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Chapter 1

Monica had agreed to this interview mostly on a whim. It helped that the office was on her way back from another one. A secretary position. Respectable enough on paper, and Monica Ellis had no intention of remaining unemployed for long.

It was unfortunate how her last position had ended. For all her former boss’s money, influence, and supposed sophistication, the man had somehow failed at one of the simplest rules of employing a secretary he liked to keep on his knees: not getting caught by his wife with his cock in her mouth.

It had been a very comfortable arrangement, too.

Monica sighed softly as the elevator climbed. Her prospective new employer was a woman. That, more than anything, was why she wasn’t expecting much from this interview.

She wasn’t opposed to female attention—she had experimented enough in college to know that much—but she had never found ordinary secretary work especially fulfilling. Not because she was bad at it. Quite the opposite. She was excellent at it. It was simply that the salary tended to climb much higher, while the real workload became much lighter, when the true purpose of her employment was the unspoken one.

Still, the posted pay was nothing to scoff at. She glanced at the application again on her phone as the floor numbers lit one by one above the elevator doors. The salary range was generous—generous enough to be interesting—but Monica knew how often such numbers were dangled more as bait than promise. Real pay, especially at this level, was usually decided in the room.

Even so, there was potential here. A company large enough to occupy an entire floor of a high-rise office building usually meant money.

The elevator opened onto a reception area already mostly dark for the evening. Soft recessed lighting glowed over dark stone floors polished to a muted sheen. Monica brushed her fingertips across the broad reception desk as she passed, then moved between glass-walled offices standing in neat rows.

Beyond them, the city shimmered through floor-to-ceiling windows, its violet, amber, and crimson lights flickering across the darkened office. Monica had grown far too fond of colors like those over the years, and the familiar glow stirred a certain warmth low in her belly.

Memories rose easily after that, nearly curving her lips into a smile. Looking across one of the desks, she could almost picture herself on an evening much like this one, after the last employee had gone home: skirt hiked up, stockings ripped, bent over polished wood while a boss who had spent all day performing professionalism finally fucked her the way he had wanted to from the moment he first saw her in that short skirt and tight blouse.

If she accepted an offer here, would evenings like that be behind her?

Monica’s pace slowed. For a moment, she reconsidered whether to bother with the interview at all. But having come this far, she decided she could at least humor the idea of a boss who did not want to screw her while talking on the phone with his wife.

By the time she reached the final door of the corner office, she was exactly on time—the kind of punctuality expected of a good secretary.

A black nameplate gleamed beside the door, its lettering picked out in gold: Sabrina Voss.

Monica’s steps nearly faltered. Sabrina Voss. That Sabrina Voss?

One of her former boss’s associates had once complained over drinks about a woman who had gutted his firm, driven its value into the floor, and then acquired it for a fraction of what it had once been worth. Monica’s boss had dismissed it afterward in private as the whining of an incompetent man looking for someone else to blame. It had not been Monica’s concern then. But standing here now, with that name gleaming in gold before her eyes, she felt a faint, creeping pressure tighten in her chest, as though the letters themselves had reached inside her and curled there.

She took a breath to steady herself and knocked.

“Come in,” a woman’s voice said from behind the door.

Even through solid wood, it carried a weight that sent a small, familiar shiver through Monica.

“Eh?” A quiet little breath escaped her as her hand hovered over the handle. Those two words carried more authority than most of her former male bosses had managed in an entire meeting.

With noticeable effort, Monica made herself turn the handle and step inside.

The first thing she saw was Sabrina Voss’s gaze. Sharp, narrow eyes pinned her in place the moment she crossed the threshold, before the rest of the woman could even come into focus. Violet irises ringed pitch-black pupils, vivid against the whites, while a few long strands of raven-black hair fell across her face with such neat indifference that they only made the stare feel sharper.

Sabrina rested her chin lightly on steepled fingers, leaning forward just enough to suggest interest rather than effort, her elbows planted with casual certainty on the broad desk before her. It was not the posture of a woman receiving a guest, but the still, measuring regard of a predator deciding whether the thing before her was worth sinking her teeth into.

The office around her was spacious enough to impress on any other evening: a dark executive desk with a polished front that concealed the space beneath, low chairs set before it, a cream-colored couch off to one side, glass and steel catching the glow of the city beyond the towering windows behind her.

But Monica could barely take any of it in. For all the vastness of the room and the beauty of the sprawling skyline, Sabrina’s gaze made the space feel close and airless. At first it had seemed merely piercing. Now Monica could hardly draw a proper breath beneath its weight.

Does she see right through me? Does she know? About my past? No—how could she? But if it’s someone like her... Is that why she won’t allow me a single step closer? Is that why she doesn’t permit me to breathe the same air as her? What was I thinking, coming here? Working for her? Can I even survive simply being in the same room as this woman?

“Please, sit down,” Sabrina said, gesturing toward the cream-colored couch.

And just like that, the pressure eased, as though Sabrina’s voice had granted Monica permission to move, to breathe, to exist at all beneath that gaze. Monica crossed to the couch and sank into it.

The moment her legs no longer had to bear her weight, she felt the strain in them. Her calves ached, her thighs felt weak, and a dull heaviness spread through them, as though she had climbed all the way to this floor by stairs instead of taking the elevator.

“Impressive resume,” Sabrina said, glancing down at a printed copy of Monica’s application. “Two years supporting a senior partner. A year under a regional director. Strong references. Discretion, scheduling, travel coordination, client management.”

Monica barely heard Sabrina list off her accomplishments. It was not the words that reached her so clearly, but the voice itself—low, controlled, wrapping around her.

Is it impressive? Monica wondered dimly. Some certainly would have found her experience impressive enough, at least once they realized her true value went well beyond managing calendars and answering calls. Many more, however, would have called so many moves between companies a red flag—

“Why did you choose my company, Ms. Ellis?”

The question cut clean through her thoughts.

Why?

Monica stared at Sabrina for half a second too long. It’s in the cover letter, isn’t it? Then a colder thought followed at once: what exactly had she written in that cover letter?

Applying here as an afterthought bit her hard. She’d written the application on her way to another interview. No doubt she had dressed it in the usual polished nonsense about alignment, opportunity, and long-term fit, slipping in just enough tailored detail to make it look sincere. But suddenly she could not remember a single word of it.

Monica’s pulse gave a hard, unpleasant throb. If her answer now did not match what she had written, Sabrina would notice. Of course she would. A woman like this did not strike Monica as someone who let details slide. What unsettled her even more was the realization that she did not merely want to avoid looking foolish. The thought of lying to Sabrina—even in the small, professional way interviews so often invited—felt strangely dangerous.

Her fingers tightened against her skirt. Monica’s expertise was not limited to after-hours service. If lying was not an option, and the full truth was worse, then there was only one answer left.

Pivot.

“I heard how you handled the Meridian Travel Group takeover. One man cried unfairness. Another preferred to call him incompetent rather than admit what you had pulled off. But from the moment I heard what happened, I knew you were the woman I wanted to work for.”

“Is that so?” Sabrina shifted in her chair, as though Monica had finally managed to stir a flicker of interest. “Whether you are the woman I want beneath me, however, remains to be seen.”

“Eh?” Monica blinked, half wondering whether she’d misheard or misunderstood. Sabrina was not a woman who ever spoke imprecisely, so if there was any misunderstanding, the fault could only be Monica’s. Then what was it? Her ears playing tricks on her? Or her own mind betraying her?

Whatever the answer, that brief stir Monica had felt on entering the darkened office suddenly flared hot inside her. Her body seemed to have understood Sabrina’s words with perfect clarity and was already eagerly trying to imagine what it might mean to be beneath a woman like that.

“Since it appears we are both pretending at honesty, I’ll confess that your application, impressive as it is, is far from the top of my list,” Sabrina said. “However, it seems you have omitted a few details that may yet tip the scale in your favor.”

Can’t be... she knows? Monica realized in a cold rush. Which one of those cheating bastards let his tongue wag? But then another thought crashed into it at once: why would that even matter to her? Whatever talents Monica possessed at pleasing men were hardly relevant to—

Monica’s train of thought derailed the moment Sabrina rose from behind her desk.

It wasn’t even as though she had done anything dramatic. She had simply stood. And yet the effect was immediate. The sheer force of her presence seemed to eclipse the skyline behind her so completely that the vast windows and all the jeweled city lights beyond them vanished into the gravity of her towering figure.

Her long raven hair flowed down and down in a dark, lush fall that looked too full, too immaculate to be real. Monica could not begin to imagine the kind of care—or force of will—it took to keep it like that. The heavy swell of Sabrina’s chest strained against an expensive tailored suit, dwarfing the breasts Monica had been proud of until this very second.

Monica’s breath caught beneath Sabrina’s overwhelming aura. Her mind and body both snapped into absolute certainty: she needed to find herself beneath this woman.

The casual glance Sabrina cast her way pinned Monica to the couch. And Monica did not want to move. She wanted Sabrina to come to her, to stand above her while she sat there helpless and looking up—aching, begging for a sliver of Sabrina’s dominating power.

And when Sabrina stepped out from behind the desk, each measured clack of her heels seemed to echo through the office with the same foreboding weight of a staff striking cathedral stone.

Monica was so enraptured by Sabrina herself that she barely registered her pause at a sleek sideboard to pick up a slim black laptop, a thin folder, and a few pens and markers. By the time Monica’s mind caught up, Sabrina was already standing over the low table before the couch. She set the folder down, placed the laptop and writing tools beside it, and opened it with one smooth motion. Then one long finger came down on the power button.

Monica half expected the thing to collapse beneath that casual press. When it did not, a sudden, sharp flare of jealousy went through her. She wanted to be in its place—laid out on the table beneath Sabrina’s hand, opened at her pleasure, feeling those beautiful fingers press her buttons with the same effortless authority.

Monica’s thighs pressed together as her clit ached for that press so intensely that she didn’t know what to do with herself.

“A simple transcription exercise,” Sabrina said, as if she did not notice Monica staring up at her like a woman witnessing a goddess descend. She slid a printed transcript onto the table. “Turn this into a proper set of meeting minutes. Clean formatting. Key decisions. Action items. No wasted words.”

“O-oh. Yes, of course,” Monica said, fumbling for some semblance of composure as she lowered her gaze to the laptop.

This is nothing. I can do something this simple, she told herself. She had done variations of this task a thousand times. And yet the moment her fingers hovered over the keyboard, she saw them trembling. Instead of reaching straight for the word processor, she found herself staring blankly at the screen, struggling to pick out the familiar icon as though this were the first laptop she had ever touched.

She wouldn’t sabotage me.

The thought flashed through her in a burst of humiliating panic—only for Monica to realize a heartbeat later that the icon was sitting right there in the center of the desktop, impossible to miss.

Wait, wait, wait, focus! Monica’s pulse throbbed in her throat. If I lose my head now, I could actually fail something this simple. The idea made her stomach tighten. Me? Fail this? How?

But the answer was already there—in the tremor of her hands, in the heat still coiled in her body. I can’t afford to fail. What use would a woman like her have for a secretary who can’t handle a task like this flawlessly?

The transcript.

Monica jolted and reached too quickly for the folder. Her fingers clipped the edge instead of catching it.

The folder slid off the table and slapped against the floor.

“Ah—sorry!” Monica blurted, dropping at once after the scattered papers, mortified at fumbling so badly—as if she were some wide-eyed intern on her first day in an office.

As she gathered the pages, she glanced up, meaning to gauge Sabrina’s reaction—to see whether the interview had already ended before it had properly begun.

