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The Magic Card: Part III 

William POV 

My name is William Barks, and I’m a rich gentleman who lives in the countryside with his wife and two daughters. They’re rude to me, constantly ignoring my requests and breaking my curfew every night. They don’t listen to a goddamn thing I say. 

My wife is also frigid, refusing to have sex with me for years now. 

So, I heard from a friend of mine about a special product that would change women, making them eager slutty sex slaves ready to their master’s every bidding. It sounded like a great idea, and I was all for it – especially when my friend (Brad, the CEO of a special company called BD Enterprises) told me he’d send a girl along for my pleasure as well. 

That thought got my cock harder than anything else. I knew Brad specialized in sex products, particularly those that overrode the prefrontal cortex and turned people into horny sex-starved animal versions of themselves. I wanted to BE that… but also to have a woman who acted that way with me. 

She showed up later that night at my doorstep. I had all kinds of crazy fantasies… that I would see a gorgeous 21 year old coed with a tight, full body, big tits and a pussy made for breeding. That by the end of the night she’d be pumped full of my seed, her womb overflowing with thick sperm – undoubtedly pregnant with my child. A single mother barely out of college… of course I’d keep her financially in good shape, sending support checks every month… 

Yeah, that’d be hot, wouldn’t it? My little bastard in another girl’s womb… And just think how many women I could knock up? The idea was starting to make me throb with excitement, especially when I opened the door and saw my fantasy right before my eyes. 

****

Clarissa’s POV 

Maybe for some women, sucking dick was a humiliating or unpleasant experience. For me? It was pure bliss. That’s why I worked at BD Enterprises. 

A company where you get to fuck and suck your way to the top. 

I’ve been working there a long time now… more years than I can count. I’ve given more blowjobs than I can remember. I’m a bit of an expert. 

Truth be told, when I’m between a man’s legs, my hands on his thighs, smelling the musk of his crotch and the male aroma of his balls… that’s when I’m in paradise. 

Oh sure, most people consider me a complete slut. That’s what I am and I’m happy about it. But where I feel totally perfect is sucking dick, hearing a man’s gasps and breathing as I lick his veined shaft, my tongue swirling the top. 

And thankfully, the man in front of me at the door did not disappoint. He was a handsome older guy, and the big bulge in his crotch told me he was definitely well hung. 

“Hi,” I said in my light, giggling dumb bimbo voice. A breathy, sexy voice that instantly got men hard. “I’m Clarissa, here to serve you.” 

“I’m William. Come on in.” 

The handsome guy escorted me inside, his hand on my back. He was quite a gentleman, and he had a really nice place. But I just wanted him in my mouth and pussy. Not the whole tour of his house. 

I smiled at him and set my purse down, then, biting my lip, began to undress. I took my top off, then lowered the straps of my bra. “Would you like some eye candy before I suck you, sir?” 

“Yeah, I would.” He looked over my body appreciatively as he took a seat in the big leather-backed chair in his living room, spreading his legs. 

I let my bra fall and revealed my heavy tits. My nipples were hard, eager to be sucked. I knelt between his thighs, unzipping his pants slowly, my gaze never leaving his. 

There was something so thrilling and exciting about knowing I was going to suck cock. Having a big dick between my lips made all the thoughts go out of my mind, and I could only think of how much I wanted to please him. 

“Good girl,” he said, his voice a low grunt. “Now suck my dick, slut.” 

Shivers went up my spine when he called me slut; my submissive side was ready to come out in full. I removed the thick, hard cock from his pants and began to lick along his shaft, my eyes holding contact with his. His gaze was penetrating and intense, and I felt ripples of pleasure in my belly and pussy. This was a dominant man, an alpha, he was going to make me cum hard. 

“Anything you want, sir,” I said, kissing his cock worshipfully, paying homage to the strong man in front of me. Thanks to BD Enterprises, I knew my true place in life: to serve men. To worship men. To give my body to men, let them use me and fuck me, to be their sex toy. Having a career, being smart, stuff like that? Pointless. A woman’s duty was to make men feel good, to have cum in her belly and mouth and ass, to be of service. I didn’t care how degrading it was, I was ready to do anything for men. 

