn't deserve a supervisor's position, and she didn't even have seniority to blame it on! Many a rumor was circulated about what she had to do to get that position, but bad-mouthing Brenda was met with swift and unjust persecution.

With Brenda cracking the whip and doling out her own work for us to complete, my department was suffering from overwork and strain. Many an after-work pint was toasted in her dishonor.

As for me, I wasn't spared the brunt of her bitchiness. If anything, she seemed to hate me more than anyone else. I had a suspicion as to why, but I'd never admit. I think she hated me because she liked me. Like a little kid who teases their crush, she was all hot and bothered by me, and dealt with it in the worst possible way.

I'm not being too cocky. I just happen to be very handsome. A trait that's mostly served me well. With my olive-toned skin, roman nose, and green eyes, I'm the Italian stallion most women are excited to ride. And I'm usually happy to let them.

“Jared,” Brenda would spit my name like a curse. “Where are the quarterlies?”

“On your desk,” I'd reply, biting back a curse of my own.

“I want them in my mailbox, not on my desk,” she'd say. Like it mattered. Like it was worth complaining about. “And they're in red. I need them in blue.”

Which meant she'd seen them on her desk, and still needed to confront me about them? Stupid bitch...

That was, in fact, the very last conversation I had with Brenda before everything changed. In a way that everyone appreciated – me, most of all.

It was just about time to leave, but I had to re-format the damn quarterlies. We had the big boss in town, Mr. Pincher, and we were all run pretty ragged. I waved off my co-workers one by one, watching my own work slowly dwindle.

Finally, at 7pm, I was done and ready to go.

It was odd that Brenda hadn't been around to harp at me about overtime and wanting to leave. She had to stay in the office until every employee was gone. It was the only thing that made me feel okay about working late myself; it made both of our nights unpleasant.

Saving my work and hitting print, I cracked my back and went to the copy room.

I was halfway there when I heard it.

A moaning noise I knew as well as I knew my own name. A woman in ecstasy. And a man's grunted passion.

Someone was fucking in our office!

You can't blame me for finding this both amusing and titillating. The noises were coming from the main conference room, which had only a single window. It was located on the other end of the hallway from the copy room, and I deviated from my path to investigate. I crept up to the window, the noises inside getting louder, and peered inside.

Holy fuck.

I didn't recognize him yet, but I sure as hell recognized her. Bitchy Brenda, bent over with a man plugging away at her. Her tits were out, her hair was messed up, and she was moaning like a cat in heat. I shifted my position to get a better look and had to clap my hand over my mouth to stop from laughing.

The man who was laying waste to Brenda's pussy was none other than Mr. Pincher. 75 if he was a day, and wrinkled from head to toe.

This was an oppurtinity I couldn't waste. We all knew she'd done something – or someone, rather – to get that promotion, and now I had proof. I pulled out my phone and started recording. I only got about fifteen seconds of footage, but it was enough. I watched for a bit longer, torn between disgust at watching an old man fuck such a tight young body and arousal at the way her tits were bouncing.

And, of course, a deep satisfaction.

Even before I slipped my phone in my pocket and headed back the way I came, I knew that I wasn't going to let that video rot on my phone. I was going to use it to its full potential.

I was going to get Brenda on her knees, and show her just what her behavior had earned her. She was going to see what really happens when you spend your life being a grade-A bitch.

I was going to teach her a lesson.

From now on, I'd have my own personal office toy.

She had everything to lose with her fancy new job title and her investment banker husband. And I had everything to gain. Or, at least, my dick did.

If she didn't want to play nice – and I thought she would – I could definitely get old man Pitcher to make her play nice. The last thing he'd want is his wife and daughter to receive this video in their e-mail accounts. Or have it sent out to all our high-profile clients. He was lucky I only swing one way.

Brenda, though, not so much.

