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A hot preview…

"Take it, sweetheart," he grunted, his balls slapping against my chin. "Take every inch of my cock."

I moaned, unable to form any coherent words, as his shaft pounded in and out of me. It was too much for me to handle, and I soon felt myself reaching the edge. My eyes rolled back in my head as my body shook with the force of an orgasm like none I'd ever experienced.

As I rode the waves of ecstasy, Mr. Johnson held me in place, his cock buried deep in my throat. "You're mine now, sweetheart," he whispered. "Mine to use, mine to control, mine to dominate. Do you understand?"

I nodded weakly, my eyes glazed over with lust. In that moment, I was his, body and soul.

And he knew it.

He pulled out of me with a groan, his cock slick with my saliva. "On the desk," he commanded. "Ass up."

I obeyed without question, my body still trembling from the intense orgasm. As I positioned myself on his desk, he grabbed my hair and forced my face down, my ass sticking up in the air.

"You're a good girl, aren't you?" he asked, his voice dripping with lust.

"Y-Yes, Sir," I stammered.

"And good girls deserve rewards," he continued, his hand squeezing my ass. "Tell me, sweetheart, do you want a reward?"

"Yes, Sir," I whimpered. "Please."

"Then beg for it," he growled.

"P-Please, Sir," I pleaded, my voice shaky. "Please fuck me. Please fuck my pussy."

With a grunt, Mr. Johnson plunged his cock deep inside me, his member stretching me to the limit. I cried out, a mixture of pain and pleasure, as he relentlessly pounded into me, his balls slapping against my clit.

"Oh god, oh god," I moaned, my nails digging into the wood of the desk.

"You like that, don't you, sweetheart?" he grunted, his cock sliding in and out of me with ease.

"Yes, Sir," I gasped, my body rocking with the force of his thrusts. "I love it."

"You're mine now," he growled, his fingers gripping my hips tightly. "Mine to use, mine to fuck, mine to breed."

"Yes, Sir," I replied, his words sending shivers down my spine. "I'm yours."

And with that, he came hard, his cock erupting deep inside me. His hot, sticky cum filled me up, flooding my womb with his seed. I cried out, another orgasm ripping through my body, as I felt him fill me to the brim.

The Haunted Office 1

I was beginning my new job at a local company, which advertised itself as a progressive and forward-thinking organization. Little did I know that my life was about to change in ways I never could have imagined. The moment I stepped through the sleek glass doors, I felt a tingle down my spine, as if the building itself had an energy all its own.

The friendly HR rep, Amber, greeted me with a warm smile and...

... a tight pink dress that accentuated her every curve. She walked me through the bustling open-plan office, where I noticed the majority of the female employees sported similar attire, their outfits hugging their voluptuous figures like second skins. Amber handed me my orientation package, which included a welcome letter, employee handbook, and a rather revealing uniform with a heart-shaped name tag.

"You've been assigned to work under Mr. Johnson in Marketing," Amber purred, her eyes glinting mischievously. "He'll be your mentor and guide you through your training."

Training? My stomach lurched, but before I could protest, Amber added, "Don't worry, honey. You'll love it here. Trust me." Her words sent a shiver down my spine that pooled between my thighs.

"What exactly does the training entail?" I asked, trying to mask my growing anxiety.

"It's just a series of tests and exercises to help you identify your strengths and weaknesses," Amber said. "Everyone goes through it. Don't worry, it's a fun process."

"But why the skimpy uniforms?" I asked, trying to reconcile the image of a professional workplace with the sexy outfits.

Amber gave me a knowing smile. "Well, the company believes in the power of visualization. And we've found that having employees wear these uniforms helps them tap into their feminine power and boosts their confidence. It's all part of the process."

I could feel my resolve crumbling under Amber's sultry gaze. "Okay," I finally said, taking the outfit. "I'll try it out."

"Excellent," Amber beamed. "Mr. Johnson is waiting for you in his office."