I sucked his tip, then took him deep into my throat, the big shaft penetrating my mouth like a helpless hole. He grunted and took my hair in a fist, guiding me along his meaty length. My eyes rolled back in my head. I loved it when guys took control. I felt so slutty and helpless. Like a good girl. A good fucktoy. 

He gripped my hair and fucked my mouth, the big dick sliding in and out, his male musk filling my nostrils and making my pussy clench. No thoughts. Just sucking. Be a good whore and let him use your mouth until he cums.

“Good girl,” he said again, taking his cock out and slapping me lightly across my face. I loved that, and gasped, thumbing my nipples and squeezing my thighs together. It was all I could do to keep from cumming on the spot. 

He shoved his big dick back in my mouth, thrusting into my lips with that humongous, masterful cock. If this is how he fucks my face, imagine how he’ll feel inside my pussy!

I moved my face along his dick faster, whimpering in pleasure, eager to feel his hot sperm in my lips. It was something I longed for my whole life, being like this, and now I finally could. 

He gripped my hair in his hands and grunted, shooting thick ropes of seed into my throat. I swallowed eagerly, gazing up submissively into his eyes. When I had totally drained his balls, I licked my lips and smiled gratefully up at him. “Thank you, master. What a wonderful delicious gift….” 

He pet my hair and smiled approvingly. “Good girl… Now I want to feel myself bottoming out in your tight wet pussy…” 

It was all I could do not to strip and spread my legs for him right then and there! But I forced myself to wait, because he seemed to have plans for me… 


[image: ]


A hot preview 

I was learning to worship him just as I needed to. Being a bimbo slut isn’t the easiest job on the planet. But it was my job, now and I fulfilled it gladly. 

It was late one night, and we were together, alone in his car backseat. He leaned in to kiss me and it felt like my first kiss ever. It was so powerful. I leaned closer moving my hand to caress his strong stubbled jaw. Our tongues began to explore, and I moaned into his mouth, my pussy becoming very wet. He reached into my blouse to grope my tits, squeezing them roughly together. 

I reached down to touch his cock; the sheer size never ceased to impress me. 

He pulled away and gazed into my eyes. “You’re going to take my massive cock down your throat. As deep as you can take it. Even if you’re choking, you’re not going to stop.” 

I gazed at him submissively, happily, a dumb smile on my face. “Yes, master, I’m going to stuff that massive cock deeeeeeep in my throat, my dumb slutty throat, as deep as you can force it…” 

He slapped my tits suddenly, making me squeal in surprise. 

“Get down on your knees and suck it.” 

I was practically ready to cum right there, but I did what he said and got down on my knees, my eyes falling to his throbbing dick. He unzipped and let his thick, huge manhood beat against my lip, chuckling as the humiliating sight was shown before him. He obviously liked knowing he had power over me. 

I took as much of his big dick in my throat as I could… but still, it was toooooo big for me. I gagged around his cock, making sounds like 

GLURG GLURG GLURG GLUG GLUG GLUG 

While he face fucked me. Before long I was covered in tears and spit, and I choked in pleasure as he pulled his dick out of my lips. 

I was sooooo hot and horny from being face fucked like a slut. 

I was ready to cum right there, all he’d have to do was touch my clit once and I would orgasm… 

But he did one better, he spread my legs, pulled my panties to the side and stuffed me full of thick male cock. I groaned as he filled up my tight wet pussy, it was so slick and ready for him that he easily entered me in one strong thrust. 

“Oh god you’re in me, your big cock is inside my unprotected pussy!” 

The Magic Card: Part IV 

Clarissa’s POV 

I spread my legs eagerly for my new master, whose name was William, he informed me. Over the days, I was used by him and his thick, powerful cock. He stuffed me full in all my holes, pounding me again and again, making me have one orgasm after another. Time began to fade, becoming just a series of powerful climaxes under the dick of the strongest and most dominant man I had ever experienced. 