God, I was so looking forward to getting my hands on her sweet, luscious tits. To hear her snotty voice pleading with me. As I lay in bed the night before I was going to put my plan into action, I was hard as a fucking rock. I jacked off three times thinking of Brenda on her hands and knees, her tits swaying as I railed her ass. I wanted to make sure I would have plenty of longevity the next day. When it was finally time for her to serve her new master, I wanted it to take a long, long time. The more I jerked off that night, the harder she'd have to work to please me.

Finally, morning came, and I drove to work humming a happy tune. The day seemed to drag, but I kept myself chipper by fantasizing about Brenda's ass jiggling under my hand as I punished her for always being such a bitch. It helped that she had a particularly sour scowl on her face all day long, and that she seemed intent on giving me more work than any of our other colleagues. No matter. Once I was done with her, she'd be doing my work for me, in nothing but her stilettos.

She was wearing one of her trademark too-damn-tight power suits, the skirt ending just above the knee, the blazer stretched so tight it was a wonder the buttons didn't fly off the front. Her hair was pulled back into a tight bun, her lips plump and red.

Finally, five o'clock came around, and my colleagues began to drift off to their homes. I waved them off one-by-one, pretending to still be working. Since company policy stated that there always had to be a supervisor in the office when an employee was present, I knew Brenda wouldn't be going anywhere.

And I knew she'd be pissed.

True to form, once the last employee had been gone for about five minutes, she appeared at my cubicle.

“Jared!”

Her sharp, snippy voice cut through the silent office, which hummed with sleeping computers.

I turned in my chair, smiling wide.

“Yes, bitch?” I answered, speaking so quickly that she wasn't sure what she heard. She scowled and cocked her head.

“What did you just call me?”

“I said yes, boss,” I countered, still smiling as innocently as I could. I leaned back in my chair. My cock was stirring to life. Alone with bitchy Brenda, and about to get the fun started...

“Oh,” she said, though her eyes were narrow. “Well, what's the hold up? Some of us have lives to get to.”

“Just trying to finish everything up perfectly,” I grinned. “Don't want anything to slip through the cracks. Always giving my best effort. Fucking you in the ass. Dotting my I's and crossing my T's.”

Again, I spoke so fast she thought she misheard me.

“Excuse me, Jared?”

“Dotting my I's and crossing my T's,” I said through my saccharine-sweet grin.

“Before that,” she said.

“Oh. Always giving my best effort.”

She grunted, apparently not wanting to play this game any longer.

“Well, hurry it up. I have  places to be,” she spat.

“Is that so, Brenda? Do you have a meeting with Mr. Pincher?”

She opened her mouth, then snapped it shut, studying me.

“No, I...”

“Oh,” I said, and reached over for my phone. “I thought maybe you did, since you guys seem so close...”

I had the video all queued up, and turned the phone to show her the screen. Her own voice, tinny on the speakers, filled the office as the recorded image of her riding our old, wrinkly boss played. Her face absolutely crumpled. She looked weak. For the first time ever, she looked unsure of herself. She reached forward, trying to grab the phone from my hand, but I pulled it back, clicking my tongue.

“No, no, no, my dear,” I said. “I don't think I want to be giving this up just yet. And it's not just on my phone, you know. I've put copies in my e-mail account, in my Google drive, in my...”

“Why,” she hissed. “How did you...why?”

I shook my head.

“Does it matter, bitch? It's not about how or why. It's about what you'll do to keep this between us. I don't think your husband will appreciate seeing it. And if word got around that your promotion was earned by your pussy, you probably won't keep that new title or salary for very long. Plus, think of what Mr. Pincher will do to you for not devoting yourself to keeping this secret...”

She looked like she was about to cry from rage. That fire and spark was back in her eyes. Her hands fisted rhythmically.

“A raise?” she grunted. “Do you want money, Jared? Fine, I'll...”

“No, my dear,” I said, smiling. “I'm thinking of something much more personal.”