Her gaze never made it that far.

It crashed to a halt below Sabrina’s waist.

At the center of Sabrina’s sleek black pencil skirt, where the fabric drew taut between her thighs, Monica caught the unmistakable contour of something she had grown far too used to seeing in certain offices—both after hours and during them. But it was a contour she had never expected to find between a woman’s thighs.

“Is something the matter?” Sabrina asked.

Her voice yanked Monica’s gaze upward.

Sabrina’s expression gave her nothing. No displeasure. No amusement. No satisfaction. She simply watched Monica from above with the same composed attention as before, as though even this small collapse at her feet might still prove informative.

“N-Nothing,” Monica said quickly, gathering the last of the papers with fingers that were now even more unsteady than before. And before she could stop herself, her eyes flicked between Sabrina’s thighs once more.

Nothing.

No obvious bulge. No clear outline. Only the severe elegance of Sabrina’s smooth skirt.

Did I imagine it? Monica wondered as she rose slowly from her knees and set the papers back on the table before her. What lingered with her was not just the glimpse she thought she had seen, but how right it had felt to be on her knees in Sabrina’s presence, as though that was where she already belonged.

She forced her eyes down to the transcript.

Standard meeting notes. A transcription task so simple it bordered on insulting. The kind of exercise Monica could have done half-asleep, hungover, or with a hand between her thighs. And yet now she found herself reading the same second paragraph again and again, the words sliding past without leaving so much as a mark in her mind.

All that registered was that contour. Her eyes knew what they had seen, even if the owner of those eyes kept trying—and failing—to deny it.

What would it mean for a woman like that to have such a thing between her legs?

It was not unheard of. Monica knew that. But nothing about Sabrina Voss felt like it belonged to the realm of things people had already heard of. Those thick thighs beneath a skirt stretched taut across them. Those breasts straining the buttons of her blouse, each one seeming heavier than Monica’s whole chest. Those lips. That piercing stare. Every inch of her was the kind of woman that men could only dream of.

And yet her presence was so crushing that no man could dare imagine standing as her equal.

“When do you plan to start typing?” Sabrina asked.

Monica jolted. Her fingers trembled above the keyboard. She had not written a single word. Worse still, she could not have repeated a single line from the transcript if her life depended on it.

What am I doing?

Even though nothing in Sabrina’s tone was cold or scolding, Monica felt like an utter fool. She almost wanted to disappear through the floor and spare Sabrina the sight of something this pathetic pretending to be a secretary in front of her. But even that cowardly urge to flee was caught and smothered by her deeper longing to be beneath Sabrina—no matter how disgraced.

Monica had no idea how many seconds or minutes had passed before she finally remembered Sabrina had asked a question.

“R-Right now!” she hastily blurted, snapping her eyes to the transcript as her fingers finally began to move.

Not well. Not intelligently. Not like a woman with years of experience who should have been able to clean up a meeting transcript in her sleep. Monica typed word for word, line for line, barely understanding any of it. No structure. No refinement. Just typing for the sake of typing—clinging to the thinnest hope of redeeming herself before Sabrina finally lost patience and threw her out.

But just as Monica began to find her rhythm—just as the familiar clicking of the keys settled into something like competence and she started to recover—a single clack of Sabrina’s heel cut through the office, blowing away the gentle clicking, and shattering the fragile concentration Monica had built with such great effort.

She did not let it show. At least, she tried not to. But she knew how obvious it had to be—the slight hitch in her typing, the hesitation before each word, the creeping reliance on backspace to fix mistakes no secretary should have been making. The words appearing on the screen stopped making sense. And worst of all, she could hardly bring herself to care.

All she heard was the steady, consuming thunder of Sabrina’s heels.

Though Monica kept her face angled dutifully toward the transcript, pretending to work, the corner of her eye betrayed her again and again, dragging her gaze beneath Sabrina’s waist until her fingers jolted on the keys as she caught that unmistakable contour once more, confirming beyond doubt what she already knew was there.

Her cock. It has to be a cock. She has a cock!

Monica’s thoughts collapsed into shameful simplicity that bordered on obsession as she stared at the shape pressing against Sabrina’s skirt with each measured step. The closer it came, the less deniable it became. It might have escaped notice while Sabrina sat behind her desk, or even while she stood still. But when she walked, when those long strides strained the fabric to its limits across Sabrina’s thick, squeezable thighs, when that swelling girth shifted beneath it—there was no mistaking it.

Monica had seen more than enough such shapes in her career—thick, eager bulges straining against cloth, hungry to get beneath her skirt.

But for all the way Sabrina’s pencil skirt strained across that swell, it did not look needy. Men did not need much to swell and throb with pressing want, pitching their expensive suit pants into little tents the moment desire got the better of them.

Sabrina’s swell did not look like that.

The heavy fullness between her thighs rested there with almost leisurely confidence, despite a size that already seemed to dwarf even the most generously endowed men Monica had known at the height of their desperate erections.

Sabrina’s cock had nothing to prove. No reason to hurry. And it made Monica salivate.

She could see it so vividly that she could almost taste it, as though she had already let her tongue trace that thick, veined length hidden beneath the strained fabric.

If such a thick thing ever rose to its full potential—

Monica trembled at the thought. Did nature even permit such obscene shapes to belong to the human species?

Her mind flashed back to the cocks she had taken inside her over the years. They all suddenly seemed so pathetically tiny that she struggled to recall them at all when put to comparison against what she had glimpsed beneath Sabrina’s skirt.

Usually, it was her bosses who could not stop thinking about sticking their dicks inside her from the moment she entered their office. Monica had never been the one made like this—hot, distracted, unable to escape the image of being bent over a table by the woman standing before her.

She did not know what to do with this new feeling. She doubted she would even find the simple decency to pretend to resist this cock she both feared and wanted. And if something of such giant size ever forced its way into her… Monica was not sure she would ever walk properly again. And it only made her both fear and want it more.

“Hmm. Is it that distracting?” Sabrina asked, tapping Monica lightly on the shoulder from behind.

“Yahn!?” Monica yelped like a startled kitten. Had it not been for Sabrina’s hand settling there, she might have jumped out of her seat. But though the touch seemed light and casual, Monica’s body did not dare test its strength. Some instinct in her already knew that all of her soft, feeble feminine force would not be enough to resist even Sabrina’s single little finger.

“And what exactly is it that you’re transcribing?” Sabrina asked as she leaned over her.

Monica barely registered the words at first. As if Sabrina’s voice had not already been overwhelming even from across the office, up close it seemed to coil around her very soul. And that was before the reckoning that was the nearness of her body.

With Sabrina leaning over Monica’s shoulder, the eclipsing difference between them was on full display: the rich, colossal swell of Sabrina’s breasts straining against her blouse, so full and imposing beside Monica’s own that attempting any comparison at all was an insult to Sabrina. Monica could feel their heat without even touching them.

Worse still, they drew her in. Tempted her. Made her want to turn, to press closer, to cup their impossible weight with both hands, to sink into their softness and heat—if only Sabrina would allow it.

It was as if Sabrina’s breasts carried a gravity of their own.

“Did nature even permit such obscene shapes to belong to the human species?” Sabrina read softly, leaning even closer to Monica’s ear.

“Eh!?” For a few stunned seconds, Monica was ready to believe she had to be dreaming. How else could Sabrina have known? She had spent this entire time thinking about Sabrina’s cock—and now the woman was somehow repeating those exact words back to her.

“I don’t remember my meeting notes containing much about thick cocks rising to their full potential,” Sabrina said.

Oh no—

At last, it hit her.

Monica looked at the laptop screen and froze utterly still in mortified horror.

‘Her cock! It has to be a cock! She has a cock!’

She stared at the words, her own thoughts laid bare in brutal clarity, written by her own hand.

It was all there on the screen. Ever since she had caught that devilish contour shifting beneath Sabrina’s skirt, she hadn’t been transcribing the meeting notes in front of her at all. Her fingers had faithfully typed out every last one of her own debauched inner thoughts instead—word for word, line after line—spilling them straight into Sabrina’s laptop while the actual transcript lay ignored beside it.

“I asked you a question,” Sabrina said, her tone sharpening. “I don’t like repeating myself.”

“…”

Monica could not force out a sound. Her lips parted, then closed again when even that small movement flooded her mind with vivid, obscene images of her lips getting stretched wide and her mouth getting plugged and used.

And even if she had managed to keep her mouth open—vulnerable and ready for Sabrina’s cock—what could she possibly have said? How on earth could she possibly explain typing out her own depraved fantasies onto a company laptop in the middle of a job interview?

That she had not only dared stare at her potential employer’s cock beneath that skirt, but described it in vivid, humiliating detail? That she had written out how huge she imagined it to be, how badly she wanted it, how easily she could picture herself bent over and fucked by it, if Sabrina ever chose to grant her that honor?

“I don’t mind my employees fantasizing about cock during working hours,” Sabrina said.

She doesn’t!?

Monica’s mind seized on the words at once, twisting them into permission. Her lips parted as her coiling heat spread through her body, while her mouth watered for the thick cock beneath Sabrina’s skirt.

“But only so long as those fantasies do not interfere with the quality of their work.”

As long as I do my work properly, I can think about her cock.
As long as I do my work properly... maybe I’ll get her cock.

Monica’s thoughts had already sprinted far ahead, racing toward conclusions Sabrina had never spoken.

“Care to try again?” Sabrina suggested.

With her lips still parted, with a thin line of drool already slipping toward her chin, Monica looked up at the woman leaning over her and nodded.

“Then start over,” Sabrina commanded, bringing a hand to Monica’s mouth. “And don’t drool on the carpet. It’s worth more than you earned in a year.”

With those words, she slipped two fingers past Monica’s lips, all the way to the knuckles, and tilted her head back just enough to keep the drool from spilling further.

“Hnhaah!?” Monica gasped in surprise, eyes snapping wide, but the sound broke at once into a muffled choke as Sabrina pressed against the far back of her tongue.

“Impressive control of your gag reflex,” Sabrina noted. “I see you are indeed well-versed in the duties of a secretary.”

Monica would not have known what to say even if her tongue had not been pinned in place. But her trained body knew what to do when words were neither possible nor required. Her pussy flared at the familiar gagging pressure, already anticipating the thought-wiping bliss that so often followed it, and the tip of her tongue began to move around Sabrina’s fingers, licking them eagerly and bathing them in the kind of spit usually reserved for cocks she meant to worship.

“Well-versed indeed,” Sabrina said softly. “However, I expect my secretary to perform her duties flawlessly whether her mouth is occupied or not.”

Of course! Monica snapped into focus. Her fingers hit the keyboard, and with a few swift strokes, she erased her earlier depravity before starting again with the speed of a true professional.

Why did I struggle with this before? Monica wondered.

Even with her head tilted back, she caught enough of the transcript to follow it, shaping the rough text into proper meeting minutes with swift efficiency. In just a few seconds, she had written more than she had managed in all the fumbling time before. It was almost as if Sabrina had granted her a sliver of her own confidence through those pressing fingers.

Before long, the task became so laughably easy that Monica found she could do both at once: type flawlessly while closing her lips around Sabrina’s fingers and sucking them with eager devotion, servicing the hand that had so graciously steadied her.

“Much better,” Sabrina said, and Monica could hear the smile in her voice, before Sabrina pushed her fingers deeper, reaching past the back of Monica’s tongue and pressing down until they slipped into her throat.

“K-khng—” A soft gag escaped Monica, but her hands did not so much as pause. Her fingers flew over the keyboard as she rushed toward the end of the task, her pussy aching hotter from the twin pleasure of performing her assigned task well and her pride in the performance of her throat.