My pussy was always wet around him. All I had to do was be in his presence and I was ready to feel him deep in me. That, in truth, was a big part of the thrill. His penis was so massive, so thick, so filling… It was as though all the emptiness I’d felt my entire life could only be taken away with William, or rather Master’s, dick was inside of me. 

“Your thick cock,” I whimpered one night as he slowly moved his penis in and out of my wet pussy, as if just trying to mold me to his shape, “It’s so deep in me. I’m so feminine and … helpless…” 

“Yes, you are,” he said, enjoying his dominance over me. I felt his balls brush my leg, and knew they were heavy and full with cum. Cum that would soon be coating my body, all over my breasts and face, and deep inside my womb, finding my eggs to fertilize them. So I would bear his children, become swollen and pregnant with his babies. 

I’m a breeding whore, a cumslut for my master.

I didn’t have to think anymore. Didn’t have to work. Didn’t have to worry about money. All I had to do was serve him and his powerful, thick, masterful cock. I could think only about being perfect for him: keeping my body in shape the way he desired, getting breast augmentations, making sure my butt was nice and bouncy and toned, and that my waist was slim. He also enjoyed the sensual feeling of long hair brushing his chest and balls when I sucked his cock, as well as seeing my eyes when I had his massive penis between my lips. 

I was learning to worship him just as I needed to. Being a bimbo slut isn’t the easiest job on the planet. But it was my job, now and I fulfilled it gladly. 

It was late one night, and we were together, alone in his car backseat. He leaned in to kiss me and it felt like my first kiss ever. It was so powerful. I leaned closer moving my hand to caress his strong stubbled jaw. Our tongues began to explore, and I moaned into his mouth, my pussy becoming very wet. He reached into my blouse to grope my tits, squeezing them roughly together. 

I reached down to touch his cock; the sheer size never ceased to impress me. 

He pulled away and gazed into my eyes. “You’re going to take my massive cock down your throat. As deep as you can take it. Even if you’re choking, you’re not going to stop.” 

I gazed at him submissively, happily, a dumb smile on my face. “Yes, master, I’m going to stuff that massive cock deeeeeeep in my throat, my dumb slutty throat, as deep as you can force it…” 

He slapped my tits suddenly, making me squeal in surprise. 

“Get down on your knees and suck it.” 

I was practically ready to cum right there, but I did what he said and got down on my knees, my eyes falling to his throbbing dick. He unzipped and let his thick, huge manhood beat against my lip, chuckling as the humiliating sight was shown before him. He obviously liked knowing he had power over me. 

I took as much of his big dick in my throat as I could… but still, it was toooooo big for me. I gagged around his cock, making sounds like 

GLURG GLURG GLURG GLUG GLUG GLUG 

While he face fucked me. Before long I was covered in tears and spit, and I choked in pleasure as he pulled his dick out of my lips. 

I was sooooo hot and horny from being face fucked like a slut. 

I was ready to cum right there, all he’d have to do was touch my clit once and I would orgasm… 

But he did one better, he spread my legs, pulled my panties to the side and stuffed me full of thick male cock. I groaned as he filled up my tight wet pussy, it was so slick and ready for him that he easily entered me in one strong thrust. 

“Oh god you’re in me, your big cock is inside my unprotected pussy!” 

He grunted and started to fuck me, shuttling his big dick in and out of my helpless cunt. I could feel him all the way to my cervix, the tip of his cock touching my womb. Soon it would shoot ropes of thick, potent semen inside me, knocking me up, making me his pregnant bimbo. 

His breeding whore. Making babies is all you’re good for, said a little voice in my mind. 

His hand closed around my throat as he began to really pound me, his dick making sloppy wet noises as it dominated my pussy. I was so totally filled by him, so focused on the feel of his massive tool inside me, I could think of nothing else…. 

And then he came inside me. Thick jets of cum splashing into my helpless, fertile womb. He was so virile, so alpha, I knew he was going to knock me up. 