Well, I'm not ashamed to admit that I had quite the boner by then. I moved my hands from my lap so she could see it; her eyes went wide and her lips dropped open as she stared at the bulge between my legs.

“I know you're smart enough to know what I mean,” I said. “If you want this video to stay between us, I'm going to need you to be my personal office slave. Tonight, and whenever I want you in the future.”

She was shaking her head slowly, her eyes wet with tears.

“No,” she said, voice quivering. I frowned.

“No? Well, alright then. I'll just be sending this...”

“Wait,” she protested, holding her chin high and blinking until her eyes cleared with tears. She straightened her back, lifting herself up. “Alright. I'll do it. Tonight. Just tonight. And then you delete every copy of that video you have.”

“Hmmm,” I said, studying her. “I'm not sure that you're the one in the position to be calling the shots, darling. Pretty sure I've got the upper hand here...and I want you at my beck and call. For the rest of the time we work here, from the time our workday starts to the time it ends, you have two jobs. Your normal job, of course. And serving me.”

Her chin trembled, her eyes sparking fire as she stared at me.

“Or I send the file,” I said with a shrug. “No skin off my nose.”

“Fine,” she hissed. “Fine. You win. Let's get this over with, Jared.”

She took a step forward, clearly meaning to jack me off quickly to “get this over with”. I grabbed her wrists, halting her movement.

“No, no, no, bitch,” I said. “First, you'll call me Sir from now on. Second, I tell you what to do. Got that? You don't make a move, you don't make a sound, you don't even blink unless I tell you to.”

She squirmed in my grip, looking down at me with utter contempt. Wonderful. That was just wonderful. I couldn't wait to fuck that look right off her face.

“Fine,” she gritted out through clenched teeth. I squeezed her wrists and yanked, forcing her to stumble forward, landing on her knees before me.

“Fine what?” I demanded. She rolled her eyes.

“Fine, Sir,” she breathed. It would do for now, but I'd teach her proper respect soon enough.

“Now,” I said. “Strip for your master.”

There was no use beating around the bush. I had all the power, and I planned to use it. She gaped at me for a second, her cheeks turning a fetching shade of red. But then she swallowed hard and groped at the buttons of her blazer, stripping it off quickly, formally.

“Slower, slave,” I said, leaning back to admire her. She shot me another deadly look but did as I commanded, moving her fingers slowly down her blouse, undoing it button by button, until her creamy white tits were exposed, snugly tucked into a lacy black bra. Her cheeks reddened even further as she reached behind and unzipped her skirt, letting it fall in a puddle around her ankles. She wore a matching black lace thong. Her body was nearly nude before me, exposing every luscious, lickable curve. And I planned on getting my hands on every sweet inch. Eventually.

“And the bra, and the panties,” I said when she seemed to hesitate. She hid her eyes from me as she unclasped the bra, showing off her dark, brown nipples. Surprisingly, they looked hard. It wasn't that cold in the office. She shimmied out of her thong, revealing that her pussy was completely shaved and bare. My cock was screaming for stimulation, but I held back, simply enjoying the view of my boss, naked and blushing in front of her new master.

“It'll do,” I finally said with a smirk. She looked offended at that; I knew what she was thinking. How lucky I was to be blackmailing her, seeing her naked. How I was the worthless little troll, and she was the goddess meant to be worshipped.

Well, we'd see about that.

“On your knees,” I barked. She sighed and dropped to her knees, starting to crawl forward with her hands out; she thought I wanted a blowjob. She'd get a good taste of my cock, but not yet. And to punish her for doing something without my command to do so, I slapped her quickly across the face.

“Hey!” she cried, holding her hand to her cheek and looking up at me  with shock and shame in her eyes. “What was that for?”

“I told you not to do anything unless I told you to,” I said. “That includes crawling. Now, stay still while I get your collar.”

“My...my what?”