With that, she turned on her stiletto heels and sauntered off, her hips swaying hypnotically. I couldn't help but stare at her round ass, barely contained by her skin-tight dress. I felt a strange heat building inside me, and I had to shake my head to clear my thoughts.

"This is going to be an interesting experience," I murmured to myself as I made my way to Mr. Johnson's office.

When I arrived, the door was slightly ajar, and I could hear muffled voices from within. I knocked timidly, and a deep, male voice replied, "Come in."

I pushed the door open to find Mr. Johnson sitting at his desk, his dark eyes appraising me with obvious interest. His gaze lingered on my breasts, which were on full display thanks to my new outfit.

"Hello," I said nervously, fidgeting with the hem of my skirt. "I'm, uh, the new intern."

"Ah, yes," Mr. Johnson replied, his lips curling into a smirk. "Welcome to the team, sweetheart. Come on in and have a seat."

As I approached his desk, I couldn't help but notice the large bulge straining against the front of his trousers. My face flushed hot, and I quickly averted my eyes.

"So, Amber told me you'd be mentoring me," I said, hoping to steer the conversation away from my skimpy outfit.

"That's right," Mr. Johnson replied, leaning back in his chair. "We have a lot of work to do, but I think you'll find the process very rewarding."

"What, uh, kind of work?" I asked, feeling a strange fluttering in my belly.

"Well, we need to assess your current level of femininity," Mr. Johnson said matter-of-factly. "Based on that, we can tailor your training program to maximize your potential."

I stared at him, my jaw hanging open. I had no idea what he was talking about, but his commanding presence left me unable to formulate a response.

"Don't worry, sweetheart," he said, giving me a reassuring smile. "This is a safe space. There's nothing to be afraid of."

Despite his reassurances, I couldn't shake the feeling that something wasn't right. But before I could protest, he pressed a button on his desk, and a large screen descended from the ceiling.

"Let's begin," he said, his eyes fixed on the monitor.

To my shock and horror, the screen was filled with images of scantily clad women, their bodies contorted into lewd positions. Some were performing sex acts on men, while others were engaged in various forms of submission. I felt my heart hammering in my chest as the images flashed before my eyes, each one more obscene than the last.

"What the hell is this?" I demanded, my voice shaking.

"This is just a preview of what you can expect during your training," Mr. Johnson said casually.

I couldn't believe my ears. This was some sort of perverted sex dungeon, not a workplace. But before I could react, the images on the screen began to change. This time, they showed women undergoing a series of beauty treatments and procedures, from lip injections and breast implants to laser hair removal and Botox.

"Why are you showing me this?" I asked, my throat dry.

"Because these are the steps you'll be taking to achieve maximum femininity," Mr. Johnson explained, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.

"I don't understand," I said, feeling like my whole world was spinning out of control. "What do you mean by 'femininity?'"

"It's simple, sweetheart," he said, his dark eyes glittering. "Femininity is the key to unlocking your full potential. And we're going to help you reach that potential."

I was speechless. How could this be happening? This wasn't the job I had applied for. This was some sort of nightmare.

"But I'm not interested in this kind of stuff," I said, desperate to get away from this man.

"You might not be interested, but you will be," Mr. Johnson replied confidently.

"And what makes you so sure?" I challenged, my voice rising.

He gave me a sly grin, his eyes flashing with a dark, dangerous hunger. "Because this is a test, and you've already failed."

I blinked, unsure of what he was saying. "A test? What do you mean?"

"I mean, you've already fallen prey to your instincts. Your first instinct was to resist. But that's not what's going to help you succeed."

"What are you talking about?" I demanded, my heart pounding.

"It's simple. If you want to survive and thrive in this world, you have to give in. You have to surrender."

"Surrender?" I echoed, my mind racing.

"That's right, sweetheart. Surrender to your femininity."