By the time she reached the last paragraph, Monica was on cloud nine, bobbing her head lightly toward Sabrina’s knuckles as she typed, getting off on demonstrating the obedient capabilities of her throat while her panties dampened with the certainty that this interview would not end with her stockings intact.

When she typed the final period, it took everything she had not to reach beneath her skirt and start touching herself right there on the couch.

“See what you can do when you put your mind to it?” Sabrina said, drawing her fingers from Monica’s mouth. “However, if you work for me, you’ll be expected to handle something far more challenging than this. Do you think you can?”

Monica replied by looking up at Sabrina and letting her tongue hang out as she opened her mouth wide for the thing that had already fucked her mind while still hidden beneath Sabrina’s skirt.

“Good answer,” Sabrina said, and pulled up her skirt.

Monica’s eyes dropped at once, and her breath caught hard at the sight. Beneath a woman’s thick, tantalizing thighs, black stockings biting deep into the soft flesh, hung a veiny, heavy, twelve-inch cock.

Monica choked on the sight of it.

As she had suspected, the thing that had made that devilish contour was not even fully hard yet. And even as it was now, it already eclipsed all men on earth, common and not. Her fingers slipped from the keyboard, twitching with the need to reach for the heat of a futa’s cock—

“Don’t move,” Sabrina commanded.

Monica froze.

“In that folder, beneath the notes you transcribed, are several draft contracts prepared by a sloppy intern who cared more about cumming her brains out from the cock stirring her insides than about doing a proper job,” Sabrina said. “I need you to cross-reference them and mark any inconsistencies or mistakes.”

A trivial task, Monica thought. If you think the sight of your cock is enough to make my brain stop working—

Her brain stopped working the moment Sabrina pressed her heavy shaft against Monica’s nose.

“Do it without getting cock-drunk on my smell,” Sabrina said with a faint grin, pressing harder until Monica’s head tilted back an inch while her body leaned needily into the heat and scent of futa cock.

Now you’re asking far too much, Monica thought, already struggling to remember what Sabrina had just told her to do.

“The contracts,” Sabrina reminded her, letting the veins of her cock pulse against Monica’s nostrils.

Right… Contracts…

Monica breathed hard through her mouth. Her lips trembled. Her upper lip was pressed hard by that girth, and it took everything she had not to close both lips around Sabrina’s cock and start sucking.

The contracts! Monica forced the thought back into place and commanded her fingers toward the folder on the table.

Monica had no faith in her ability to do meaningful work with such an unbelievable cock pressed hard against the nose and lips that were trained for years on the cocks of her former bosses, but she needed the distraction—something to occupy her mind before it abandoned even the pretense of being a good, professional secretary. She grabbed the folder, flipped past the notes, drew out the contracts, and spread them side by side for comparison.

Even with her sharp eyesight, reading them at that angle was a strain, so she leaned forward—

Only to press herself even more firmly into the cock she so desperately wanted to suck.

I’ll be expected to handle more than this, Monica told herself, steadying her resolve as she took up a marker and began working through the contracts, cross-referencing them line by line.

Every breath filled her lungs and clouded her mind with the scent of cock, making both her mouth and her pussy wetter with the need to feel that same thickness inside them.

There’s one mistake. There’s another, Monica noted as she highlighted the obvious errors. Sabrina had not been exaggerating. Whoever drafted these had been sloppy beyond what should have been forgivable, even for a first-year intern. How could anyone miss something so obvious whe—

She found her answer when Sabrina dragged her veined length slowly across Monica’s nostrils, letting every ridge and swollen curve brush along her nose.

Monica spasmed. Her marker jerked with her, and only by lifting it at the last instant did she keep from carving a jagged line across the page and ruining the document.

“Good job,” Sabrina said, praising Monica for keeping her mind focused on the work.

“T-Thank you,” Monica mumbled, absurdly proud of herself even as her pussy screamed for her to stop pretending and find some way to get that cock inside her—to feel those thick, pulsing contours drag through the length of her pussy and stretch it out as much as was required to fit all those thick inches inside.

No, I need to finish! Monica told herself, forcing her attention back to the contracts even while the very tip of Sabrina’s cock tormented her lips. It was so huge there—swollen, heavy, pressing against both her nose and her mouth. All she had to do was give in. Just one tiny slip, one little kiss, and her lips would part. Then she would be sucking it, gagging on it, turning blissfully stupid without a care in the world for contracts or work or anything else.

No, I’m more than that! Monica dragged herself back from that devilish temptation, as though issuing a challenge to her own body. She turned another page and kept her lips firmly shut, despite how badly she wanted to open wide. She went on marking mistakes in the work of some common slut who had clearly cared far more about cocks than her job.

I’m different! Monica clung to the thought. I care about cocks and work! And she threw herself into the task all the harder to prove it, even as Sabrina’s cock grew firmer and thicker against her lips.

“Ahhh… done,” Monica breathed, letting out the heaviest sigh of relief of her life as she finished cross-referencing the contracts. A Herculean task—one that would have drained all strength from any ordinary cock-lover. But instead of slumping back, she leaned more fully into the cock at her nose, resting against its strength and drawing in a deep, greedy breath of its scent as her hard-earned reward.

“Very good,” Sabrina said, rewarding her by pressing her cock more firmly to Monica’s face, settling one of its thick, veined ridges against her nostrils as though it had been made to fit there. “You certainly show more potential than the last few candidates I tested.”

“Thank you,” Monica breathed, secretly hoping that her next test would involve the skills of her mouth.




Chapter 2

“You’ve signed on behalf of your executive before, haven’t you?” Sabrina asked.

“Yes,” Monica managed, nodding into Sabrina’s cock.

“Good.” Sabrina leaned in just enough to sweep the highlighted contracts aside and reveal a fresh set of papers beneath.

Monica looked down at the papers in front of her. Signature tabs marked each page. On the top sheet, a single signature already stretched across the paper in flawless, commanding lines that felt more decreed than written. Monica knew at once whose hand had formed it, even before she consciously read the name beneath.

Sabrina Voss.

“You’ll be expected to sign on my behalf when necessary,” Sabrina said. “That means it cannot look rushed. It cannot look shaken. And it certainly cannot look unworthy of me. No matter the circumstances.”

Unworthy.

As if Sabrina needed to say it.

If Monica wanted this position, anything less than perfection would be failure. That much had been obvious from the moment she stepped into the office. Fortunately, Monica had always taken pride in her handwriting—long before she had ever discovered how profitable a secretary’s other talents could be.

Sabrina did not offer her the grace of practice.

Monica did not need it. She lifted the pen and set its tip to the paper—

A giant, heavy swell parted her lips and drove to the far back of her mouth, choking her on the spot.

“Kkkkhhh—!” Monica gagged as her jaw nearly dislocated around the sudden intrusion. Her pen nearly slipped from her shaking hand as pleasure hit her so hard she came on the spot. Tears sprang to the corners of her eyes while her mind burst into trembling, sparkling lights. And even through the shock, those tears were not born of distress. They were tears of joy. Sabrina had given her a gift Monica had not thought she had earned yet.

Sabrina’s cock was far more than anything Monica could’ve imagined. Merely allowing Monica’s tongue to touch its underside—merely giving her jaw the stretch it had so desperately needed—had already made her cum. Monica was utterly unprepared for what this woman was capable of doing to her if she ever decided to truly try. Rather than signing anything, Monica wanted to shove that pen into her own pussy and fuck herself with it while begging Sabrina to push that cock deeper and finally invade her throat.

“Why haven’t you started yet?” Sabrina asked. “With the workload in this company, you cannot afford breaks over such mild distractions.”

Ah... I understand now, Monica thought, her throat swallowing desperately for more while having no power to draw the futa’s cock any deeper on its own. The earlier fingers had only been a warm-up. And if she wanted to work here, she would have to perform her duties flawlessly, even if Sabrina deigned to throatfuck her while she did them.

I can do it, Monica told herself as she returned her pen to the paper and, drawing on the pride she had always taken in her handwriting, signed the first of many flawless copies of Sabrina’s name. Every stroke matched the provided example with perfect precision, while her tongue mirrored the motion of her hand around Sabrina’s cock, pleasuring her potential future boss as she worked—just as expected of a good secretary.

“That signature is acceptable,” Sabrina said. “However, you’ll drown in work if you proceed at this pace.”

The reprimand cracked through Monica like a whip. As much as she wanted to drown in Sabrina’s cum, she would have no time if she were slow in her work. She penned a second signature, then a third, then a fourth, falling into rhythm while her head began to bob of its own accord, pushing her gag reflex to its limit as she pressed Sabrina’s swollen tip against the swallowing entrance of her throat with every motion.

“You’re that confident you can do this with it down your throat?” Sabrina asked with a faint smirk. “Prove it.”

She set a hand on the back of Monica’s head and thrust forward.

“Gghhkluukhhhh~~” Monica barely lifted her pen from the paper before a gagging fullness stretched her throat so hard she squirted into her panties. She could not breathe. She could not think. She could only climax as Sabrina’s cock redefined the meaning of deepthroat.

Monica could not even tell how deep Sabrina had thrust. Her throat? Her stomach? The suffocating, gagging fullness was so all-encompassing that, for all Monica knew, Sabrina could have thrust all the way through to her cumming pussy and Monica would have believed it.

Sabrina’s cock had pushed in with such utter certainty, as though Monica’s throat had been molded for it, even though only moments ago her jaw had struggled to contain a few inches. By now, Monica was convinced Sabrina could share her strength at will with anyone she favored, and Monica was infinitely grateful.

As her thighs kept squeezing tighter and wetness spread warm beneath them on the couch, Monica could only pray that Sabrina would go on sharing that strength—enough for Monica to take such a godlike cock into her body every workday and well beyond office hours.

“Your ability to hold a cock down your throat is commendable,” Sabrina said. “However, if you want this position—”

For once, Monica dared interrupt her potential employer by a simple act of putting the pen back to paper and resuming signing Sabrina’s name with flawless precision, one signature after another. Cock jammed down her throat, seconds slipping away as the first spasm in her body warned of its need for air, Monica’s need for daily futa cock was far greater. She held fast. Even after a second gag wracked her, she kept penning signatures page after page as though she had finally found her calling. As long as she had Sabrina’s cock down her throat, Monica had no doubt she could accomplish any task.

“Hmm. Not bad,” Sabrina said, watching Monica’s hand move while the rest of her body was pinned in place by an impaling cock. “But the workplace here can become hectic. Can you perform under pressure, even while short of breath?”

Holding Monica’s head steady in one firm, dominant grip, Sabrina pulled back—then thrust forward.

“Khhhhkkhh~~” Monica gagged again. The quick withdrawal and renewed intrusion came too fast to let her lungs steal more than the faintest taste of air, and the denial made her tremble all over. Even so, her hand did not falter. It paused at the impact, then instantly resumed its work. Sabrina smirked, pulled back, and thrust again. Then again.

Within seconds, Sabrina’s office filled with the wet, squelching sounds of a good secretary’s working throat. Every thrust bulged the full length of Monica’s neck and hammered another gagging choke back down into her body, yet still she did not fail.

There was a predictability to Sabrina’s thrusts. A strength in them. A calm certainty. Even after she could no longer spare so much as a glance for the pages before her, Monica had already memorized the shape and motion of Sabrina’s signature just as her throat grew intimately familiar with the shape of Sabrina’s cock. Monica finished the last three pages through the throat-fucking before her body truly started crying out for air.