She was speaking out of turn again, but she was so adorably confused I let it go. The leather collar I took from my drawer was meant for a dog, but it would do just fine for Brenda. I'd picked it up on my way to work that morning. It came with a matching leather leash. I rose, crossing the space between us, and leaned forward enough to fasten the leather around her neck.

“Your collar, darling slave,” I said. “So that you remember who's the owner and who's the pet. When you wear this, you're mine to command. You're mine even when you're not wearing it, but the collar is a special symbol of my ownership, and you'll wear it when I tell you to.”

“You're crazy, and cruel,” she challenged, staring up at me hatefully. I clicked my tongue again and was forced to  yank hard on the leash, eliciting a surprise gasp from her lips.

“It will better for you if you can learn to keep your mouth shut, and to respect your master,” I said. “I don't want to keep punishing you, slave, but I will if you make me. Now, let's go for a bit of a walk, shall we?”

She opened her mouth again, but one look from me silenced her. I tugged on the leash and she crawled, on hands and knees, where I led her.

Oh, what a beautiful sight it was. This awful, cold-hearted bitch, on all fours, naked, her pussy and asshole bared for me as she walked at the end of my leash. I went slow, knowing she wouldn't be used to walking on all fours. I heard her sniffling a few times, but she was a good girl and didn't say anything, just let me pull her around the office. I started walking faster, forcing her to speed up as well, until eventually she was forced to scamper, panting, behind me in a desperate effort to keep up.

“Good girl,” I coaxed as we approached my cubicle again. “Not bad for your first time. I bet your knees hurt a bit, don't they?”

She looked up at me, sniffling, and nodded. Her eyes were almost pitiable – but there was still the ghost of that bitch inside them.

By the time the night was over, she'd be completely submissive. I was doing the whole world a favor. I was sure her husband would appreciate the change in her. I leaned down, unlocking the leash but keeping the collar on.

“Now, my pretty little slave, what do you think we should do next?” I taunted her, towering above her. She glanced at my crotch again, my cock still hard, and began to rise. But she was smart, and remembered that I was going to punish her for doing anything without me telling her, and shrank back down on her haunches.

“Very good,” I said, reaching down to pet her brown hair. “You're learning quickly. But I feel like you still have some punishment coming to you. After all, you've been a raging bitch since you started working here, and no one's penalized you for that yet. Why don't you get up and bend over my desk?”

She blinked, made a whimpering noise, and obeyed. Her legs were shaking. As she bent over, though, it was impossible for me not to notice a slight glimmer between her legs – the first hint that she was actually enjoying this! I nearly came in my pants as I stepped forward, slipping a finger against her lips, feeling her wetness and hearing her swallow a moan.

“You're trying very hard to act like you don't like this,” I teased her, pulling my finger away and reaching for the ruler I kept at my desk. “It's a shame. Women shouldn't be ashamed to enjoy serving their purpose. There's nothing wrong with a slutty little slave like you reveling in the attention of a firm and just master.”

I punctuated my statement with the first liberal smack of the wooden ruler against her plump ass. She cried out, collapsing forward a bit as the pain surged through her. I quickly followed the first slap with another, and then another, and another. Her cheeks were reddening, swiftly and beautifully. Long, bright red marks where my ruler left its impression on her pale flesh. Her legs were shaking now, her hands clawing at the desk with each spank, her mouth open so that her guttural cries reached my ears untainted.

“Do you like this, my little bitch?” I taunted, slapping her again and watching her flesh jiggle, her ass jump. “Why don't you tell me how much you like it?”

I spanked her again and heard her moaning.

“Those aren't exactly the words I want to hear,” I warned with another slap.

“Yes,” she finally managed to whimper. “Yes, I like this, yes, sir, please keep going...harder...”

Her voice went up an octave at the end when she pleaded with me to spank her harder. I was overwhelmed and overjoyed: my bitchy, uptight boss, bent over and begging for me to spank her. I was more than happy to oblige, landing five more loud slaps against her bruised and battered ass. I grabbed her by the bun and pulled her up. She gasped as her back met my chest, my lips pressed to her ear, my cock hard where it slid against her bare and tender flesh.