I gasped in a breathy voice, filled with pleasure, shooting stars in my eyes as I orgasmed. Again and again. “Yes, master, make me your pregnant bimbo slut…” 

I gazed at him with love and devotion. 

He kissed me, strongly and dominantly, owning my mouth the way he owned my cunt. 

I was his, totally, and the feel of his semen dripping down my pussy lips only confirmed that. 
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A hot preview 

It was all I could do to focus on basic tasks at work sometimes… I was supposed to answer the phone and tell potential customers about our product. I couldn’t always remember what I was supposed to say, though… The urge to take my bra off, rub my big titties and finger fuck myself to climax right in front of the whole office was too great. 

What really turned me on, though, was being a slut for every man who wanted to use me. One day I was walking down the hall, when Greg, a big powerful guy who resided on the 3rd floor, slapped my ass and whistled. “Looking fine, baby,” he cooed in my ear, coming up behind me and pressing his hard dick into my butt. “Wanna have a little fun?” 

This would be sexual harassment in any other office! Said that little voice in my head, the annoying one that always wanted me to stop having fun. You can’t just let a guy come up and fuck you!

But it seemed I could and I would… Secretly, I’d always dreamed of being a free use bimbo, the sex slave of a huge cadre of men who could use me any way they wanted. I ached to service their big cocks, to feel their hot cum painting my body as I walked through my day. 

It was a feminist’s nightmare, but it was my misogynist dream. 

He didn’t wait for me to answer, and instead put his big hands on my tits, rubbing them through my blouse. My pussy immediately started to gush, eager to have his big dick inside me. I bit my lip, wanting to fight with the last shreds of resistance that odd part of my brain seemed to have… but knowing it was futile. 

I was a bimbo slut, and I loved it. 

I’m a bimbo slut and love it… The phrase repeated over and over in my head as Greg’s big dick entered me from behind. I felt powerless, impaled on his cock and pressed against the wall. He gripped and mauled my tits as his dick spread my walls, stretching me around him, making me conform to his size. 

Making me… my pussy stretching on his cock, shaping to him…

I’m meant to be a slut for cock. I’m meant to be a dumbo bimbo sex toy. A cum bucket. A vessel for men’s sperm. I want to be bathed in thick white sperm…

I gasped, feeling his dick throb inside me. I was an office worker, supposed to be doing office stuff, not getting fucked like a slut! 

Wronggggggg….. Said the voice in my head, the other one, the naughty one that wanted me to experience pleasure. You’re supposed to be a walking cum bucket, remember? You should have fertile, potent seed dripping down your thighs while you stagger stupidly through the hall after a fresh fuck. You’re basically a walking sex toy now.

The Magic Card II: 

Brad POV

Kristen gasped as I slid my large cock easily into her sopping wet folds, her walls squeezing me tight. I groaned; god she felt good, really good. I could get used to being inside a hottie like her. 

“Oh fuck me sir,” she gasped, sliding her hot wet cunt backwards on my dick, taking me deeper inside. “Mmmm I love it….” 

It’s so fucking wrong, I thought, groaning as I bottomed out inside her. I have totally upended the norms of society with my control. And yet, everyone in the office is completely satisfied and happier than they ever could be without the spell.

With that thought in mind, I started to fuck her in earnest, my cock parting her hot slick walls with vigorous strokes. She gasped, moaning, “Wow you’re so big in me, I’ve never taken anything that big before…” 

Before I knew what was happening, Kristen’s walls contracted around my cock, milking me as she orgasmed. I squeezed her tits, her ass connecting with my hips as I shoved in deep, grunting like a caveman. “Yeah that’s a good girl, cum on master’s cock…” 

“Ooooooh fuck!” 

Lia and Mark were still savagely fucking, lost in their own world of primal pleasure. They knew we were here, but not really aware of us…. The effects of the sexual spell were extremely strong, so much that it made people totally forget where they were or what was happening. 