Sabrina smiled, pleased, as she pulled out and rewarded Monica’s body with both much-needed oxygen and the satisfaction of work well done.

“Gh-ghooouahhh~!” Monica dragged in sloppy gasps, refilling her lungs and fogged brain with air while shining strands of spit hung from her used mouth and fell into her lap. As if her pussy were not wet enough already, her first instinct was to reach for that messy slickness Sabrina had dragged out of her fucked throat and shove it into her pussy, finger-fucking herself with the same sticky liquids Sabrina had used to fuck her mouth.

Sabrina reached for the signed papers and lifted them for closer inspection while Monica ripped her stockings apart and shamelessly fingerblasted herself on the couch beneath the cock that had fucked her past reason.

“Good. No deviations. Not a tremor in a single signature,” Sabrina said, comparing the first page to the last. “Some would say that deserves a reward. But I see you’ve already decided to reward yourself.”

“Reward me—ahn—more,” Monica moaned shamelessly as she fingered herself with one hand, shoving that messy throat slop deeper into her pussy, while the other played with her hard nipples through her blouse.

Completely lost to pleasure, she could do nothing but keep staring at Sabrina’s cock—the cock that had redefined what it meant to be fucked—silently begging for more rewards by it, wishing to be plowed by it, no longer able to comprehend how insolent it was to dare crave such a reward.

“Hmm. It appears you may be qualified enough to begin on a probationary basis,” Sabrina said. “However, we have yet to see whether all of you can handle everything expected of a secretary here.”

“Ahh, please, test me more!” Monica begged as she crawled onto the couch on her knees, hips raised, fingering herself while she looked up at Sabrina’s cock as though it were the cock itself she was pleading with.

Whatever skills she possessed as a secretary paled before the power of Sabrina’s futa cock. But for that cock, she would work tirelessly, day and night. As long as she was allowed to be fucked, as long as she could dream of one day receiving Sabrina’s cum as payment, Monica knew she would be content.

Even being allowed to stand in Sabrina’s presence would have been reward enough. But to earn the right to be fucked by her? Monica was shocked that there wasn’t a line stretching all the way out of the building.

“I can handle anything! I swear it!” she proclaimed as she plunged both hands between her squelching thighs and worked her pussy open as fast and wide as she could for Sabrina’s massive shaft.

“We’ll see about that,” Sabrina said, leaning over her.

In a single fluid motion, she pushed her thick cock back into Monica’s mouth just as her other hand reached for Monica’s ass. She hiked Monica’s skirt all the way up, swept Monica’s lesser fingers aside with effortless authority, and thrust into her pussy at the exact same moment she drove her cock down Monica’s throat—plugging her from both ends.

“Ghhhnnhh—” Monica gurgled, her eyes rolling back as she came on the spot. She knew there was not a woman alive who would not have come in that situation.

Sabrina had likely meant only to test the stretch of her pussy, not to make her climax. But even without trying, her fingers found Monica’s sweet spot at once, and one sure press on it—so calm and confident it mirrored the press of that same finger on the laptop’s power button—was enough to reboot Monica’s pussy into belonging only to Sabrina.

Faced with such sudden and exquisite invasion from both ends, the only thing Monica could feel was gratitude. Gratitude to her potential boss. Gratitude to the woman who already knew exactly how to use her. Gratitude for the opportunity to work her ass and throat off for more of that use.

She started rocking her body back and forth at once, fucking her own throat on Sabrina’s cock while pressing herself harder against the fingers inside her, desperate to give pleasure and steal even more of it.

It ended up as a very selfish motion, even if she told herself that her intent was to service Sabrina. Whether she rocked forward or back, some part of her ended up being fucked, and before long, even the thought of pleasing Sabrina slipped from Monica’s mind. No thoughts remained in her mind. Only pleasure. She simply picked up the pace toward another choking orgasm, without a single thought left for where she was or what she had originally come here for.

Smack.

A loud crack rang through Sabrina’s office. Monica gagged on Sabrina’s cock as the blow landed across her ass hard enough to make her flesh ripple and leave one cheek burning red.

Sabrina withdrew her fingers from Monica’s drenched pussy, straightened, and asked, “When you work for an employer, whose needs are your top priority?”

“Gghnhuaaah—” Monica gasped as she pulled her mouth back just far enough to answer. Even while dragging in air, she kept stroking the thick coat of throat-slick across Sabrina’s cock. “My boss’s, of course.”

“Then what exactly do you think you’re doing, selfishly using my cock and fingers to pleasure yourself?” Sabrina asked.

“T-Then you’ll hire me?” Monica asked, looking up at Sabrina while placing soft, loving kisses on the tip that had moments earlier bulged down her throat for a second time. At the same time, she lifted her ass shamelessly in offering, presenting it to Sabrina like a reward already shaking to be claimed if only she would say yes.

“The nerve of you.” One corner of Sabrina’s mouth twitched with amusement.

Monica knew it was a gamble. She had no doubt Sabrina already had hundreds of asses either in her employ or only a phone call away, all willing to travel hundreds of miles for the chance to feel that giant futa cock inside them.

Still, Monica bet it all on the same mouth and pussy that had secured her so many lucrative positions before. Sabrina had already inspected her with those fingers—just as she had tested Monica’s throat before filling it with cock. Either Monica’s body was acceptable to her, or it was not. If it was not, then Monica had no chance anyway. And if it was, then the only sensible thing left was to offer it properly while begging for the position she wanted so badly. And seeing as Sabrina had not thrown her out of the office, Monica saw only one correct way forward through this interview.

She slowly turned around on the couch and lowered her face into the soft cushion. She raised her ass higher toward Sabrina, reached back with both hands, and parted her drenched pussy lips for inspection. Then she turned her head enough to look back past the full, glistening curve of her own ass and pleaded through a hot, unsteady breath, “Please accept this slutty pussy’s owner as your new secretary.”

“A proper offering,” Sabrina said approvingly as she took Monica by the hips.

“Hhnh!” Monica trembled when that firm grip locked her in place. Her hands were no longer truly needed to keep herself open—after she had offered her pussy like this, it would be taken whether she held it apart or not. Even so, it was her duty, as both a secretary and a woman, to keep herself presented for her new boss’s pleasure. Monica smiled into the cushion, taking almost more pleasure from offering herself in such an utterly submissive way than she did from the thought of what was about to be done to her.

Sabrina lowered the tip of her cock to Monica’s aching pussy.

“Ahn!” Monica shivered again, but managed to keep her fingers where they were, even as her whole body softened beneath that touch she felt she had been waiting for all her life. After all, her duty of offering herself was not finished until Sabrina’s cock was fucking her into cushions.

The swollen tip settled against her, and Monica’s pussy answered at once. Her wet lips kissed it greedily, yielding around its shape while her hips pressed back against it of their own accord. Even with Monica keeping her lips parted, Sabrina’s tip was so thick that it pressed those kissing lips further apart as it pushed deeper.

“Hnooohh~” Monica let out a low, satisfied sound as Sabrina stretched her entrance and pushed deeper. Even though it was her pussy that Sabrina’s cock filled, the thick girth was so overwhelming that Monica felt as though Sabrina filled her brain with cock instead. Nothing else existed except the hot, fulfilling stretch that claimed her. Her arms fell uselessly against the couch beneath her claimed hips as she lay face-down and ass-up, and embraced the undeniable power of Sabrina’s futa cock.

“O-ooohh!” Monica let out one satisfied groan after another as Sabrina filled her with cock. Inch after inch kept pressing deeper, stealing the air from her body as though Sabrina were thrusting all the way up to her lungs. For all Monica knew, she might have been. The push felt endless. And Monica did not want it to end. She knew her pussy could never possibly take all of this woman. She had taken all she could down her throat, and even that had not been enough to take all of Sabrina, so her pussy had no chance. And that meant only one thing.

“H-hhnh,” Monica whimpered when Sabrina’s cock met resistance, then kept pushing in anyway. She managed to lift her arms from the couch just high enough to reach her belly and confirm what she already knew—Sabrina was still pressing deeper, moving higher, stretching her toward her belly.

Monica shook when her fingers found the bulge. It was obscene. Sabrina’s cock was reshaping her body from the inside, and yet Monica touched that swell lovingly, reverently, tracing its outline while silently begging Sabrina to fuck more strength into her so she could take that cock even deeper, so the bulge would grow further, so that Monica would have more to trace, more to love, more worship.

Her fingers circled the tip of the bulge where Sabrina’s cock reached the deepest, teasing it the way she might have teased her clit. But the pleasure that answered far surpassed playing with her clit. She licked her lips as her hand moved faster over the bulge while she remembered gagging on the same thick cock now reshaping her pussy just as it had reshaped her throat. She could only hope she was making Sabrina feel even half as good as Sabrina made her feel.

“Use me more!” Monica begged, urging Sabrina not to hold back. Anything, so long as it meant more of her cock, even if all Monica had to offer was her body and her devotion.

“Please, fuck me,” Monica pleaded, giving what little she could to a woman like this. A cock such as Sabrina’s could only be earned by begging for it like a shameless bitch in heat.

Monica rocked her hips back against it, stroked the bulge beneath her belly, and tried with both words and action to entice that cock with what little she had to offer as her need grew more frantic by the second. She wanted—she needed—to be Sabrina’s loyal cock-sleeve, to be filled all the way to her belly and past it.

“I beg you! Please shove your cock deep inside—”

The bulge she’d caressed slipped from Monica’s fingers.

Sabrina had pulled out so suddenly, so sharply, that for an instant Monica thought she had dragged her pussy out with it—only to thrust back in with such force that Monica’s mind snapped.

“GHOOOOUUUUUU~~!”

The howl was torn straight out of her as Sabrina’s thrust drove through her. Monica convulsed and climaxed on the spot. Her world flashed white. Her thighs trembled. Her arms flung out, shaking across the couch. Some part of her still wanted to reach back to the bulge she knew had to be there—just to confirm how huge it was, to see whether Sabrina really had fucked her all the way to her belly the way it felt, to stroke that bulge and thank her for it.

But Monica could do none of it.

All she could do was lie there on the couch with her ass trembling in Sabrina’s grip and giggle foolishly as drool spilled from her mouth onto Sabrina’s couch while Sabrina pulled back—

and thrust again.

“GHKHHOOOO!!” Monica came again. Her trembling hands splashed in the wetness pooling beneath her and staining the couch. Had she still possessed even a shred of wit, she might have realized she was squirting with every heavenly thrust inside her. But all she knew was orgasm and cock, as Sabrina drew back and picked up her pace—using Monica exactly as Monica had begged to be used.

“OOOOoooo~~!!” Monica let out the deep, broken sounds of a satisfied bitch who had finally gotten the cock she needed. Her face stayed pressed into her own drool as it kept flowing past her trembling lips. She stared at nothing before her, because all she could see in her mind was the cock that kept skewering her.

Having spent the last of her strength begging for this, Monica could no longer even manage to push back against the cock she craved. She had asked to be a sleeve for it, and cock-sleeves did not move. They only needed to stay pliant and tight—to be squeezed tighter still and used at whatever pace or angle their owner desired.

That was Monica’s mistake.

Smack.

Sabrina spanked her ass.

Then the other cheek.

Before Monica could even cry out properly, Sabrina caught her by the hair and hauled her limp, sweaty body upright.

“Hoohn!?” Monica gasped as she was yanked through the air, her tits nearly slipping out of her soaked blouse. The sudden change in angle only made the stuffing sensation worse. Sabrina’s cock already felt as though it filled her past her belly, and now that impossible fullness only shifted deeper.