His words sent a jolt of electricity through my body, and I suddenly understood what he meant. My feminine instincts were screaming at me, telling me to submit, to give in, to obey.

But how could I do that? It went against everything I believed in. I was a strong, independent woman. I didn't need to rely on anyone else to survive.

"You don't have to be afraid," Mr. Johnson said softly, sensing my inner turmoil. "The choice is yours. But I can promise you this: if you choose to give in, you'll never look back."

My body trembled as the choice hung in the air. I had never felt so conflicted, so torn. On the one hand, my rational mind was telling me to run, to escape from this place. But on the other hand, my primal instincts were begging me to surrender, to submit, to give in to my deepest, darkest desires.

As I stood there, paralyzed with indecision, Mr. Johnson made the choice for me. He leaned forward, his eyes locked on mine, and said, "You can start by getting on your knees."

"Knees?" I squeaked, my voice barely a whisper.

"Yes, sweetheart," he said, a commanding edge to his voice. "Get on your knees."

Somehow, despite my better judgment, I found myself sinking to the floor, my legs folding beneath me. My body trembled, my skin tingling with anticipation.

"Now," Mr. Johnson said, his voice low and seductive, "repeat after me: 'I surrender.'"

"I-I surrender," I said, my voice shaky.

"Again," he demanded.

"I surrender," I repeated, my voice growing stronger.

"Good girl," he murmured, his eyes glinting. "Now, repeat after me: 'I am a good girl.'"

"I-I'm a good girl," I said, my heart fluttering.

"Again," he commanded.

"I'm a good girl," I said, my resolve wavering.

"Again," he repeated.

"I'm a good girl!" I shouted, the words echoing in the room.

"Again," he growled.

"I'm a good girl! I'm a good girl! I'm a good girl!" I cried out, the words spilling from my lips like a mantra.

I didn't know why I was saying them, but somehow, the words brought me a strange sense of relief. I could feel my inhibitions falling away, my mind becoming clear and focused.

"That's it, sweetheart," Mr. Johnson murmured, his gaze burning into me. "Now, repeat after me: 'I submit.'"

"I submit," I breathed, the words sending a shiver of pleasure through my body.

He smiled.  Then, his fingers went to his zipper, and he slowly unzipped his trousers. My eyes widened as he pulled out his hard, throbbing cock, his engorged member glistening with precum.

"Open your mouth, sweetheart," he ordered.

I did as I was told, my body trembling with a mixture of fear and excitement.

"Now, say, 'Please fuck my face, Sir,'" he instructed.

"P-Please fuck my face, Sir," I whispered, my cheeks flushed with shame and arousal.

"Louder," he demanded.

"Please fuck my face, Sir!" I cried out, the words ringing in the air.

And with that, Mr. Johnson grabbed the back of my head and thrust his cock deep into my throat, his member pulsing with desire. I gagged and choked, tears streaming down my face, as he mercilessly violated my mouth, his cock hitting the back of my throat again and again.

"Take it, sweetheart," he grunted, his balls slapping against my chin. "Take every inch of my cock."

I moaned, unable to form any coherent words, as his shaft pounded in and out of me. It was too much for me to handle, and I soon felt myself reaching the edge. My eyes rolled back in my head as my body shook with the force of an orgasm like none I'd ever experienced.

As I rode the waves of ecstasy, Mr. Johnson held me in place, his cock buried deep in my throat. "You're mine now, sweetheart," he whispered. "Mine to use, mine to control, mine to dominate. Do you understand?"

I nodded weakly, my eyes glazed over with lust. In that moment, I was his, body and soul.

And he knew it.

He pulled out of me with a groan, his cock slick with my saliva. "On the desk," he commanded. "Ass up."

I obeyed without question, my body still trembling from the intense orgasm. As I positioned myself on his desk, he grabbed my hair and forced my face down, my ass sticking up in the air.

"You're a good girl, aren't you?" he asked, his voice dripping with lust.

"Y-Yes, Sir," I stammered.