I had actually witnessed my employees fucking in public, totally ignorant of everyone around them, drawing gasps from people passing by… 

I wonder if I can extend my power, I thought. If I could create a piece of code or spell or something strong enough that it could affect others outside my office… I could create a whole city full of sex fiends. People who would have wild orgies right on the streets, or in stores, or just anywhere…. 

It was a weird, crazy thought, but it was hot enough that I felt my balls tighten and my orgasm hit hard and strong. I grunted and held my cock deep in Kristin’s tight cunt, shooting thick ropes of sperm into her womb. 

Oh, right, I thought – that’s my other goal. Get every girl in the office good and pregnant. 

****

Kristen POV 

I could never have imagined in a million years that I would end up working at the place of my dreams. But somehow, the new office was quickly becoming just that. I had everything a girl could fantasize about: a schedule of sex, sex, and more sex; a handsome, powerful boss with a huge dick, and the eagerness to serve every man in the office with my body. 

I never did anything, of course, without my master’s instruction. It felt sooooo good to serve, to give in to all his desires. There was sometimes a nagging voice in the back of my head that said – all of this was alittle weird, and a little unorthodox for sure… 

But then the pleasure would come back, and the horny urges in my body, that totally took control and made me into a slutty little bimbo. 

It was all I could do to focus on basic tasks at work sometimes… I was supposed to answer the phone and tell potential customers about our product. I couldn’t always remember what I was supposed to say, though… The urge to take my bra off, rub my big titties and finger fuck myself to climax right in front of the whole office was too great. 

What really turned me on, though, was being a slut for every man who wanted to use me. One day I was walking down the hall, when Greg, a big powerful guy who resided on the 3rd floor, slapped my ass and whistled. “Looking fine, baby,” he cooed in my ear, coming up behind me and pressing his hard dick into my butt. “Wanna have a little fun?” 

This would be sexual harassment in any other office! Said that little voice in my head, the annoying one that always wanted me to stop having fun. You can’t just let a guy come up and fuck you!

But it seemed I could and I would… Secretly, I’d always dreamed of being a free use bimbo, the sex slave of a huge cadre of men who could use me any way they wanted. I ached to service their big cocks, to feel their hot cum painting my body as I walked through my day. 

It was a feminist’s nightmare, but it was my misogynist dream. 

He didn’t wait for me to answer, and instead put his big hands on my tits, rubbing them through my blouse. My pussy immediately started to gush, eager to have his big dick inside me. I bit my lip, wanting to fight with the last shreds of resistance that odd part of my brain seemed to have… but knowing it was futile. 

I was a bimbo slut, and I loved it. 

I’m a bimbo slut and love it… The phrase repeated over and over in my head as Greg’s big dick entered me from behind. I felt powerless, impaled on his cock and pressed against the wall. He gripped and mauled my tits as his dick spread my walls, stretching me around him, making me conform to his size. 

Making me… my pussy stretching on his cock, shaping to him…

I’m meant to be a slut for cock. I’m meant to be a dumbo bimbo sex toy. A cum bucket. A vessel for men’s sperm. I want to be bathed in thick white sperm…

I gasped, feeling his dick throb inside me. I was an office worker, supposed to be doing office stuff, not getting fucked like a slut! 

Wronggggggg….. Said the voice in my head, the other one, the naughty one that wanted me to experience pleasure. You’re supposed to be a walking cum bucket, remember? You should have fertile, potent seed dripping down your thighs while you stagger stupidly through the hall after a fresh fuck. You’re basically a walking sex toy now.

My tongue lolled out of my mouth, a dumb smile on my face as Greg fucked me rough and hard, grunting like a primal caveman. His dick spurted in me, warm seed splashing my insides – and then he pulled out, rubbing his cock frantically as the rest of his cum shot hotly onto my ass. I moaned, orgasm washing over me, huge waves of pleasure that made it impossible to think of anything else. 

There’s only one thing would make this better: being full and pregnant.