Sabrina pulled Monica close and asked, “Are you content to just lie there and get fucked like a reusable doll?”

“Ahh?” Monica moaned, still too fucked to properly process words. With Sabrina holding her upright, she no longer had to strain to reach the bulge in her belly. Her hands fell to it naturally, and a trembling purr escaped her when she felt Sabrina’s cock pressing against her flesh from the inside.

More pleasure shot up to Monica’s brain as she resumed the loving caress of the futa cock reshaping her, silently apologizing to it for neglecting it so long, stroking it through her own body while wishing it would somehow thrust deeper still.

Fucked like a reusable doll...

The words finally reached her mind.

It did not sound bad at all. How many women could call themselves lucky enough to serve as a reusable fuck-doll for a godlike woman like Sabrina? How could Monica possibly dare to not be content with that?

Monica’s compliant silence, her timid rocking, the gentle way her hands kept stroking the bulge inside her—all of it answered for her.

“If that’s the case,” Sabrina said quietly, “then I suppose you don’t want my cum.”

Cum!!

Monica’s thoughts snapped to that word so hard she almost choked on the salty taste that wasn’t there. Suddenly she understood what a fool she had been. All this time she had thought only about Sabrina’s cock. But what were cocks for, if not for unleashing ropes and ropes of that thick, delicious cum no woman with sense could resist taking straight from the source?

She had to taste Sabrina’s cum. If Sabrina could pass strength into Monica with a touch alone, then to have the honor to drink from that cock—to savor thick, delicious drops from the greatest cock in the world—Monica’s womb ached so hard at the thought that she felt she could get pregnant just from thinking about tasting Sabrina’s potent cum.

Being a reusable doll was no longer nearly enough.

Perhaps a reusable cumdump? Monica wondered. Yes, that’s much better. She licked her lips and began to move her hips against the cock inside her.

“HnuAhn!” she cried at once, jolting hard as the motion stirred her insides and made that immense shaft grind through her in a new way. Only now, with her womb aching for Sabrina’s cum, did Monica realize that Sabrina had been pounding at it all that time—tenderizing it, preparing it, readying it for the inevitable insemination, if only Monica proved worthy.

“You’re moving your hips like you’re already in heat,” Sabrina said, resting a hand on Monica’s ass, “but I don’t recall hearing an answer.”

Monica froze instantly.

Sabrina had not even applied any force. But that light pressure was enough. Monica knew, with perfect clarity, that she had no business moving unless Sabrina expressly allowed it.

“I’m not content to simply be a reusable doll,” Monica breathed.

“Then what do you want to be?”

“Your secretary,” Monica said without hesitation.

“You want such an important position beneath me just to taste my cum?”

“…That too,” Monica confessed. Lying to this woman felt not merely pointless, but dangerous. “What I said before was true as well. There is no other woman I can imagine working beneath. I am qualified, as I hope I’ve demonstrated. I want to serve you publicly and privately. I do want your cock. But I also want to work toward your success. I want to be there when you conquer the business world. And I want to be there whenever you feel the urge to fuck a horny slut desperate for the honor of your cock.”

“Not a bad declaration,” Sabrina said. “I could offer you the position. On probation at first. But which do you want more: the position of my secretary tomorrow, or to be filled with my cum right now?”

Monica struggled to answer. The position was hers. She only had to say the word. But if that meant no cum... After Sabrina had already said that word? After she had made Monica’s womb flare awake with the need for it? After her mouth had watered for it?

Monica’s womb ached again, pulsing greedily against Sabrina’s cock, which seemed to radiate fertile heat through her whole body.

“Is it that difficult an answer?” Sabrina asked. “Would you really give it up just to be creampied by me, then dropped to your knees to suck my cock clean?”

“J-Just...?” Monica whimpered.

How could Sabrina say it like that? Just. What she described sounded so impossibly good that it took the last shreds of Monica’s willpower not to cry out for her to do exactly that. Even knowing the position of secretary would no doubt come with plenty of cock and cum, waiting even until tomorrow suddenly felt unbearable when a hot, hard futa cock had already primed her womb for its first fill of potent seed.

“Miss Sabrina... I’m sorry,” Monica whimpered, tears gathering in her eyes. “I do want the position of your secretary. I’m grateful that you would entrust me with something so important, but... I know now that nothing in this world is more valuable than your cum. Even if you so generously offer me the job... if taking it means giving that up... I’m sorry. I know I’m skilled. But I’m still just a woman. And with a cock like yours already inside me... I’m too weak to think. Too weak not to surrender. Too weak not to beg you to cum inside me.”

Sabrina smirked, then leaned to Monica’s ear and whispered:

“Then work for it.”

“Aahn!” Monica moaned when it hit her that she would get creampied tonight. The realization set both her mind and her pussy ablaze all over again, just as Sabrina ripped her blouse to shreds, freeing her breasts and sending them bouncing through the air while Monica drove her hips back hard against Sabrina’s cock.

Screw the job, Monica thought wildly. Screw work. Screw being a secretary. The only thing that mattered now was being filled to overflowing with Sabrina’s cum. She had already made the mistake of lying there like a limp doll once. She would not make it again.

“Creampie my pussy!” she pleaded, grabbing Sabrina’s thighs and using them for leverage as she bounced herself on that cock. The rough penetration made her flinch and whimper in a blur of pain and pleasure, each slap of her ass against Sabrina’s thighs driving the hard shaft into some deep place inside her that had never expected to endure such punishing blows.

But those sparks of pain quickly turned addictive. Each one reminded Monica how small she was before Sabrina’s cock and Sabrina’s aura, and every sharp little jolt made the pleasure of being ground open on that shaft burn that much more intense. Before long, Monica craved both sensations equally.

Now that her breasts were free, they bounced wildly with every frantic movement of her hips. Her back pressed against the giant swell of Sabrina’s chest, still straining behind her buttoned blouse, and Monica could feel the hard points of the futa’s nipples through the fabric. Even Sabrina’s nipples felt larger and firmer than her own. The realization only sharpened Monica’s need to have her inferior breasts punished for it.

She wanted Sabrina’s hands on them. To grope them. To squeeze them. To pinch her nipples and pull until delicious pain shot through her again. The need grew bold enough to make her reckless. She seized one of Sabrina’s hands, guided it to her own breast, pressed those beautiful fingers against her nipple, and forced them tighter until she felt more of that sweet pain spike through her and turned the next bounce on Sabrina’s cock into pure pleasure.

“Fuck me roughly,” she begged, reaching beneath her belly to feel the bulge rearranging her from the inside. “Cum in my pussy or in my mouth. Use me however you please. Just please give me your cum!”

Sabrina answered by pinching both Monica’s nipples at once, twisting them hard before releasing them with a vicious tug, only to slap both breasts across the nipples and command, “Work harder for it.”

“Yes, ma’am!” Monica cried at once, gladly taking the order from her boss.

It did not matter that she had not officially been granted the position yet. It did not matter that she had traded it all away for Sabrina’s cum. In Monica’s mind, Sabrina was already her boss. She always would be. Monica would slave for her, stay on call for her, and come running whenever she was wanted. And that willingness to be Sabrina’s eager servant gave Monica a strength she had never imagined possessing.

Nearly climaxing from the long, hard drag across her pussy, Monica pulled herself off the futa cock impaling her to the belly and turned around. For the briefest second, she found herself nearly eye level with the woman who surpassed her in every regard. Then she dropped back where she belonged—onto her knees in her own wet mess, her heavy tits squishing into the couch made wet by her own sweat and juices—and went to work for Sabrina’s cum.




Chapter 3

“Ghklhookhphh~!” Monica slobbered all over the futa cock that had reshaped her pussy. She licked up her own juices and realized, with a startled thrill, how good she tasted.

Monica had sampled herself a few times before and had never cared for it. But after being fucked by Sabrina, it was as if the futa had started remolding her body in more ways than one. Even her pussy juices were delicious now, as though rewarding her for being shameless, purring her on to become even more obscene and work her ass off for Sabrina.

Licking, sucking, and slurping all the sticky lewdness off Sabrina’s cock while eagerly stroking it with both hands, Monica became so lost in the taste of herself and in the depravity of cleaning her own arousal from a futa’s giant shaft that she only realized how much Sabrina’s cock had grown when she tried—and failed—to take it down her throat.

She had known from the moment she first glimpsed that shape beneath Sabrina’s skirt what kind of potential the woman held. Even when that cock had plunged so deep into Monica’s throat that she could not utter a single sound, some part of her had known it was not the limit. And now, after using every inch of her pussy to fully awaken it with the scent and heat of a needy bitch, Monica finally saw what she had given herself to.

Sixteen inches, hard and thick—her jaw ached from the swollen tip alone. Monica could hardly believe her pussy had managed to take such girth inside her.

Such a godlike cock! Monica thought as she gagged herself on it again, bringing choking tears to her eyes and smiling through the masochistic pleasure it brought her.

No wonder her pussy tasted so good. It was not simply her own body urging her toward deeper shamelessness. It was Sabrina’s cock remaking her for itself—reshaping her into something forever loyal to a single cock. No matter whether the woman beneath it was a petite virgin or a voluptuous slut, no pussy could ever truly be loose enough for such a thing. Any body impaled by it would be changed by it, turned into a living, breathing, reusable sleeve that spasmed and cried out for cum.

“Ghhklkookh~~! Pthwaaa~ ahhkhhhhh~!!” Monica gagged herself over and over, forcing her mouth onto a cock that had grown far beyond what any throat should have been able to handle. Yet giving up never even crossed Monica’s mind.

There was nothing Sabrina Voss could not accomplish, and her secretary had to share the same quality—even if Monica could only ever offer a pale imitation of the resolve that inspired her. Even if she had been willing to throw away the position for cum, her pride and hope and desperate need all drove her to keep proving herself.

Her jaw no longer ached, even as it stretched past anything it should have tolerated while Monica refused to let Sabrina’s cock out of her mouth even for a moment. Her body no longer rebelled against the cock she was gagging herself on. Her pussy had been remolded. Her senses had been rewired. All that remained was to reshape her throat.

Monica looked up at Sabrina as she gave herself over to the futa cock, working for the futa’s cum. She knew Sabrina could have shoved the entire length down her throat without the slightest effort if she had chosen to. But she had commanded Monica to do it herself. Monica had to work for it. If the boss had to finish every task her secretary had been assigned, then what did she even need a secretary for?

Monica shook her ass as she forced her mouth farther down the sixteen-inch cock. She needed something more. Just a little extra push. She had offered all her holes, and yet something was still missing. Her eyes wandered as she searched for an answer to the hardest challenge Sabrina had given her yet. Not the typing. Not the signatures—

Then it came to her.

Monica let go of Sabrina’s cock, snatched one of the pens from the table, and swiftly brought it between her thighs.

“Oh?” Sabrina watched with mild curiosity, interested in what her potential secretary had in mind.

Monica lubed up the pen with her own juices. But instead of pushing it into her pussy, she reached farther back—toward the one hole still left untouched.

She looked up at Sabrina again. Working for cum did not mean merely pleasing Sabrina’s cock with her body. It also meant pleasing the futa’s eyes. And with her ass raised high, her backdoor was fully on display when she pressed the lubricated pen inside.

“Hmmf!” Monica let out a muffled moan the moment her asshole felt something hard push inside. In that instant, her body realized it craved a cock in her ass as well. Her throat opened in answer, just as her anal sphincter awakened to the idea of solid objects stretching it wide, and she almost forced Sabrina’s cock down her throat.