"And good girls deserve rewards," he continued, his hand squeezing my ass. "Tell me, sweetheart, do you want a reward?"

"Yes, Sir," I whimpered. "Please."

"Then beg for it," he growled.

"P-Please, Sir," I pleaded, my voice shaky. "Please fuck me. Please fuck my pussy."

With a grunt, Mr. Johnson plunged his cock deep inside me, his member stretching me to the limit. I cried out, a mixture of pain and pleasure, as he relentlessly pounded into me, his balls slapping against my clit.

"Oh god, oh god," I moaned, my nails digging into the wood of the desk.

"You like that, don't you, sweetheart?" he grunted, his cock sliding in and out of me with ease.

"Yes, Sir," I gasped, my body rocking with the force of his thrusts. "I love it."

"You're mine now," he growled, his fingers gripping my hips tightly. "Mine to use, mine to fuck, mine to breed."

"Yes, Sir," I replied, his words sending shivers down my spine. "I'm yours."

And with that, he came hard, his cock erupting deep inside me. His hot, sticky cum filled me up, flooding my womb with his seed. I cried out, another orgasm ripping through my body, as I felt him fill me to the brim.

He pulled out of me and slapped my ass, his cock still pulsing with desire.

"That's a good girl," he murmured, his dark eyes appraising me with approval. "Now, tell me, what are you?"

"I'm a good girl," I breathed, my body aching with pleasure.

"And who do you belong to?"

"I-I belong to you, Sir," I replied, the words slipping from my lips easily.

I was so desperate for his cock, I couldn't believe it.  I'd never felt this horny in my life.  What had happened to me?

"That's right, sweetheart," he said, his fingers stroking my hair. "You belong to me. And I'm going to make sure you never forget it."

I gazed up at him with a mixture of fear and desire, my heart hammering in my chest.

I wasn't sure what he had in store for me, but I knew one thing: I was his now, body and soul.

And he was going to make sure I never forgot it.

***

The next morning, I woke up feeling refreshed and energized. The sun was streaming through the windows, and I could hear the birds chirping outside. I stretched my arms above my head and smiled, feeling a strange sense of calmness.

I couldn't believe how lucky I was to have found this job.

After taking a shower and getting dressed in my new uniform, I headed down to the kitchen to make some breakfast. As I was pouring myself a cup of coffee, Amber came in and gave me a smile.

"Good morning, sweetie," she said, her voice dripping with honey. "Did you sleep well?"

"I did, thanks," I replied, feeling a flutter in my belly.

Amber's sultry presence always made me feel a little flustered, but today, it was even more intense.

"I'm glad to hear it," she said, leaning against the counter. "How do you like your new uniform?"

I glanced down at my outfit, admiring the way it hugged my curves. "It's perfect," I said, my cheeks flushing hot.

Amber smirked. "You look amazing, sweetie. But let's make sure you're wearing it properly."

Before I could react, she grabbed my hair and forced my face down, my ass sticking up in the air. My cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but I didn't resist, knowing it was pointless.

"Good girl," she murmured, her fingers tracing along my spine. "Now, repeat after me: 'I'm a good girl.'"

"I'm a good girl," I whispered, my voice shaky.

"Again," she commanded.

"I'm a good girl," I repeated, my heart pounding in my chest.

"Again," she demanded.

"I'm a good girl!" I cried out, the words echoing in the air.

"That's it, sweetie," Amber purred, her hands exploring my body. "You're learning so quickly."

I moaned as she slid her hands under my skirt and grabbed my ass, squeezing it roughly. "Oh god," I gasped, my body trembling with desire.

"Now head up to the main level.  There should be a male employee waiting for you, and he'll help you with the next part of your training."

I stood up slowly, my cheeks flushed with arousal. "Yes, ma'am," I said, my voice barely a whisper.

As I made my way up to the main level, I couldn't help but wonder what awaited me. But as soon as I saw the handsome man standing before me, I knew it was going to be a challenge.