I gasped – a double orgasm hitting me – as I realized my true fantasy. I wanted, no I NEEDED, to be fucked and filled so much I would get pregnant with all these mens’ babies… God, I wanted to be the knocked up office whore! Imagine how filthy and taboo it was, and how sexy!

Just the idea was enough to make me cum again. 
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A hot preview 

I opened the bathroom door and chuckled at the sight before me. The new girl, Kristy, was pressed against the wall, two fingers deep inside her pussy, plunging in and out of her wet cuntlips, while she watched the fucking happening before her in awe. 

The two engaged in sex, Mark and Lia, were some of my best workers. Mark was on the sales floor, pushing our latest product (a special aphrodisiac lube) while Lia managed our social media account. Usually by posting pics of her big tits for our horny male customers. 

The latest one actually had me rock hard the minute I saw it… she had her boobs squished up against the window pane, naked, nipples hard and ready to get sucked… and the caption was… “What would you pay to fuck these titties?” 

Of course the dollars came rolling in. 

But it wasn’t money on my mind right now, it was the new hire and the fact she needed to be broken in. Officially. 

“Kristy.” 

She looked up at me in surprise and pulled her hand out of her skirt. “Oh…I’m…sorry sir…” 

“Nothing to apologize for…” I took her hand, wet with pussy juices, and licked her fingers. Then I sucked them into my mouth one by one – and she stared at me with shock that soon turned to pure lust. 

The card had done its work. Even though she was new here, she was quickly falling under the spell my special code would cast… 

All the silly societal programming that told her getting fucked by her boss or other male employees was bad? Gone. All she needed to know was that being a slut was good, and a wet pussy was the way to getting an A+ performance review. 

“Let me see that pretty pink kitty of yours,” I whispered into her ear. 

She nodded and eagerly removed her skirt, sliding her panties down her legs, then lifting one to move them daintily over her heel. I loved fucking a girl while she was still wearing her pumps… I took the panties and inhaled deeply in her wet fabric, the scent of female arousal making my dick pulse harder. 

I couldn’t stand it, I needed to taste her. She gasped as I knelt between her thighs and began to lap at her pink folds with my tongue. I spread the wet lips and licked, swirling my tongue round her clit, making her head fall back in pleasure. 

“Oooooh yes….” 

The Magic Card Part I

Kristy’s POV 

I’m an office slut. 

I didn’t always used to be this way. Once a long time ago, I was a very smart girl going to college. Graduating with all A+s. Getting cheers from my teachers, peers, and future employers alike. 

In fact, my current employer, Greg, is the one who first noticed me. 

He was a handsome strong guy, who showed up at my college graduation ceremony. After applauding my speech, he came up and shook my hand. 

“So, looking for a job?” 

I nodded. “I definitely am.” 

He handed me a business card. It said “BD Enterprises” on it. 

I wondered what BD stood for. But I figured I would find out soon enough. 

The card was kind of weird, sort of… mesmerizing, like I couldn’t stop looking at it. And the more I looked at it, the dizzier I felt. 

*****

When I went in for my first day on the job, I noticed something kind of odd about the office. Most of the employees were men – big, strong men, with lots of muscles – and the only women who were there were ones with big tits and low cut shirts showing lots of cleavage, and tight skirts showing lots of leg… 

What really shocked me was the sight of a big rough male employee feeling up a girl’s tits in the bathroom stall. I was about to report the incident to HR, but I heard her breathing… 

“Mmmmm oh yes, sir, feel those big tits, do you like them? You can suck on them if you want…” 

I peered over the stall in shock. The guy was sucking on her tits, his tongue flicking her nipples as he moved from breast to breast. She looked like she was really feeling it, rubbing her thighs together and biting her lip, caressing his head. 

She reached between the man’s thighs and rubbed his big bulge. 

“Mmmm you feel good…. You’re so big and hard, wanna fuck me, stud?” 

The guy grinned, rubbing his cock against her palm. “Depends, you ready to feel a big thick nine inches in your tight pussy?” 

“Oh fuck yes,” she moaned, “give it to me sir.” 