Almost.

I’m not done yet!! Monica cried in her mind as she reached for a second pen, then a third, then a fourth. One by one, she slicked them with her own juices and pressed them in to join the first.

Each pen opened her up just a little more at both ends. Her throat and ass felt strangely in sync. And when she finally worked the fourth pussy-juice-lubed pen into her asshole, her sphincter trembled around the stretch—and that tremor was mirrored in her throat as a needy swallow as Monica pushed forward and finally broke through the last of the tightness of her throat, stuffing it with the mighty girth of Sabrina’s cock.

“Ghhhlkhhhh~~~” Tears of joy spilled from Monica’s eyes as she filled her lewdly stretching throat with as much of Sabrina as she could take. No matter how much she managed to swallow, no matter how deep she felt that cock inside her, there still seemed to be an endless length before her eyes.

Sabrina’s cock bulged against the base of Monica’s neck when another convulsion tore through her. Her ass shook in the air, nearly expelling the pens from her delicate sphincter, and she instantly reached back to push them in again, determined to keep the futa entertained while she worked on that cock.

Monica cursed her inferior body for running out of strength before she could force all sixteen inches down her throat. She wondered whether she would feel Sabrina pounding at her stomach the way she had from below. And she wanted to find out. So, with her pen-filled ass still shaking shamelessly for Sabrina, Monica pulled back just far enough not to lose the cock from the tightness of her trembling throat—then pushed forward again, filling herself anew as she began to throatfuck herself in earnest.

Lewd gurgling and gagging filled the office again. With each bob, Monica fought to take just a little more—half an inch, a fraction deeper, any small gain that might help her earn that potent load of cum. She nearly went cross-eyed from switching between looking up at Sabrina the way a needy cock-slut should and staring at the heavy, cum-filled balls that had begun to sway from her desperate rhythm.

With each passing second, Monica’s body trembled harder as she lost all sense of time or reason. She had no idea how long she kept going without so much as a proper breath—she did not even care. The lightheadedness only fed her submissive pleasure, filling her mind with flashes of pulsing cock and rivers of cum spilling through her. But her treacherous body was not content to sustain itself on cock and cum alone.

Just a little longer, Monica thought. If I make her cum... when she fills me with her cum, then I’ll breathe.

Monica meant to pull back for air only after she had fulfilled her goal, only after she had serviced Sabrina Voss the way a top-tier secretary should. But in her fuzzy, pleasure-drunk mind, her needs and her purpose began to blur together until she became convinced that Sabrina’s cum was the very thing her body needed to fill its lungs with in order to live. Sabrina’s cum was love. Sabrina’s cum was life.

Her pen-stuffed ass shook helplessly all on its own, promising to give itself up to Sabrina to be used however she pleased—just please, please, give Monica’s starving soul some cum.

Sabrina looked down at the female creature trembling beneath her in sweat, heat, and need. She looked at those hazed eyes rolling farther and farther back until almost no pupils remained—only the creamy whites in the shades of cum.

“So be it,” Sabrina said at last from above, her voice descending with the weight of a god’s decree. “Your work is acceptable. If nothing else, I approve of your willingness to cast aside both your career and your dignity to work tirelessly for my cum.”

Monica froze.

Her whole body went still despite the oxygen-starved tremors that had been wracking it only moments before. Her eyes rolled back, then dragged themselves up to look at the goddess who had just passed judgment on her.

Could it be—?

It could.

She saw it in Sabrina’s sharp eyes without the futa needing to say another word.

Sabrina seized Monica by the face, pulled back—dragging her cock through Monica’s throat—and then drove forward so hard and deep that her heavy balls slapped against the throat her cock bulged through.

Monica let out unholy sounds as the thrust down her throat filled her with cock so deep that she thought she was being fucked straight through to her ass. All four pens shot out of her asshole as she came with every cell in her body, squirting and spasming all over the length of Sabrina’s cock.

Then Sabrina started thrusting.

The convulsing gurgles and uncontrollable shaking faded from Monica’s mind, replaced instead by a heavenly calm and perfect fulfillment. This was what she lived for. This was what she had begged for. The rhythmic thrusts through the length of her throat eased her soul and molded her body into something meant to please Sabrina’s cock eternally in exchange for cum of the gods.

Monica felt herself floating through the skies of blissful ecstasy. Gone were her worries about finding a job, about finding a partner, about ever again toying with the idea of stealing some rich husband to secure an easy life. None of it mattered now.

She was whole. She was fucked.

And any moment now, she would feel that cock throb and flood her full of cum.

She felt its pulse already. Beating through her. Building. Swelling. Driving toward the arrival of that divine climax. Her mind tingled as sensation returned to her in bright, spasming waves—all the finest sensations of a woman who lived to cum from being cummed into.

Cum! her mind cried out as the hot throbs reverberated through her body, each pulse striking harder than the last.

Cum! Her fingers worked faster—both hands buried between her shaking thighs as her pussy swallowed them greedily, her throat swallowing around the cock, her ass clenching and trying to swallow at nothing—her whole body reduced to a single, desperate hunger, primed to dine on cum.

Cum! The cry tore through her as she felt that hot surge rushing through the thick, pulsing shaft spearing her, and she dropped from those blissful heights just in time to feel the first hot burst erupt straight into her belly.

Oh, my goddess!! Monica gurgled as she looked up at Sabrina, who still held her face in place, fingers digging into her skull and thumbs stretching the corners of her lips.

Monica wanted to be held like that forever in Sabrina’s grasp—choking on cock, her belly flooded with cum, growing lighter and lighter in the head. The burst of energy at the peak of climax had revitalized her, but it was already fading.

But Sabrina would not let her pass out so easily. Not while cum still poured from her cock.

She pulled her hips back and dragged Monica off the thick, pulsing shaft.

“Hooooooooohkl~~!!” Monica gasped for air—and caught another rope of cum along with the oxygen as a bonus, finally fulfilling her dream of breathing cum.

With her body filling now with both oxygen and cum, Monica’s revitalized fingers returned at once to her pussy while Sabrina shot rope after rope of thick, potent cum across her face, splattering her nose, her cheeks, her eyes, her hair, not leaving a single inch of her unmarked before shoving her cock back into Monica’s mouth and bulging out one cheek with the swollen tip, pressing it obscenely against the side as she looked down at her cum-smeared slut.

Any other woman would have collapsed right there and basked in the sticky afterglow. Monica was nowhere near done. Half-blind, with white strands sticking across her lashes, she dragged her weak hands up to scoop the cum from her face. Not because it stung her eyes—the sting of a futa’s cum was a blessing for any woman—but so she could better see Sabrina’s reactions and better serve her. And that thick, slippery cum let her do exactly that.

With her fingers coated thick with the precious mess, she moved them swiftly toward the one hole that had yet to experience Sabrina’s cock. She had no idea when all four pens had escaped her misbehaving ass, but she was fully intent on punishing it in the most wonderful way possible.

One by one, she pushed her slender, cum-slick fingers into her asshole, all while lifting her ass high and watching Sabrina. With cum trickling down her ruined face, Monica gasped and smiled as she warmed up her asshole.

“Please use my body more,” she begged, her words coming out half-slurred through cum and spit. “A woman like you can’t possibly be satisfied after cumming only once into a slut like me.”

Sabrina smirked. “You’re right about that.”

She watched the way Monica stuffed four fingers into her own asshole, then took her cock into her hand and stroked it once.

“Do you swear?” Sabrina asked.

“Yes!!” Monica declared instantly, forcing in a fifth finger to prove it. She did not care what Sabrina wanted her to swear. At that point, she was willing to agree to anything and everything.

Sabrina smiled, clearly pleased by the speed and intensity of Monica’s reply. Then she laid her heavy cock across Monica’s face. It clung to Monica’s ruined face, covering her from chin to brow and smearing into her hair, sticking her more thoroughly in its slickness while Monica breathed deep of the cock that was remolding her.

“What do you swear?” Sabrina asked.

“I swear to your cock,” Monica gasped. She licked the sticky shaft, then kissed it before continuing, “I swear to always serve it, and to always serve you. Be it in the office or in your car, by day or by night, no matter the hour and no matter the difficulty—I will take all of it just for the privilege of being in your presence and fulfilling your every whim and need.”

As she spoke, Monica stretched her asshole open and held it high for Sabrina to inspect it as proof of her sincerity.

Sabrina casually leaned over, glanced once into the peeking darkness puckering for her cock, then straightened again.

“Very well,” she said, and Monica’s breath caught. “You will serve as my secretary. But understand this—tonight is the easiest it will ever be for you.”

“Ohhh,” Monica moaned, spreading her asshole wider and offering herself up for harder work. She instantly returned to her duties on Sabrina’s shaft—licking it, sucking it, stretching her lips around as much of that insurmountable girth as she could while she worshipped it before that girth inevitably rearranged her insides through her ass.

The sheer joy of hearing those words, of being accepted as Sabrina’s secretary, seemed to pour even more strength into her. Her asshole loosened further under the pull of her fingers, as though Sabrina’s approval alone were enough to keep reshaping her body for this futa. If Sabrina had suddenly revealed a second cock to fuck her with, Monica would have taken them both together into her holes without a second thought. Compared to that fantasy, one now seemed laughably manageable, and she shook her ass eagerly for Sabrina to use.

“Not a bad position,” Sabrina said with a devious glint in her eyes. “But not the best one either.”

She seized Monica by the hips and lifted.

“Ooaohn!?” Monica gasped as her ass flew above her head. Her hands slipped from her cum-lubed asshole, and before she knew it, she was balanced awkwardly on the couch on her shoulders and the back of her neck, legs hanging overhead, ass pitched high into the air—straight toward the cock that now cast its shadow over her upturned body.

“H-hnaah,” Monica whimpered as she understood the moment had come. Never in her life had she been placed in such a humiliating position, with her own sweat and juices rolling down from her thighs and pussy to drip across her face while both holes were displayed for use. And the very first thing that came to her mind was to reach back toward her lifted ass and spread that still-unfucked hole wide once more.

“I see I did not make a mistake in hiring you,” Sabrina said, before taking her cock in hand and pressing it against the hole begging to be stuffed.

“Oohhh!!” Monica trembled when the cock that had already pumped her belly full of cum now pressed against the hole she had lubed with that same precious mess. The cum inside her belly thought to roll back through her upturned body, but Monica’s cum-addicted insides clamped shut with the iron will not to let a single drop escape. She licked her lips, clinging to the potent aftertaste even after she had long since lapped up every drop from her face she could reach.

Her fingers trembled at the rim of her sphincter, unable to decide what to do with themselves. She wanted to spread herself further, to throw her backdoor open for Sabrina Voss’s arrival—yet she also feared getting in the way of her boss, feared it might insult the futa to act as though her cock needed help stretching out a tight ass.

What if she wants the experience of stretching me out all to herself? Monica wondered. What if I should have been making myself tighter for her pleasure?

“So, you want to be fucked just like that?” Sabrina asked with a grin as she pressed her tip into Monica’s ass—fingers and all.

“OOHN!!” Monica cried out as Sabrina’s tip stretched her sphincter more than her own fingers ever could. The deeper that broad head pushed in, the more it crushed her fingers into the yielding edges of her hole, filling an already overwhelming stretch with sensations her mind struggled to comprehend.

Suddenly, Monica felt as though her ass was being worked open by one of those absurdly oversized dildos she had only ever seen in the filthiest porn. But she had no doubt that those artificial things still fell short of the hot, beating thing attached to this godly futa.