He was tall and muscular, with dark hair and piercing blue eyes. His jaw was strong, and he had an air of authority about him that made my knees weak. Not to mention, he had a giant bulge in his pants, which was clearly visible through his tight-fitting trousers.

"Are you the new girl?" he asked, his voice deep and commanding.

"Y-Yes, Sir," I stammered, my body tingling with anticipation.

"I'm Mr. Smith, and I'll be your trainer today," he said, his gaze roaming over my body. "Do you know what your first lesson is?"

I shook my head, unable to speak.

"Good," he said, a smirk spreading across his face. "The first lesson is called 'Breast Training.' And you're going to learn how to use your breasts to make men feel good."

My eyes widened in shock. I couldn't believe this was happening. It was like some sort of perverted dream.

"Strip down, sweetheart," Mr. Smith ordered. "I want to see those tits of yours."

I did as I was told, slowly removing my clothes until I was naked before him. He drank in the sight of my body, his eyes darkening with lust. "Wow, you have really big tits.  These are amazing."

Mr. Smith got down on his knees and leaned in, sucking and playing with my big breasts. I moaned, my body shuddering with pleasure. "Oh god," I gasped, my nipples hardening under his touch.

"That's right, sweetheart," he murmured, his tongue flicking against my sensitive flesh. "Let me hear those moans."

I couldn't help myself. I cried out, my body shaking with ecstasy. It felt so good, I never wanted it to stop.

Mr. Smith pulled away from my breasts and looked up at me, his eyes glinting. "Have you ever been titty-fucked before? It's when a man fucks your tits by sliding his cock between them."

I shook my head, unable to speak.

"Well, we're going to change that today," he said, a smirk tugging at his lips. He unzipped his pants, and I gasped as his thick, hard cock sprang free.

"Take it in your hands, sweetheart," he ordered. "Get it nice and wet."

I did as I was told, stroking his cock with my hands, my mouth watering at the sight of his throbbing member. He groaned in pleasure, his cock twitching in my grasp. "That's it," he grunted. "Just like that."

After a few moments, he grabbed my hands and pushed them away, taking control. "Now, it's time for the real thing," he said, his voice low and husky.

He grabbed my breasts, squeezing them together and sandwiching his cock between them. I gasped as he started thrusting back and forth, his cock sliding between my tits, my nipples grazing against the sensitive head.

"Fuck," he moaned, his eyes locked on mine. "Your tits feel so fucking good."

I whimpered as he fucked my tits, his cock pulsing with desire. It was so hot, I couldn't believe it. I'd never experienced anything like this before.

"Do you like this, sweetheart?" he asked, his voice strained. "Do you like being titty-fucked?"

"Y-Yes," I gasped, my body trembling with need.

"Good girl," he murmured. "Now, tell me: 'Please cum on my face.'"

"P-Please cum on my face," I pleaded, my voice barely a whisper.

Mr. Smith groaned, his cock throbbing between my tits. "You're such a good girl," he grunted, his fingers digging into my flesh. "I'm going to give you a big, sticky load all over your pretty face."

And with that, he came hard, his cock erupting all over my face, my neck, and my breasts. I cried out in pleasure as his hot, sticky cum coated my skin, his cock pulsing with each spurt.

"That's a good girl," he murmured, his body shuddering with ecstasy. "Take every drop."

As his orgasm subsided, I looked up at him, my eyes wide with need. "Please, Sir," I gasped, my voice shaking. "I need more."

Mr. Smith smirked, his cock still hard and throbbing. "Unfortunately we have to take things slow here, and do them in stages.  But I'll give you another breast fucking later.  For now, go clean up and head to the next lesson."

My body was aching with need, but I obeyed, knowing it would be pointless to try and change his mind. As I headed to the bathroom to clean myself up, I couldn't help but wonder what else this strange office had in store for me.
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