“You bet I will little slut.” He turned her around and slapped her ass hard, making her moan. She bent over for him, and he pulled her skirt down, revealing some lacy white panties that were soaking wet. 

“Good girl, nice and wet for me…” He removed his cock, a huge, thick shaft with the tip dripping precum, and rubbed it along her slit. “I’m gonna fuck you til you cum all over this dick.” 

Her eyes rolled back in her head as he penetrated her, the thick shaft sliding easily into her wet folds. He gripped her ass and thrust in and out, shoving his dick in and out, in and out, building a rhythm, making her moan in pleasure. 

I couldn’t help myself; the scene was too hot and I was too turned on watching. I had to touch myself so I moved to the corner where they couldn’t see– or if they could, I didn’t really care. I put my hand into my panties and started to rub my clit, biting my lip and squeezing my breast with one hand. 

I masturbated in time with their fucking, their animal cries filling the bathroom stall – and no one seemed to give a damn, or if they did, they weren’t doing anything to intervene. 

*****

Brad POV 

The cries of passion I heard coming from the bathroom stall did not surprise me. 

In my office, people got fucked when and where they wanted, because I had an ace up my sleeve. A business card inspired with a special code that would override the rational part of my employees’ minds, turning them into primitive sex-starved animals that needed to rut 24/7. 

You could say I was unethical, but it would be inaccurate. My office boasted one of the highest employee satisfaction rates in existence, simply because everyone was always cumming. 

I opened the bathroom door and chuckled at the sight before me. The new girl, Kristy, was pressed against the wall, two fingers deep inside her pussy, plunging in and out of her wet cuntlips, while she watched the fucking happening before her in awe. 

The two engaged in sex, Mark and Lia, were some of my best workers. Mark was on the sales floor, pushing our latest product (a special aphrodisiac lube) while Lia managed our social media account. Usually by posting pics of her big tits for our horny male customers. 

The latest one actually had me rock hard the minute I saw it… she had her boobs squished up against the window pane, naked, nipples hard and ready to get sucked… and the caption was… “What would you pay to fuck these titties?” 

Of course the dollars came rolling in. 

But it wasn’t money on my mind right now, it was the new hire and the fact she needed to be broken in. Officially. 

“Kristy.” 

She looked up at me in surprise and pulled her hand out of her skirt. “Oh…I’m…sorry sir…” 

“Nothing to apologize for…” I took her hand, wet with pussy juices, and licked her fingers. Then I sucked them into my mouth one by one – and she stared at me with shock that soon turned to pure lust. 

The card had done its work. Even though she was new here, she was quickly falling under the spell my special code would cast… 

All the silly societal programming that told her getting fucked by her boss or other male employees was bad? Gone. All she needed to know was that being a slut was good, and a wet pussy was the way to getting an A+ performance review. 

“Let me see that pretty pink kitty of yours,” I whispered into her ear. 

She nodded and eagerly removed her skirt, sliding her panties down her legs, then lifting one to move them daintily over her heel. I loved fucking a girl while she was still wearing her pumps… I took the panties and inhaled deeply in her wet fabric, the scent of female arousal making my dick pulse harder. 

I couldn’t stand it, I needed to taste her. She gasped as I knelt between her thighs and began to lap at her pink folds with my tongue. I spread the wet lips and licked, swirling my tongue round her clit, making her head fall back in pleasure. 

“Oooooh yes….” 

She gripped my shoulders and put her thigh around my neck, humping my bearded face with gusto. Her juices coated my skin, her pussy gushing as I licked faster and inserted my fingers in her pussy, fucking her fast. 

“Oooooohhhhhh shit!” she gasped, gripping me hard. “I’m cumming, sir…cummmmminnggggg!” 

Her walls contracted, a huge orgasm coming over her as she humped my hand. I grinned, licking her clit as she came hard, breathing heavy and flushed from climax. 

“Now I need to be inside you,” I grunted, lowering my zipper and freeing my hard, huge dick. “And you need to get fucked properly…” 
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