Monica’s own fingers now acted like beaded enhancements whose extra ridges caught alongside the already thick and uneven weight of that veiny cock as it pried her sphincter apart and drove past its final resistance before her ass was completely claimed. Had Sabrina not already fucked her mind into a pleasure-high stupor where pain blurred into pleasure, Monica might have passed out on the spot.

Instead, she kept moaning and leaking.

The deeper Sabrina pushed her tip into that tight ring, the harder Monica’s sphincter fought the thick swell of her head—but the closer it came to giving way. That final stretch, as the heavy rim of Sabrina’s crown pressed through the last stubborn holdout of her resistance, hit Monica’s brain with something she could no longer describe as either pain or pleasure. For a flashing instant, Monica imagined whether this was what giving birth felt like. If it was, she wondered if she’d be squirting through that just as she did now.

“J-Just a little more,” Monica whimpered, looking up past her own tits, sagging toward her face in this humiliating position, up to the cock poised that was about to spear her while a squirting stream trickled down her body and onto her face. Even looking from this angle, the length that Sabrina possessed was simply absurd. With her lower body pitched so high into the air, Monica could see clearly just how deep Sabrina would go if Monica’s sphincter were to fall.

And Monica prayed for it to fall.

Even with her fingers pinned there by the thickness forcing its way inside, Monica still tried to pull herself wider, desperate to hasten her own undoing and finally experience Sabrina’s full length inside her. Her pussy had already shown its limits. Sabrina had needed to bulge her belly just to fit a little bit more of that cock into it. But her ass had no such limits. Monica would finally be able to take it all. If only her sphincter would fall!

“Make it fall,” she begged.

“Hmm?” Sabrina prompted, demanding she say it properly.

“Make my sphincter fall!” Monica cried louder, praying for her own downfall. “Fuck it open! Fuck my ass open with your giant co—”

Monica did not get to finish. A muted plop—the last of her resistance gave way—and in the same breath, Sabrina drove her shaft through Monica’s fallen sphincter.




Chapter 4

“Ooohhh, it’s iiiiinnn~~!” she moaned as she watched Sabrina’s cock disappear inside her. With her fingers still pinned by that cock, Monica got off on the way the veiny shaft dragged past them as it plunged deeper and deeper, until the futa’s cock slammed against some deep bend inside her.

“OOhn!!?” Monica’s breath got knocked out of her as her pussy gushed from the impact, and the refreshing, cool stream sprayed straight into her open mouth. She lapped up and swallowed her own juices while she reeled from what had just struck so deep inside her, then forced her eyes back into focus to see what had happened.

Half of Sabrina’s cock was inside her, and a prominent bulge pushed against her belly where it had met resistance. Monica moaned needily, desperate to touch that bulge, to stroke it, to kiss it. But with her fingers still delightfully trapped at the outer edges of her stuffed ass, all she could do was reach for it with her tongue.

So she strained her neck and stuck her tongue out toward to do just that—more a gesture than a genuine attempt, since she had no real hope of reaching it, no matter how hard she tried—and ended up only licking at the wet softness of her own breasts while fantasizing about licking something far harder.

“Thrust deeper!” she begged, deliriously hoping that if Sabrina planted her entire length inside her, Monica might just manage to reach that bulge with her tongue.

Sabrina grinned, sank her nails into Monica’s flesh, and obliged to that request. She drew her hips back just enough to lift Monica’s whole body with the cock still lodged inside her—Monica’s ass clinging tightly and refusing to let go—then thrust in again.

“Ghnhohh!” Monica groaned as another breath was driven from her.

Sabrina’s cock barely went any deeper. It struck that same bend again, pushing Monica’s insides inward without yet forcing past it. Sabrina had yet to begin trying.

She looked down at Monica’s pathetic state—upside down, ass in the air, her own squirt wet across her tits and face, mouth open, tongue still reaching desperately toward the bulge in her own belly—and spat directly into Monica’s mouth.

“Ahhn!” Monica moaned as Sabrina’s spit splashed across her tongue. She swallowed it instantly, then said after a loud, hungry gulp, “Thank you!”

In response, Sabrina spat on Monica’s ass, right on the edge where her shaft stretched the sphincter open, then pulled back again while the spit rolled down to the rim. Monica felt that cool wetness spread across her fingers just as Sabrina thrust once more.

“Hoohn!!” Another groan, another deep shove, as Sabrina drove her spit with her cock past Monica’s fingers. And as Monica reeled from the impact, her tongue shot toward the bulge at her belly with renewed need. Her mind had not yet caught up, but her body already knew: Sabrina’s cock had made progress. Monica’s insides could not fully contain the power of that futa cock, and it had begun to slide farther through her ass.

Sabrina pulled back, and this time Monica felt it—the drag through her ass. Sabrina’s spit had mixed with her cum and loosened her further. Monica curled her fingers, digging them into her own sphincter, twitching from the pain and pleasure they stirred there as her breath caught in anticipation of climaxing from her ass alone.

“Please fuck my ass!” she begged again, reaching with her tongue toward the bulge that would soon be just as Sabrina thrust down.

“OOHHN!!” Sabrina’s cock ground through her ass and fucked that inner bend several inches deeper. Monica squirted over herself again, cumming from the sight alone of her own belly bulging harder beneath the force of Sabrina’s thrust. She strained desperately to reach it with her tongue, only for the bulge to vanish again—then get fucked back into her. And again. And again.

“Oh yes!! OOOHHHH! More! Deeper!!” Monica cried and moaned, already addicted to the sight of her belly being bulged farther with every thrust as Sabrina picked up her pace and fucked her ass in earnest. Monica shook and clawed at her own sphincter, cumming and moaning beneath the intensifying assault on her insides.

Sabrina was still using only about half her cock on Monica, yet with each thrust she drove that half a little farther, inch by inch, pushing the bulge toward Monica’s needy tongue. Monica truly believed it was only a matter of time before she would be able to lick Sabrina’s cock through her own body. Her insides simply had to stop fighting the inevitable.

As a secretary, it was Monica’s duty to accommodate her boss’s every whim and need. To bend over backward if necessary. And as a sleeve for Sabrina’s cock, her body had its own duty: to reshape itself until it could accommodate Sabrina’s entire length. Not half. Not two-thirds. Not four-fifths. All of it.

Take it! Monica commanded her own body. She was furious at her insides for feigning resistance this long. Her sphincter had already learned its place. It had yielded to Sabrina’s crown and now basked in the ecstasy of being rammed open. It was time for the rest of her body to follow suit.

Give me my cock!! Monica demanded.

She reached for it with her tongue.

Sabrina pulled back.

And then it happened—a mind-wiping thrust that plopped past something deep inside her with a chillingly perfect little give, and Monica’s eyes widened as she watched the bulge travel through her body, closer and closer to her trembling tongue.

Monica could no longer tell whether she was cumming or not. All that mattered was the filling of her body and the cock pushing its swell up beneath her skin, driving closer and closer as though it too understood her deepest, darkest wish.

“Hhhn~~!” Monica strained even harder, reaching toward the bulge that seemed so close and yet still so far away. She wished she had been born with a longer tongue instead of those big tits of hers. Her fat breasts only got in the way now, and she tugged at her ass while wanting to pull those annoying mounds far away just to get closer to the bulge that had already pushed so far beyond her belly.

But just when she thought her wish might finally be granted despite the shortcomings of her tongue, the progress stopped.

Then the bulge retreated.

“Whyyy~~?” Monica whimpered deliriously, straining farther to no avail. But just as she began to lose all hope of ever giving that bulge even a single lick, Sabrina thrust back in and drove her cock even deeper than before.

Oh, Monica remembered as she convulsed around the rearranging thrust. Of course—a cock has to pull back before it can thrust again. She was almost horrified that she had forgotten something so simple. She could only hope Sabrina had not noticed such a lapse, or else Monica might get fired within the very hour she had been hired.

But as the bulge approached her straining tongue again, even that fear melted from memory. Whether she was a clever slut or a stupid one, what did it matter? All that mattered was that Sabrina’s cock kept filling her more and more, fucking through her ass at full pace now.

Another thrust—and Monica could have sworn Sabrina had driven straight into her stomach, even though all her overpriced education insisted that was anatomically impossible.

Another thrust—and Monica no longer had any doubt that she’d be licking Sabrina’s cock through her own body soon enough.

Another thrust—and Monica did not even notice when she yanked her fingers free from the pin at her sphincter and buried them instead in the soft weight of her tits, hauling them out of the way of her reaching tongue.

“Mhhooore!!” Monica cried as she strained toward the bulge growing and receding inside her, closer and closer to her trembling tongue.

Her tongue was wet. Her face was wet. Squirting juices mixed with tears as she drenched herself beneath the fucking, but all that mattered was that single moment she kept reaching for with all her strength beneath the rain of her own making.

Was it the taste of herself that gave Monica that last scrap of strength? Was it the wet slickness of her own body that let her stretch a little farther? Or was it simply that Sabrina had finally reached so impossibly deep inside her? Monica had become far too stupid with orgasm for such questions to even cross her mind. All that mattered was that, somewhere in her orgasmic delirium, Sabrina’s deepest thrust and Monica’s farthest stretch aligned in one single, fantastical instant of wish-fulfillment as the tip of Monica’s tongue made contact with the bulging skin where Sabrina’s cock had driven to depths beyond mortal comprehension.

“H-hnhoooooooooooo~~!!!” Monica howled as a wave of maddening pleasure instantly washed over her brain from the sight of her own tongue pressing against the bulge of Sabrina’s cock inside her body.

Monica clawed at her own tits in ecstasy while both women held themselves in place, refusing to break that miraculous alignment until Monica’s pleasure-inducing, spasming convulsions rendered her too weak to keep straining.

As her eyes rolled back from the pleasure of the deepest fuck of her life, Monica used the last shreds of the strength Sabrina had granted her to cling on for a few moments longer, fighting to preserve their connection for as long as she possibly could. Even if it was only a few more futile microseconds, they were the most precious microseconds of her life.

She knew she would regret it for the rest of her life if she failed to fight for every last instant of that contact that in turn prolonged an orgasm no other woman on earth had ever known. It was hers alone, a unique orgasm granted to her by a godlike futa for being such a splendid secretary. Even if her brain turned to mush and she forgot her own name, Monica knew she would remember this moment until her dying day and remain forever grateful for it to Sabrina Voss.

“Pthaaa~~” Monica gasped as her tongue slipped from the bulge of her body and she collapsed powerlessly onto the couch. Her fingers fell from her stretched tits and dropped uselessly behind her as she lay there equally defeated and fulfilled, staring inward and reliving that moment of divine ecstasy while she basked in the most exquisite afterglow of her life.

Monica’s world was pleasure-white. And as if she had not already proven she was meant to be Sabrina’s secretary, that white-blazed world reminded her of something very important—something every woman needed to remember after being fucked stupid by a cock she worshipped.

“M-more... cum...” she whispered in a weak, shaking voice, pleading for Sabrina to keep going, to keep using her, to keep pleasuring them both until she came however and wherever she desired. Inside or outside, it did not matter. All Monica cared about was that Sabrina satisfied herself as completely as she had satisfied Monica, and that every drop of cum to follow would be treasured just as dearly. Even sprawled there on the couch beneath her, full of cock and barely able to think, Monica was already licking her lips for more.

Slap.

Instead of cum, Monica got a sharp slap across the face. Her eyes rolled back into place and she blinked in startled shock more from surprise than the sharp sensation. Before she could even begin to wonder what had happened, Sabrina seized her by the hair, hauled her up close, and stared straight into her eyes.