“Feel how hard I am, slave?”

“Yes, sir,” she whimpered.

“You're going to take this cock in every hole tonight,” I promised. I reached around with my free hand, slipping down her taut stomach, finding her sex. It radiated heat, and when I slipped my finger between her lips, her spine stiffened. She was damn near dripping wet. Perfect. I reached up and finally got to feel her high, firm breasts. Her nipples were definitely hard now, and she gasped as I pinched one between my fingers, my hand never releasing the pressure on her hair.

“Yes, sir,” she moaned, squirming in my arms.

“And you're going to like it,” I hissed, pinching harder, feeling her back arch. “You're going to beg for more. You're going to love being my slave, bitch.”

“Yes, sir,” she squealed as I twisted her nipple, hard. A second later, I was spinning her around, enjoying her lidded eyes, her parted lips, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

“Now, you finally get a taste of this cock you've been staring at all night,” I said, pushing down on her shoulders. She immediately dropped to her knees and this time when she reached forward I didn't stop her. Her fingers shook as they worked my belt and zipper open, releasing my nine-inch cock for her to admire. Her jaw dropped  as its full length was revealed, a drop of precum at the tip.

“That's right, slut,” I growled, smiling as I grabbed her bun again. “All this time, you could've been worshiping my cock instead of making my life miserable. So much wasted time. Now, open wide.”

Her mouth was already open, and she looked up at me as her lips spread wider. I controlled her movements with my hand on her bun, holding her in place. The moment I felt my head enveloped by her lips, I groaned in satisfaction.

“I'm sure you've got plenty of practice sucking dick, whore,” I said. “Why don't you show me what a good little cocksucker you are?”

I couldn't tell if she was nodding or gagging as I slid every inch of my cock into her warm, wet mouth. Her tongue darted and danced around the shaft while I pulsed the head against her throat, feeling it resist me sliding any further into her. But I still had three inches of dick that wasn't being served by her mouth. I was going to make my boss take every fucking centimeter. She was going to gag on my cock. I growled, fisted her bun tighter, and thrust forward. I could almost hear the pop of her throat relaxing, my dick finally disappearing all the way into her mouth.

Her muffled scream, her hands on my thighs, nails digging into me. Her eyes rolled backwards, watering and tearing, as I thrust against her throat again and again. Short, hard, jagged thrusts that left her drooling, spit falling down onto her tits. Her nostrils flared to get enough breath, her gag reflex triggering. But I didn't give a fuck. She was my slave, to use however I wanted, and she knew it. I grunted, panting, as my balls churned. Watching her tight, red-marked ass shake as she struggled to please me was enough to have me  wanting to cum.

But she didn't deserve for this ordeal to be over yet.

Still, the idea of filling her stomach with my seed was tantalizing. I could get hard again, I was sure. I thrust into her with a groan and released, filling her throat and belly with burst after burst of hot cum. She gagged harder, struggling to swallow each messy drop. It still filled her cheeks and dribbled from her lips. I kept my cock lodged in her throat until my balls were empty and my dick was wilting, then ripped her head away, letting her get her breath.

“Very good, slut,” I said. “Now be a good little slave and get up on the desk. It's time you came for your master. That's what a good pet does. She cums when you tell her to cum.”

Brenda had no response for that, just groaned deeply and did as I said, hoisting herself up onto the desk. Her breasts heaved and I licked my lips as I grabbed them, rewarded with a cry  of pleasure from my slave. She threw her head back as I teased and pinched her nipples, sliding my limp cock against her drenched pussy. She was dripping down her thighs now, the smell of her arousal tantalizing. I leaned in, sucking her nipple between my lips and nibbling it until she squirmed and moaned in wordless pleasure.

With my free hand, I moved between her legs, immediately thrusting two fingers into her slit. I bit on her nipple as I pulled away to suckle the other, loving the way her huge, bouncy breasts felt in my mouth. And her hips rocked against my hand; she was effectively fucking herself on my fingers, so all I had to do was hold them inside her as she gyrated. I pulled away and watched her face contort with pleasure.

“Fuck, yeah, my beautiful little slave,” I growled. “Cum on your master's fingers. Cum like the desperate whore you are. And don't you dare forget who's letting you come...”

“Oh, fuck, Master, oh, fuuuuck,” she groaned. Her hips rocked violently, her pussy clenched around my fingers. “I'm cuuuumming, master, oh, god...”

And  so she did. She even squirted as she came, her pussy clenching and releasing around my fingers, her pleasure exposed to my hungry eyes. Watching her, feeling her, was enough to get me hard again, and I ripped my fingers from her spasming cunt, stroking myself a few times, using her juices to lubricate my cock.

“Get ready, bitch,” I growled, watching her try to recover from her climax. “You're mine, now. Every hole.”

I didn't want to wait. I needed that hot, wet pussy around my cock. Grabbing her hips and pulling her forward, I plunged into her. She screamed, her voice echoing all around the empty office. Her hands wrapped around me instinctively while her hips rocked upward, driving me further into her needy cunt.

“You're loving this, aren't you, you stupid bitch?” I grunted, watching her face contort. “Answer me!”

“Yes, sir,” she panted, her hips moving in time with my thrusts, her pussy sucking me deeper and deeper each stroke.

“You can't wait to be my little cum slut,” I went on, loving how easily she submitted, how little effort it took to turn her into a completely brainless fuck slave.

“Yes, sir,” she squealed as my hand slipped between us and found her clit.

“You can't wait to serve me in the bathroom, in your office, wherever I want, however I want,” I sneered, pressing harder on her clit and watching her mouth pop open at the sensation.

“Yes! Yes, sir!”

“Maybe I'll turn you into a slut for the whole office,” I went on. “Let every man use your nasty cunt. Help them relieve stress. You can go desk to desk in your collar, sucking them off. Would you like that, slave? Would you like twenty servings of cum for lunch?”

“Oh, fuck, yes, sir,” she moaned, and her thighs wrapped around my waist. Her flesh was hot to the touch, her pussy gushing. She was about to cum again.

“But I'll always be your master,” I grunted, pinching her clit. It was the last straw, and she collapsed against me, her pussy squeezing my shaft as she same. “You'll always be my sweet little cum addict, won't you?”

“Y-yes, M-master, thank you, m-master,” she groaned, body slumped and limp from the multiple orgasms that wrenched through her. Her pussy was so wet, my cock slipped out; instead of guiding it back in, I decided to finish with a bang.

“Good girl,” I said. “Now turn around and let me into that ass of yours.”

She snapped up, eyes wide, lips trembling.

“Wait...but I...I never...”

Oh, fuck yes. She'd never had anyone in her ass before.

“First time for everything, slave,” I growled. “Now hurry up. Don't keep your master waiting!”

She bit her lip, eyes pleading, but she saw how serious I was. Slowly, she slid from the desk and bent over it again, giving me access to her tight, virgin rosebud. I slid my fingers into her slit and drew them back to her ass, wetting her tight hole. My cock was already drenched in her juices, and when I spread her cheeks wide and pressed my tip against her, it slid in easily. Her whole body went stiff, and she wailed at the pain of her asshole being fucked for the first time.

I knew the faster we went, the quicker she'd get over it, so I didn't waste any time. I stabbed straight into her, burying every inch of my shaft into her while she screamed, her tight ass squeezing around me. I held her cheeks, still red from my spanking, as I started fucking her, sliding my dick in and out of her poor, abused ass. And sure enough, as I fucked her, she started groaning and moaning instead of whimpering. I smiled, knowing she was enjoying this.