W-What? Monica wondered, not daring to utter a sound as she found herself hauled intimidatingly close, face to face with a woman whose cock was still buried deep inside her body through her ass.

“I’m not interested in copulating with a limp sex doll,” Sabrina said—

and kissed Monica right on the lips.

“Mmffmmm!!” Monica’s eyes rolled again from the sudden, intimate closeness she had never expected to receive.

She had been fully prepared to be Sabrina’s sex doll. A living cock-sleeve. Something to be used however her boss pleased, left full of cum and sticky with sweat and spit, to clean herself up later and out of sight.

But this sudden kiss—this deep, passionate kiss, full of love and tongue that thrust into her mouth where fingers and cock had gone before, filled Monica with all kinds of new tingling feelings. Feelings she had not even known she was worthy of.

A soft purr rose in her throat.

She wrapped her arms around Sabrina’s body, squishing her breasts against Sabrina’s, and returned the passionate kiss with all the rising affection she already felt for Sabrina and for her godlike futa cock.

Then Monica felt Sabrina suddenly pull back. For an awful instant, fear seized her. Had she overstepped? Had Sabrina not wanted that kind of affection from her?

But Monica was mistaken.

Sabrina had merely pulled back far enough to rip her stained blouse and shirt fully open and free her own enormous breasts, letting their breath-stealing weight press directly against Monica’s sizeable chest. Their hard nipples met and dragged against each other as Sabrina seized Monica more firmly and kissed her even harder than before.

“Mhnhaah!” Monica moaned into the kiss as her breasts got dominated by Sabrina’s, and the two women groped and grabbed at each other. Monica barely held herself back from confessing her love right there, terrified that saying too much too soon might drive Sabrina away. After all, when had any boss ever looked for love from a secretary? A secretary who was, at least in the eyes of the employers Monica had known, nothing more than a convenient, tight hole.

But Monica could not help telling herself that this was different. After all, Sabrina had not hesitated to kiss the lips and taste the tongue that had been coated in her potent cum mere minutes before. Monica had never received so much as a kiss on the forehead from the men who had used her mouth. Was it any wonder that she was losing herself completely to this woman who gave her more affection in one night than most men managed in years?

Monica started grinding her hips against Sabrina as they made out. The first movement made her cry out and shudder—she had forgotten just how deep Sabrina’s cock filled her. And that only made her kiss Sabrina deeper and rock her hips even harder, because to forget such a cock inside her meant something wonderful: her body had already accepted Sabrina’s gigantic size. Monica’s body was already remolded for it, already one with it, just as Monica’s soul felt one with Sabrina. And when Sabrina grabbed her big ass with both hands, squeezed it hard, and thrust to meet Monica’s rocking, Monica truly felt as though she had been carried into heaven.

“Ohh, fuck me like that,” Monica moaned between kisses as Sabrina ground her cock through her. The deeper Sabrina went, the wilder Monica became, and the faster Sabrina thrust, until they were both moaning and kissing and grinding wildly in each other’s arms while Sabrina’s cock swelled and pulsed inside Monica.

“Ohhh, like that!!” Monica cried, nearly biting Sabrina’s tongue in her bliss, unable to control herself at the feeling that Sabrina was about to cum from using her body. “Use me more!” she begged as she pressed ever closer, both women clawing at each other. “Use me and cum inside me! Fill me with your cum! Please cum inside me again and again!”

Monica’s womb ached for the cum of the cock throbbing beside it. Only the thinnest inner wall separated her womb from Sabrina’s shaft, pressed so tightly there by that stretching girth that had reshaped her. Monica’s womb wanted the cock grinding past it. It wanted to be entered and flooded with the cum that was already surging through that pulsing length further through her body.

But held tight in Sabrina’s claiming embrace, Monica did not fear that her womb might be left without cum this night. She cherished instead the moment of Sabrina’s second orgasm pouring into yet another of her holes while both women saved the best for last. If her womb already ached this sweetly from the hot pulses of Sabrina’s cock beside it, then Monica could only imagine how it would ache when that cock finally slammed into it directly.

Monica let go of Sabrina’s back, took her face in both hands, and kissed her again, thrusting her tongue into Sabrina’s mouth in a passionate imitation of Sabrina’s impaling thrust just as hot seed erupted somewhere deep inside her and flooded her body.

Whatever little space inside Monica still remained unclaimed by cock was swept through by a rush of cum so strong that she nearly choked on it. She came with that ass-to-throat cum-choked fantasy while locked in her deep kiss with Sabrina.

In Monica’s mind, there was no doubt that it was only a matter of time until Sabrina remolded her so completely into a proper sleeve for that cock—until each time Sabrina drove into her ass and fucked through her body that those hot climaxes would blast cum straight up through Monica and into her throat. Then they could share Sabrina’s cum directly, passing it back and forth between their mouths while Sabrina was still mid-climax inside her.

But until that day, Monica was content to be pulled off Sabrina’s cock and let that flood of cum spill freely from her gaped ass across Sabrina’s couch. She made sure to lie in that sticky heat, rolling herself in the wonderful pool of musky seed while she licked clean the cock that had just left her ass before lowering her mouth to lap up the cum she lay in.

Monica shook her gaped ass as she lapped at the cum beneath her, until Sabrina pulled her up from her pool of seed and kissed her again, both women swapping fresh cum, their tongues fighting over the salty taste while Monica was already stroking the futa’s cock that remained as hard as ever, ready at last to fulfill the ultimate promise.

Sabrina turned Monica around and drove her face-first back into the cum-soaked couch. With her mouth sunk into the thick layer of sticky mess, Monica had only to part her lips to taste more of Sabrina’s seed while Sabrina seized her by the hips and thrust into the one hole that had yet to be flooded with cum.

“O-OHN!” Monica’s cry was fucked short. Sabrina’s first thrust slammed straight against her womb. Her pussy had been waiting for it and offered no resistance at all to fucking her womb directly.

After getting her body reshaped twice over by thorough fucking, after being put back into a proper breeding position, with every thrust driving her face deeper into the cum that had poured from her ass, Monica no longer had the strength to even moan properly. She knew her womb would be flooded soon, and she hoarded the last shreds of her strength just to stay conscious for the most important moment of receiving it.

“Pwhaaaa~~” Monica breathed sloppily through her open mouth while the thrusts shook her. Cum and drool bubbled at her lips as every inhale filled her with the smell and taste of seed, and every exhale only churned that mess further, thickening the air she breathed with cum.

With nothing but cum before her eyes, face-down and limp against a cum-colored couch, Monica’s awareness turned inward—toward the womb already priming itself for Sabrina’s seed, toward the eggs that were already waiting to be fertilized, basking stupidly in the joy of approaching impregnation.

But Sabrina did not allow Monica to remain limp through her impregnation. She flipped Monica over and slapped her across the face—one cheek, then the other—stirring her and dragging her drifting mind back to the present.

“Ahh!” Monica snapped back into focus. She dragged cum-sticky hair from her face and looked up to find Sabrina over her—the full, voluptuous female form of the ultimate woman, heavy breasts lowered until their nipples met and kissed once more.

Monica realized Sabrina’s chest was not swaying. She was not thrusting. She was holding there, looking into the eyes of the woman desperate for her impregnation, letting their nipples kiss just as the tip of her cock kissed Monica’s womb. Monica reached up at once, pulled Sabrina down, and the two of them tangled in a kiss just as Sabrina thrust into her again.

“OGHN!” Monica moaned into Sabrina’s mouth, bubbling cum between them, sharing Sabrina’s potent taste while she ground her hips up toward the next thrust. “Use my pussy. Use my womb,” she offered between kisses. “Please use all of me!”

She wanted to ask to be impregnated. Her aching womb cried out for Sabrina’s swelling cock to flood it. But Monica still was not sure she had the right to beg for such an honor. But when Sabrina’s next thrust broke through and slammed inside her womb directly, that last inhibition was fucked clean out of her.

“YESSS! There! Cum inside me! Impregnate me!” she cried as she rocked her hips toward the thrusts already bulging her out beyond reason. She could not take all of Sabrina’s cock into her pussy, and that only made those deep, bulging smashes hit that much harder. Each one felt as though it fucked her brain as much as it fucked her womb, and Monica could only keep begging for one thing.

“Flood my womb! Get me pregnant! Keep fucking me until I get pregnant!”

As Monica offered up the greatest thing a woman could offer, Sabrina’s cock answered by swelling inside her, pulsing hot with the promise of delivering a woman her ultimate joy.

“Oh yes! Cum! Cum! Cum inside me! I beg you, cum inside! Don’t pull out!”

Monica locked her legs behind Sabrina as if she had the strength to hold her there. Her desperate pulls could not have altered Sabrina’s thrusts in the slightest, let alone stopped her from withdrawing from the womb of an unworthy secretary.

But the force behind the gesture was never the point.

It was not enough to simply be taken. Any witless brute could manage that. This was about giving herself fully—opening not just her body, but her womb and her soul. The only proper way to be impregnated was to wish it, to beg for it with voice, mind, body, and soul. Anything less was unacceptable. Anything less was how lesser people procreated.

And as Monica offered herself entire, Sabrina’s cock answered her with the throbbing pulses that sent a rush of cum surging into her waiting womb. Still kissing, Monica’s eyes snapped wide, and she looked straight into Sabrina’s violet gaze as her orgasm overtook her—the greatest orgasm of her life, born from the overwhelming certainty of impregnation as Sabrina’s cock erupted and flooded her womb, drowning her eggs in hot seed and fertilizing them in an instant.

Monica could only tremble beneath Sabrina.

Held fast in the futa’s embrace, her own sizeable breasts crushed beneath Sabrina’s mighty chest, their lips still locked while fevered breaths spilled between them as both women climaxed, Monica felt exquisitely small beneath the woman above her as her entire body convulsed around Sabrina’s pulsing cock.

She couldn’t tell how long they remained wrapped around each other like that. Monica felt as though she could have stayed there forever. The heat of Sabrina’s cock and the fullness of her cum lent her strength; the hardness still held inside her steadied her; and the life in that potent seed filled Monica with blissful vitality as it kindled the first spark of new life within her.

When Sabrina finally drew back and rose, Monica had already forgotten she had once pretended she could keep her there with her interlocked legs. The moment Sabrina’s weight left her, those legs gave way at once, and Monica remained limp and spent on a couch that no longer had a single untouched inch free of cum.

More poured from her pussy the instant Sabrina pulled out, but by then, that no longer mattered. Monica had already received the most important part of what cum was meant to do. Now that she had been impregnated, she took even greater pleasure in lying in Sabrina’s spilled seed.

She liked imagining how many women Sabrina could have impregnated with the sea of cum left behind. A thousand? A million? And yet out of all those possible women, Monica was the one now carrying life in her belly. Her alone. And all that cum was hers to smell and touch and drink. She turned her head across the slick surface just enough to sink her cheek back into it and lap up another taste.

As she swallowed, Sabrina’s cum truly did revitalize her, and Monica began licking up more of it. Slowly but surely, her brain regained its function. She was grateful that Sabrina let her remain sprawled like that on the couch in her office—naked, thoroughly fucked, and drinking cum.

She paid no attention to how Sabrina got dressed, nor to the way she watched her lap up every drop, nor to whatever thoughts might have been passing behind those sharp violet eyes.

And as Monica’s mind finally began to clear, she realized something vital:

She had not worked even a single day in her new position, and already she needed to start planning for the inevitable maternity leave.

***

Afterword

Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story.

Join my Discord community to chat!

https://discord.gg/SbZe2qv
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