My uptight boss was tight, for sure – and now she was my ass-slave, just like she was my slave in every other way. I couldn't wait to fuck her ass so hard and long that she could take me in an instant, without any lube. The idea was enough to drive me over the edge and I groaned as I thrust into her, hard, one more time. My cock spilled into her ass, my balls churning out burst after burst of hot cum. I filled her for a full thirty seconds, pumping so much cum into her ass that she'd be leaking for days.

But, alas, all good things must come to an end, and finally my cock was going limp inside her. With a grateful sigh, I pulled out, enjoying the trail of semen that led from my dick to her rosebud. She was completely limp before me, not even moving to stand up from the desk. I had to reach out and pull her up, dragging her face to mine. Even then, she stumbled a bit.

“See, my pretty little slut? That wasn't so bad. You'll learn to love it. When I get a vibrator into that cunt of yours and fuck you in the ass, you'll be cumming every other minute. Or, better yet, maybe I'll get Mike from accounting to fuck your pussy while I ram you form behind. Would you like that, my little slut?”

“Y-yes, sir,” she whined, falling into my arms. I let her stay there for a moment. Surely this was all quite shocking to her, too. Less than an hour ago, she was a go-getting career woman, and now she was nothing more than a cum-starved slut, owned by her employee.

I didn't want her getting the wrong idea about me having feelings for her, so I pushed her away pretty quick.

“Get dressed,” I sneered. “And wash up before you go home. You look like shit and smell like cum. I guess you'll have to get used to that, eh, boss?”

She sighed and nodded, finding her clothes on the floor. When she bent over to retrieve them, I couldn't resist a swift smack on her still-red ass.

“And I wouldn't let the hubby fuck you with the lights on tonight, or tomorrow,” I grinned. “You'll have to be on your very best behavior if you want to keep your ass from permanent scarring.”

“Yes, sir,” she muttered. “You...you'll get rid of it? The file?”

“Of course not, slave,” I scoffed. “But I won't spread it anywhere. Not until I get bored of fucking you, of course. So you better not let that happen.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, smiling and nodding. “I won't let you get bored, sir. I'll be a good slave, sir. I promise, sir.”

“Good,” I said, and reached over for my own suit jacket. I pushed past her, out of the cubicle, leaving her blinking and naked behind me. “Have a good night, Brenda. Oh, and I never did finish those quarterlies. The files on my computer. Have fun with them.”

She opened her mouth, but I didn't wait for a reply. I was out the door and smiling into the night, eager to get started thinking about what we'd do tomorrow. Having a full-time fuck slave in the office was a wonderful thing. I wasn't going to waste a single second of it.

I wonder how my little pet felt about nipple clamps?


If you enjoyed this story, sign up for my mailing list!


I write hot, taboo, BDSM fiction, and I especially love to write about virgin brats, black men taking charge, teenagers getting spanked, and hardcore master-submissive relationships!


You'll never miss out on new releases, special promotions, or exclusive subscriber content!


Stay in touch with me via (click for links):


Wordpress : Betty Black Publishing
Twitter : @sexybettyblack
Facebook : Betty Black


If you liked the story and have the time, please leave a review!


And check out my other books, available on Kindle Unlimited: 

His Perfect Little Pet

After School Special Bundle
Breaking in the Bimbos Bundle
Obedience: BDSM Bundle
Control: Mind Control Bundle
The Gang’s All Here: Menage Bundle
Three for the Money Bundle
First Time for Everything Bundle
Mindless Pleasures Bundle
Ready to be Used Bundle
Very Bad Brides Bundle
 

The Naughty List: 7 Holiday Tales


The Making of an Office Toy: From Boss to Bimbo Full Series
A Perfect Submissive: His Living Doll Full Series 

First Time Fantasies Volume One, Mega Bundle
First Time Fantasies Volume Two, Mega Bundle
Ganging Up on the Girls Mega Bundle
Brats Treated Badly Incest Mega Bundle

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_204.jpg





